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For Reverend Tom Jordan. A force of good in this world.






Prologue


KIBBUTZ BE’ERI, ISRAEL

OCTOBER 7, 2023

7:11 A.M., SATURDAY

The killer has arrived.

Abed al Rahman sits on the passenger side of a white pickup truck watching his assassins surround this Israeli town of 1,200 residents. He is wearing green fatigues and a headscarf.

The Hamas commander has ordered his 150 gunmen to slaughter as many Jews as they can, sparing only a few to be taken hostage in case the Israeli army counterattacks.

Before the terrorists crossed the border from Gaza just three miles away, al Rahman suggested they ingest captagon, a cheap amphetamine. Some of the murderers have taken cocaine instead.

In his early thirties, al Rahman is moving quickly up the Hamas leadership ladder. He is part of the al-Qassam Brigade, a group specifically trained to murder civilians. He is a slight man, dark hair and mustache, scraggly beard. On this cool morning in the Negev Desert, seventy miles southwest of Jerusalem, the savage attack he will oversee is about to begin.



The Be’eri Kibbutz was founded in 1946 by Holocaust survivors and a group of Jews who had arrived from Iraq. Be’eri means “belonging to a fountain.” It is a secular town, fairly secure, and working class. A main source of income is packing jojoba oil for export.

Most of the residents were awakened about forty-five minutes ago by a rocket barrage fired from Gaza aimed at targets far off. This is not unusual, and no one panics. Now, however, that will all change.



Abed al Rahman barks orders on his cell phone.

Suddenly, a fleet of vans, motorcycles, and pickups floods the town center, which is dominated by low-rise dwellings. The killers are armed with AK-47s, hand grenades, and explosives. They wear bulletproof vests and carry flex-cuffs for securing captives.

Gunfire and screams immediately fill the air. Terrorists kick in doors and execute entire families. A ten-month-old baby is shot in his crib, an eighty-eight-year-old grandmother cut down by bullets in her living room.

Residents of Be’eri have been trained to go to an emergency app if trouble should arise. One of the first postings is terse: “They’re here.”

At 7:37, a small group of Israeli police arrive in an unmarked car. Bullets fly. They flee. It will take more than two hours for an Israeli army helicopter to arrive with troops. Meanwhile, the Jews of Be’eri are basically defenseless.



By 9:00 a.m., the Hamas terrorists control the entire area. They go door-to-door laughing as they hunt human beings. The app messages reflect the horror: “I never thought I would die this way.”

Homes are set on fire to flush the Jews out. Women are gang-raped by the brutalizers, then shot in the back of the head. The killers loot the houses of the dead.

“Dad, can you stay with me?” a daughter says on a call she is recording.

“I can’t hear anything. Goodbye.”

A few hours later, her father is found shot to death.



Abed al Rahman is pleased.

He doesn’t know how many Jews are dead, but it is clear Hamas has won a great victory and will surely be rewarded in this world and the next. Walking through the streets, al Rahman receives a report that his men are holding twenty-six hostages. He orders that they be put into vans and driven back to Gaza. It frustrates the commander that he cannot email an exact body count to his superiors. Soon, he will be happy to learn that his young terrorists slaughtered more than one hundred innocent people.



It is seventeen days later. Abed al Rahman is again being driven in a white pickup truck. But this time he and his two Hamas companions are in Gaza heading for a meeting.

A fiery explosion cancels that plan. An Israeli rocket targeting the vehicle obliterates it. There is not enough left of the killer for an autopsy.

The savagery the Hamas terrorist ignited on October 7, 2023, continues. War with Israel breaks out. Exactly what Abed al Rahman wanted.



The concept of evil has always been present. The biblical book of Genesis clearly defines it when Cain kills his brother Abel out of jealousy. As long as human beings have walked, evil has been close by.

This is a history book that explains the struggle between good and evil, a choice every person in the Judeo-Christian tradition is compelled to make. But many defer. We avoid the life decision. We look away. It’s easier.

Prepare yourself to read the consequences of that inaction. As John Stuart Mill said at the University of St. Andrews in 1867, “Bad men need nothing more to compass their ends, than that good men should look on and do nothing.”







CHAPTER ONE
Caligula



ROME, THE EMPEROR’S PRIVATE RESIDENCE

JUNE 10, AD 38

EVENING

The most powerful man in the world dismisses his private guard.

He is distraught, paranoid, angry. But most of all, twenty-six-year-old Gaius Caesar Augustus Germanicus wants to be alone. Hours earlier his sister, Drusilla, died from a high fever. The emperor, known as Caligula, believes she was murdered; he also thinks his father, mother, and two brothers were victims of homicide.*

Nearly all the members of Caligula’s family have met a violent death. His father, a military officer, was poisoned in Syria by enemy forces. His mother was imprisoned by the previous emperor, Tiberius, on charges of “sexual perversion.” She starved to death in detention. But Tiberius was not finished. He then executed Caligula’s two brothers for treason, fearing they would avenge their mother. The tyrant spared Caligula because he was just a toddler. He did not execute the boy’s two sisters, as they were considered nonthreatening.

Caligula’s relationship to his now-dead twenty-one-year-old sister caused him problems. Whispers throughout Rome allege an incestuous relationship. The emperor knows about the gossip but has never denied the rumors. However, his two younger sisters are now in jeopardy because the unpredictable emperor trusts no one.



The third Emperor of Rome is a handsome man, slim with blue eyes and curly brown hair. But he is undisciplined and prone to violence. The Roman Senate knows this but nevertheless confers on him “the Right and Power to Decide All Affairs.” This happens because Caligula is the most feared man in the world. Roman politicians know they can be executed at any time. If that happens, their entire families will be murdered as well.

The paranoid Caligula does not require proof of any crime. He operates on emotional whim; his reign is truly one of terror and constant violence.



This evening Caligula is dressed in a white silk robe, sandals, and a diamond necklace. He sits in front of a massive six-foot fireplace perspiring profusely. The temperature is above ninety degrees, but the fire is needed to ward off infection-carrying mosquitos, which may have been responsible for Drusilla’s death.

The emperor’s compound is known as Horti Lamiani, or Lamiani Gardens, and sits on an outcrop of rock called Esquiline Hill near the center of Rome. Built by Tiberius Caesar ten years earlier, the vast compound contains religious shrines, lavish baths and bedrooms, and a newly installed execution space—which will be used very shortly.

As the room warms to well over one hundred degrees, Caligula finishes his supper of nuts mixed with honey and milk—said to be the preferred meal of the god Apollo. A few weeks ago, Caligula named himself “the One True Living God” who will live to be one hundred years old. The pronouncement stunned the average Roman citizen, whose lifespan is just forty-five years.

Caligula is restless. That is not a good sign. His Praetorian Guard is close by but does not dare to intrude. He wanders his lavish quarters and winds up in a small temple, where he continues brooding. No one knows what the emperor will do next—he is capable of anything.



Under Caligula, the city of Rome is home to one million people. Eighty percent of them live in abject poverty. They are crammed into fourteen distinct neighborhoods, connected by fifteen thousand miles of concrete roads. The richest families, often members of the military, live near the emperor in expensive villas often on Esquiline and Palatine Hills. The poorest citizens huddle in tenement apartments constructed with hay, water, mud, and wood. The roofs are lined with straw to deflect the scorching summer sun. Wintertime temperatures frequently plummet to freezing. To survive, the poor burn animal dung in small furnaces. The smoke is toxic, leading to citywide cases of asthma.

The poorest neighborhood is named Subura. Ironically, it is the childhood home of Julius Caesar, whose mother was a prominent slumlord. The district is two square miles of makeshift shacks, dilapidated apartments, open sewage, and rancid meat markets. Thousands of carcasses line the streets: deer, geese, rabbits, ducks, and pigs. The scent of animal entrails permeates the humid air. To hide the odor, Romans burn small bundles of herbs and cinnamon. The residents of Subura form the backbone of Rome’s working class. They toil fourteen hours each day as bakers, butchers, blacksmiths, and innkeepers. Those who cannot work are often forced into prostitution or sold into bondage.

Slavery is an integral part of Roman society. Human chattel is used in agriculture, private homes, businesses, the army, even government bureaucracies. Some slaves are forced to wear a three-inch metal plate hanging from their neck. The lockets are inscribed with their name, owner, address, and place of birth. The enslaved include people born into servitude, prisoners of war, infants abandoned at birth, and criminals forced to repay their debt. The most common slaves are captured Germanic barbarians and North Africans. Twenty-five percent of Rome’s population is enslaved.

Keeping order in the slums of the Eternal City is not easy. Augustus Caesar formed a combination of police and firefighting force called Vigiles Urbani—Watchmen of the City. These government employees are not well paid but have a tremendous amount of power over the poor. They can impose punishment on the spot: whippings, beatings, even taking a life. Few poor criminals receive a court hearing.

Augustus financed the thousands of Vigiles Urbani by imposing a 4 percent tax on the sale of slaves. That brought in enough money to keep order and suppress rebellion, at least for a time.



The city of Rome spans sixteen square miles and is protected by fortified walls. Alongside the roads are narrow gutters used to divert human waste and garbage to the Tiber River, which cuts the city in half.

The central district is composed of government buildings, army barracks, and marbled temples to the gods. Twenty-five years earlier, Augustus levied massive taxes on the poor to construct most of the buildings. But now, under Caligula, the empire’s coffers are nearly empty. Nevertheless, the paranoid emperor orders the creation of massive shrines to himself. The biggest is thirty-five feet tall.

Supporting this vast metropolis is a system of aqueducts and canals that bring fresh water from nearby reservoirs to the farms that surround the city. A few wealthy Romans also have water piped into their estates. For the poor, water is taken directly from the polluted Tiber River.

Disease is rampant. Plagues of malaria, smallpox, and tuberculosis run riot over the population. Public hospitals are reserved for military and noble families only. The impoverished turn to “healers” and to the gods. Roman temples are stacked with bodies of the dead and the dying. The situation spreads disease further. Of Rome’s fourteen neighborhoods, Caligula places three under strict quarantine.

It is death if you violate his order.

For six hundred years, Rome has been a thriving metropolis. Under Caligula, the city has dramatically declined. It is on the brink of destruction.



Folklore states the “Eternal City” of Rome was created by twin brothers Romulus and Remus, sons of a human mother and Mars, the god of war. In 44 BC, Julius Caesar takes control of the empire. He calls himself Dictator Perpetuo—and rules for five years before he is assassinated by Roman senators. The title then passes to Caesar’s adoptive son, Augustus, who presides over a vast expansion of the empire for four decades. His reign is called Pax Romana—Roman Peace. Unlike Julius Caesar, Augustus, who rules at the time of Jesus, dies peacefully in his sleep at the age of seventy-five. His adoptive son Tiberius, already in his fifties, then ascends to power.

Caligula is born in the year AD 12 under Tiberius. He is a distant cousin of the emperor, but Caligula’s family is deemed to be a threat. Thus, the young teenager is exiled to the island of Capri and held hostage.

Tiberius’s reign spans twenty-three years. In the early spring of AD 37, he is discovered dead in his lavish twelve-foot bed at his vacation home in Capri at the age of seventy-seven. As he has no medical condition, Romans believe he was secretly assassinated. The cause of death is listed as asphyxiation.*

The demise of the childless Tiberius throws the capital into chaos. With no successor named, varying nobles vie for control. For the next ten days, Caligula, now a young adult, skillfully maneuvers into the power vacuum. As the most prominent male descendant of Augustus, the ambitious young man is finally selected to rule.

On March 29, AD 37, Caligula is crowned emperor. Most Romans are unfamiliar with the twenty-five-year-old, and he is initially adored by the public. He immediately announces popular reforms, including new construction projects for theaters, temples, and roads, which provide jobs.


ANCIENT ROME
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In memory of his murdered mother, he pardons political prisoners and those in exile. To memorialize his slain brothers, he abolishes the death penalty for treason and blasphemy. Perhaps the most popular move of all—Caligula reduces or eliminates taxes on the poor.

The first few months of his reign are dubbed “the Golden Age of Rome.” Then, without warning, everything changes.



It is six months later. Caligula is dying, or so it seems. He lies on a wide bed in his private residence. It is October 5, AD 37. Dozens of healers surround the ailing emperor. To reduce his fever, he is placed in a bath of frigid water. Pine bark and herbs are added to the liquid immersion. The emperor screams in pain as he is lowered into the concoction. Within seconds, he is unconscious.

The “healers” are desperate. If the young ruler dies, they will be blamed—and likely executed. So, they feed him a steady diet of egg yolks, garlic, fennel, and boiled liver. Leeches are placed on his body to remove excess blood, but the fever remains.

The bizarre episode lasts about three months. Roman citizens are completely unaware of Caligula’s precarious condition. Then, suddenly, he regains strength. But he is a changed man.

Caligula has gone mad.*



The ruler believes his near-death experience was caused by poison. Immediately, he executes everyone who had access to his food, including his two closest advisors, personal guards, and physicians. Under penalty of gross torture, he instructs his father-in-law to commit suicide by slashing his own throat with a shaving razor.

The emperor also accuses his two sisters of treason. But rather than kill them, an act he believes will be frowned upon by the gods, Caligula exiles his siblings to a pair of remote islands in the Mediterranean Sea. He tells the Senate they have been dispatched for crimes against Rome, as well as sexual relationships with animals.*



Continuing his madness, Caligula declares war against the Roman elite. Some senators suspected of treason are forced to run naked alongside his imperial chariot. He rapes their wives to sow uncertainty among possible male heirs. The Roman Senate collectively shudders.

Hundreds are executed. Before some of the murders, the tyrant personally oversees the torture of the victims. At the killing chamber in his palace, prisoners are sawed in half at the waist. The emperor dines while watching them die. He describes their screams as “a great appetizer.”



Along with the depravity come financial ruin and sacrilege.

The emperor orders the desecration of religious temples. Statues of Apollo, Jupiter, and Mars are replaced with marble replicas of him. Vast government funds are diverted for Caligula’s personal whims.

As the Roman Senate descends into chaos, the young tyrant demands the construction of a three-mile-long bridge across the Bay of Bauli. The structure is only to be used by the emperor’s horses and livestock.†



As dissent grows throughout Rome, a Praetorian Guard continues to protect the out-of-control emperor. No one can get near Caligula without their permission.

The Praetorian Guard was created in 27 BC by Augustus Caesar. Fearing assassination similar to that which eliminated his predecessor, Julius Caesar, Augustus instated a personal security unit selected from elite soldiers and family members to protect himself. The next emperor, Tiberius, expanded the force threefold.

Caligula’s guard consists of four thousand soldiers scattered across the city of Rome. However, just thirty men protect him at the palace. They are often abused by the tyrant—both physically and sexually. One of these men is named Cassius Chaerea. Born in AD 14 in lower Germany, young Cassius was orphaned and forced into military service by the Romans. Though barely above a slave in social standing, he is loyal to the empire.

The fifty-two-year-old Cassius is tall and strong, bearded, with dark-brown hair. But he speaks infrequently. Cassius is ashamed of his feminine voice, for which Caligula berates him constantly.

In fact, the emperor calls his bodyguard “Venus,” Roman slang for a male who has been castrated. Eventually, that humiliation turns Cassius against Caligula. The explosive situation will soon play out.



The Roman army is now spread throughout the known world. It consists of 250,000 soldiers divided into three hundred regiments—it is the most feared fighting machine on earth.

Roman legions brutally put down insurrections, enslave entire populations, and loot treasuries, sending the bounty back to the emperor. At this point in history, the Roman army has never been defeated in a major battle.

Caligula now begins to abuse his military forces. In an insane move, he appoints his favorite stallion, Incitatus, as a “special counsel.” The animal is actually given a luxurious home and eighteen servants who feed him from an ivory manger inside a marble stable.*



The army grows restless.

In AD 39, Caligula decides to lead his forces in the field. He and his Praetorian Guard travel with approximately ten thousand soldiers north to the British Channel. Julius Caesar conquered Gaul, present-day France, so the Roman advance is unimpeded. But it is a long journey, taking the legions two months to travel two thousand miles. Once there, Caligula orders his vast army to “attack the sea.” Soldiers hurl spears, swords, and pikes into the waves. Anyone questioning the order is executed.

Eight hours later, Caligula declares victory over Neptune, god of the sea. He then instructs the army to collect seashells as trophies of war. Thousands of pounds of shells are transported back to Rome.

The empire’s military commanders now know that Caligula has indeed lost his mind.

The question: What can be done about it?



It is late summer AD 40. The Emperor of Rome has six months to live.

Caligula quietly lounges in his private box at the Amphitheater of Statilius Taurus waiting for the spectacle to begin. The prenoon temperature exceeds ninety degrees. He waves to the crowd, wearing his summer uniform of a silk robe, leather sandals, and a crown made of gold leaf.*

Since he was a small boy, Caligula has enjoyed watching the traditional Roman games: wrestling, throwing weapons, lifting weights. But recently, his tastes have turned bizarre.

It is Caligula’s twenty-eighth birthday. He will not live to see another. On this day, the emperor has convened his favorite spectacle, damnatio ad bestias—condemnation to beasts.†



Roman law permits the murder of noncitizens, prisoners of war, and slaves. Caligula expands the practice to include his political opponents.

Today, five alleged dissidents are scheduled to die. Their executioners will be five lions brought to Rome from North Africa. To induce maximum carnage, the beasts have not been fed for three days.

The spectacle unfolds. Caligula dines on grapes and almonds while each prisoner is dragged into the arena. The amphitheater seats fifteen thousand spectators. Its relatively small size irritates the unhappy emperor, who vows to construct a massive Colosseum in the heart of Rome.*

The men who are about to die have supposedly engaged in a plot to depose the paranoid dictator. Caligula has chosen this gruesome method of execution to send a message to the public.

The killing floor is two hundred feet long and one hundred feet wide. Giant walls and iron gates prevent any escape. The sand and gravel are stained with the blood of previous victims. Caligula nods in the direction of the guards. Immediately, gates on the floor of the arena slide open. The lions cautiously emerge.

The doomed prisoners are armed with short swords. They only serve to prolong the murderous display.

The starving cats, each weighing five hundred pounds or more, move on their prey. The emperor prefers lions because of their unique dietary habits. Tigers and panthers kill before consuming flesh. Lions prefer devouring their prey while it is still alive.

The bloody affair takes twenty-five minutes. Still, Caligula is not satisfied. In a shocking move, he summons the arena guards into his private suite and orders them to select individual spectators and drag them to the killing floor. The crowd is stunned, but some believe they are witnessing an elaborate prank by the emperor. They are wrong.

The bloodthirsty cats encircle the panicked spectators. Caligula laughs as they cry for mercy before they are devoured. Some in the crowd cheer the carnage, fearing they soon will meet the same fate if they don’t.



Personal turbulence also consumes the emperor. By AD 40, Caligula has had four wives. His first, Claudilla, dies during childbirth. He divorces his second wife, Livia, after just three days of marriage because she refuses to take part in his debaucherous sexual parties. His third spouse, Paulina, was previously married to a prominent senator. Desiring the family’s fortune, Caligula forces Paulina to divorce the senator, then abandons her one year later after looting her treasury.

His fourth and final marriage is to Milonia Caesonia. The two have one daughter, named after Caligula’s deceased sister, Drusilla. The emperor is obsessed with his wife and child. For good luck, he carries with him vials of their sweat and blood. He also remains preoccupied with his two sisters, but for a far different reason. Even though they have been exiled, he believes they are involved in a scheme called “the Plot of the Three Daggers.”

The emperor has been told that his siblings and a man named Marcus Aemilius Lepidus are planning his death by stabbing—thus the three daggers. Quickly, he executes Lepidus, throwing his body into Roman sewers. The man’s possessions, property, and slaves are sold. Caligula then uses the proceeds to construct a personal brothel. He doesn’t execute his sisters but keeps them imprisoned.



The end is near.

It is October, AD 40. Caligula lounges on a private throne inside a vast greenhouse. The open-air building is furnished with palms, fruit-bearing trees, and silk blankets. The structure was previously used to grow cherries and olives. Now, it is a shrine to the emperor’s carnal appetites. The cool autumn air is warmed by ornate firepits called “Foci.” The orange glow casts an ominous light on the evening’s festivities.

Hundreds of men fill the vast space. Hours earlier, Caligula dispatched dozens of servants to the numerous brothels of Rome. In the capital, prostitution is legal and usually consensual. The transaction typically occurs above small taverns or inside private apartments. The men of Rome have heard rumors of Caligula’s degenerate affairs. They are anxious to see them.

As the crowd gathers in what is called “the Pleasure Gardens,” banquets of food and wine are placed on the floor. Soon, dozens of naked women, men, girls, and boys are led into the room. Many have been given opium mixed with wine to dull their senses.

Writes the historian Suetonius: “Caligula opened a brothel in his palace, setting apart a number of rooms and furnishing them to suit the grandeur of the place, where matrons and freeborn youths should stand exposed. Then he sent his pages about the fora and basilicas, to invite young men and old to enjoy themselves.”*

The sex slaves themselves reside in a section of the palace reserved for livestock. They are well fed; being overly thin is a symbol of illness and poverty. They are also flea-ridden and diseased. The slaves are beaten, abused, and often exchanged with corrupt senators for wine, pearls, and other luxury goods.

Tonight, the party’s theme is a “Feast for the Gods.” Guests impersonate their favorite deities: Jupiter, Diana, Mars, Mercury. Caligula is wearing the robes of a woman and a blond wig. His outfit, inspired by Venus, mirrors his obsession with beauty. To prepare for the role, Caligula has practiced making feminine faces in a mirror.

The sordid scene unfolds for hours. Men, including the palace guards, disappear into private rooms.

By dawn, Caligula is satisfied. He orders the grounds cleared. Slaves who are visibly injured during the debauchery are taken to a private hospital. Notably absent from the party is Caligula’s chief protector: Cassius Chaerea.



Two miles east, Cassius is eating breakfast alongside a group of Roman Senators. The men are drinking a blend of vinegar and fruit juice called Posca. It is said the beverage brings good fortune and physical protection. Soon, they will need it.

Cassius and the conspiring senators believe the empire has endured enough. Caligula must die.



Seventy-five million people worldwide live under the authority of Caligula.

His empire spans 2.3 million square miles on three continents. Authority is administered through brute force. But order is breaking down. There is open revolt in western Europe, the eastern provinces, and North Africa. A new religion based on the teachings of a crucified Nazarene named Jesus is growing. The treasury is empty.

Caligula’s soldiers struggle to maintain control. The emperor turns to mercenary armies to augment his fighting force. They are loyal to nothing but money.

As chaos consumes the empire, Caligula is completely uninterested. His only concern is consolidating power, inflicting violence, and quenching his sexual appetites. Meanwhile, famine begins to grip the capital. Pandemics of plague, malaria, and smallpox decimate entire neighborhoods. Life expectancy falls 20 percent in just three years.



Numerous assassination plots have failed to kill Caligula. In response, 30 percent of the Senate has been murdered, even though most are not guilty of any offense.

In the winter of AD 40, the tyrant makes his most shocking pronouncement yet. The capital of the empire is to be moved from Rome to Alexandria, Egypt. From North Africa, Caligula can rule unopposed. Once there, he will change his title to “Divine Monarch, the Roman Pharaoh.”

The announcement is too much. Whispers spread throughout Rome. Families that have accumulated power over centuries convene in secret. There is one obstacle—the Praetorian Guard.

Soon, Roman Consul Publius Pomponius Secundus receives word that a member of Caligula’s personal security team is displeased with the emperor. He summons Cassius Chaerea to a clandestine meeting.



It is early morning in late December AD 40. Cassius is surrounded by Rome’s most powerful men. He normally wears the formal uniform of the Praetorian Guard: a white toga surrounded by leather armor and a hat plumed with rooster feathers. Today, he is donning civilian clothes to avoid unnecessary attention.

The senators know Cassius despises the man he is supposed to protect. Yet they are cautious. Many suspect this may be an elaborate ruse devised by Caligula himself to smoke out potential traitors.

The men huddle inside a small chamber in the Curia Julia—or Senate House. The elaborate building was constructed by Julius Caeser in 44 BC. The entrance features a massive marble arch flanked by large, ornate pillars. Inside the bronze doors, a long hallway leads to both the Senate floor and smaller rooms designed for negotiations. Cassius is approached by the powerful politicians.

Despite years of tyranny, the subject of actually killing an emperor has been considered off-limits because it is a capital offense. The assassination of Julius Caesar, eight decades earlier, threw Rome into civil war. After years of strife, Caesar’s great-nephew Augustus was crowned emperor. The senators fear another assassination will reignite a civil war.*

Now, the conspirators are scattered across several wooden benches. The room is filled with fifteen rectangular seats, each facing the center of the chamber. A nervous Cassius stands and is told of Caligula’s plan to relocate the capital to Africa.

Silence hangs over the room. Finally, Cassius says the words the senators have been waiting for: he knows how Caligula can be killed.



It is a time of celebration. The emperor and his family plan to attend a competition called the “Palatine Games” in honor of military victories in the past. A makeshift wooden theater is to be erected near the Imperial Palace.

The hillside road from Caligula’s residence to the event is narrow, dark, and, more importantly, used exclusively by the royal family. For a few brief minutes, Caligula will be cut off from the rest of Rome, surrounded only by Cassius and his guards.

The plan is complete. Once dead, Caligula’s body will be secretly brought to the Curia Julia, the same room where the men now stand. To eliminate his bloodline, the emperor’s wife and infant must also be killed.

Cassius is the first to leave; then the senators follow. Everyone knows that if the plot fails, they will be viciously tortured and killed in ways that defy description.



At the same time, Agrippina, Caligula’s exiled sister, sits on the floor of a small shack overlooking the Mediterranean Sea. She wears an uncomfortable frock made of goat hair to shield her from the cold January winds. For the last eighteen months, her older brother has held her on this rocky island called Ponza, guarded by Roman soldiers. She does not know the location of her sister Livilla.

A man knocks on the door. He is delivering Agrippina’s daily ration of food: local fish, typically octopus or sardines, bread, fruit, and wine. She is also given goat milk, a beverage consumed only by the lower classes. It is part of her punishment.

Despite her current conditions, the twenty-six-year-old is attractive, slender, and tall like her brother. She has light-brown hair that is tied behind her head. Since the age of thirteen, Agrippina has been married to a prominent Roman leader named Gnaeus Domitius Ahenobarbus. Because of his noble family, Gnaeus has escaped exile. He remains in the capital, raising the couple’s three-year-old son Lucius. The boy will soon be known throughout the world as Nero.

Apart from her beauty, Agrippina is ruthless and ambitious. Since being dispatched to the island, she has been plotting her escape. If that proves impossible, the other option is suicide.

The guards know the emperor’s sister is dangerous. At any moment Caligula could order her release, making her one of the most powerful people in the empire. They don’t want to be on the wrong side of that.

Agrippina accepts her rations. Today, the young guard is carrying more than food; he also gives her a set of bizarre instructions. The commander of the Praetorian Guard has been told to increase Agrippina’s rations. He has also ordered the improvement of her living quarters. She is given new clothes, blankets, and a basin for bathing.

Agrippina’s instincts tell her something has happened to her brother. His death could mean her return to Rome and a potential role in the Imperial Palace. However, if a rival family assumes the throne, she will be killed.

The young woman has no choice but to wait. She cannot know that within a few months she will be one of the most powerful people in the world.



Twenty sea miles away, Livilla stares at the log fire, swatting mosquitos that have infested her dilapidated quarters. Her imprisonment on the island of Pandateria has been debilitating. Caligula’s youngest sibling is twenty-three years old, short and plain-looking. Her hair is flat and matted against her forehead.

Unlike her older brother and sister, Livilla is not ambitious. Before her exile, she had received numerous honors from Caligula himself. She was even offered the “Rights of the Vestal Virgins,” a title that allows her to watch public games from the upper seats of the stadium.

Livilla was once favored by Caligula. Her image was printed on coins that circulated from western Europe to the Middle East. But that changed without warning. After his mental breakdown, Caligula prostituted his younger sister to Roman guards. He ordered young soldiers to rape her as a rite of passage. Those who refused were killed.

Livilla receives weekly rations from the mainland. The food is often spoiled. Unlike Agrippina, she has accepted her fate. Livilla believes she will soon starve to death, the same fate as her mother. Her only option is the assassination of her brother. She knows many in the empire want him dead. His brief reign has been less than four years, but that could be more than long enough for the Senate, which is rumored to despise Caligula.

The exiled sister finishes her dinner of salted fish and dirty water from a nearby well, likely the source of disease. She then retires to her makeshift bedroom. The tiny stall was once inhabited by Augustus’s horses. Now it is her private manger. The open-air structure has a small roof, but no walls.

Outside, the winter moon shines down on the Mediterranean. Wind from the warm sea mixes with night air, casting a dense fog that covers the Pontine Islands.

Sixty miles north, the plot against Caligula is in motion.



The emperor has less than one hour to live. It is noon on January 24, AD 41. The tyrant is watching the Palatine Games, but his mind is elsewhere. He is scheduled to depart for Alexandria the next day. There, he will rightfully assume his place among the Pantheon of Roman Deities, rivaled only by the ancient pharaohs of Egypt. He will no longer be confined by the Senate, Rome’s elite families, his sisters, even the army. He may even wage war on Rome and purge his enemies once and for all.

The Palatine exposition had begun two centuries earlier. Since then, Romans gather each year on the city’s two tallest hills to make sacrifices to the gods. Animals are slaughtered, their blood offered to Jupiter and Mars for a bountiful spring. After the ritual, games are played for the crowd’s enjoyment.

Now, Caligula reclines as athletes, actors, and other performers pass his private suite. It is colder than usual. Winter storms have sent the temperature in Rome to near freezing. For warmth, the emperor has replaced his traditional white silk robes with a dark woolen cloak, scarf, and knee-high socks.

He is cold, anxious, and most of all, impatient. He looks at his surroundings with disdain.



Cassius Chaerea has not slept. If Caligula survives the day, he is a dead man.

Hours earlier, Cassius departed his private chamber in the Imperial Palace for Palatine Hill. He has personally selected each member of his killing unit. Not all are aware of the plot, but he knows they will not stand in his way.

One mile east, the Senate conspirators gather inside the Curia Julia. The building is deserted; most politicians have departed for the games. If all goes to plan, the Praetorian Guard will soon arrive, carrying with them the dead body of the emperor.

Some of the senators carry razors concealed in their togas. If cornered, they are prepared to die with honor: suicide by opening the veins in their necks or wrists.



The final performance of the day is a popular play called Laureolus. It is the story of a gang of bandits who are caught and crucified. Caligula loves the performance for its sheer brutality, but he has seen enough. The emperor rises to his feet in the middle of the play, as do the five thousand spectators who are gathered. The emperor’s procession leaves the theater. It should take less than fifteen minutes for the group to reach the Imperial Palace. Once there, Caligula will pack his belongings along with his wife and daughter. Egypt awaits.

Suddenly, a change of plans. Cassius turns toward Caligula. An unruly crowd has assembled on the main road, he says. For the emperor’s safety, he must return to his palace using the cryptoporticus, an underground corridor that runs underneath Palatine Hill.

The tyrant makes no objection and leaves his entourage.

A small flurry of snow begins to fall. The assassins believe this is a sign from Ultio, the god of vengeance. Each man carries a torch as they enter the dark space.

The group slowly moves through the tunnel. The only sound is the echo of their wet sandals as they impact the stone ground. Their breath is visible due to the cold. Suddenly, Cassius turns toward Caligula and screams, “Hoc age! Accipe ratum! Repete!”—“Take that! So be it! And again!” Fifteen feet back, a Praetorian guard screams, “Jupiter!”—a code word that means it is time to murder Caligula.

Cassius thrusts his sword at the emperor, striking him in the neck, face, and torso. The bodyguard’s rage is unleashed as he viciously stabs Caligula. Blood streams down the emperor’s bare chest and onto his sandals. Caligula turns to run but is stopped by the other guards. They drive blades into the emperor’s groin. He falls to the floor, screaming in agony.

The group surrounds the most powerful man on earth, stabbing him thirty times. The emperor’s jawbone is hacked from his face, his genitals severed from his body. The savage assault lasts less than two minutes. It is Cassius who ends the emperor’s life. As the tyrant lies dying on the stone floor, his once favorite guard and personal protector drives his imperial sword through the emperor’s throat.

After 1,400 days of terror, Caligula is dead.



One hour later, the Empress Milonia and her daughter Drusilla lounge near the massive firepit in the heart of the Imperial Palace. It is the same spot where Caligula sat following the death of his beloved sister two years earlier.

Milonia is thirty-five years old and as ruthless as her husband. Beautiful, blond, and fond of fine jewelry, she often strolls through the royal garden wearing nothing but diamond earrings to tease the imperial guard. Her daughter Drusilla is just fourteen months old.

Without warning, the doors to the private residence burst open. The man who enters is a familiar face. His name is Lupus, a Praetorian captain. Milonia knows something has happened. She fears an attempt has been made on her husband’s life. Naively, the empress believes Lupus is there for her safety.

The guard unsheathes his dagger, slowly walks toward Milonia, and drives the dagger through her heart. She dies instantly. Her body is thrown into the massive firepit. Baby Drusilla also meets a violent end. Lupus picks her up by her feet, smashing her head against the wall. She too is tossed into the flames.



The senators gather inside the Curia Julia. Two lead consuls, Saturninus and Secundus, argue for the restoration of a republic. Others want an even stronger dictatorship. The debate is suddenly cut short.

Members of the Praetorian Guard march into the meeting hall. Unlike Cassius and the other conspirators, these soldiers remain loyal to the emperor. After the murder of Caligula’s wife and daughter, the loyalists were alerted by Caligula’s uncle, Claudius, about the atrocity.

The soldiers immediately arrest dozens of senators. Six take their own lives. Four of the traitors are beheaded in front of the others. In a final request, Cassius asks to be given an honorable death using his personal sword. His wish is granted. The assassin is taken to a small field near the Imperial Palace, ordered to kneel, and stabbed through the heart.



To avoid further bloodshed, Claudius, the informer, is quickly crowned emperor. The fifty-year-old is simple, plainspoken, and boring. He walks with a limp and is partially deaf. His mild manner spared his life during the chaotic rule of Caligula. He has never been seen as a threat. Most importantly, he is a peaceful man, prone to negotiations over violence.

Claudius lifts the exile of Agrippina and Livilla. At this point, Agrippina’s husband has died. So, seeking power, she marries Claudius, who adopts her son Lucius, changing his name to Nero. Thirteen years later, Nero will become the Emperor of Rome, continuing the path of the Eternal City’s steep decline.*



The end comes in AD 476. It has been four centuries since the assassination of Caligula and the reign of Nero. The empire is finished. The Roman people descend into an era called Panem et Circenses—Bread and Circuses. What was once a proud population now seeks barbaric entertainment and free government handouts.

The Roman army deteriorates. Invaders from the north begin to cause massive destruction on the Italian peninsula. Rome begins to disintegrate. Vast sections lie in ruin; the overall population is reduced from one million under Caligula to less than fifty thousand.

Rome’s once-mighty army of four hundred thousand troops is now unable to defend the Eternal City.



Incredibly, an eleven-year-old boy named Romulus Augustulus takes over the leadership of Rome. The child is soft-spoken with curly blond hair and a prominent nose and is very thin. Ten months earlier, his father, a powerful Roman politician, maneuvered his boy into the Imperial Palace.

Now, outside the gates, a German barbarian named Odoacer is demanding surrender. He was born in south Austria and was once a mercenary leader in the employ of Rome. The forty-three-year-old leads a savage band of tribes that seek power: the Visigoths, Franks, Herulis, and Huns. Odoacer’s goal is revenge and money.

Two days earlier, the barbarian destroyed the last remnants of the Roman army in the city of Ravenna, sixty miles north of the capital. Fifteen thousand legionnaires were slaughtered in less than six hours, their bodies thrown into the Adriatic Sea. Those killed include the brother, sister, uncle, aunt, and cousins of the boy emperor. Now, Odoacer stands outside the ancient walls of Rome with twenty-five thousand men.

Romulus Augustulus gives up without a fight. The frightened child allows the barbarian and his forces into the city. The Roman Empire is ended.*



For five centuries Rome ruled the world. Now, a new era will dominate Europe. Its legacy will be one of constant war, disease, poverty, and misery.

The Dark Ages have arrived. They will last eight hundred years.†







CHAPTER TWO
Genghis Khan



MERV, CENTRAL ASIA

APRIL 1221

MORNING

The tyrant is not satisfied.

Before him lies the decimated city of Merv, once a vibrant trading center supplying spices to China and Europe. Now, as Chingass Khan surveys the ruined landscape, he is deciding the fate of the civilian population.*

The Great Khan is known throughout the world as the “Destroyer of Civilizations.” He stands six feet tall, weighing 250 pounds. His muscular body is marked with battle scars across his chest and back. His East Asian features and bronze complexion are obscured by a foot-long beard and mustache. Though he is nearly sixty years old, his hair remains black and full. He credits his longevity to a steady diet of boiled sheep and horse milk.

The psychopathic general has complete control over a vast army of 250,000 soldiers. The warriors are divided into distinct units called tumens, each comprising ten thousand men. They patrol a territory that spans from the shores of the western Pacific to the borders of eastern Europe.



Genghis Khan comes from humble beginnings. His mother was born into a clan of farmers but eventually became enslaved by a Mongol warrior, who fathered Genghis. The family expanded to six children and lived off the land. Genghis had no formal education. His life was helping his father tend to the family.

History does not record much about Genghis Khan until he begins to rise in the Mongolian army. His battle exploits propelled him to the top ranks. He is a brutal man, showing no mercy in combat, and quickly becomes a leader.

Now, the Great Khan has chosen to destroy the city of Merv. The town is the most important trading post in the world. Thousands of merchants sell silk, cotton, tea, gold, silver, ivory, wool, salt, horses, paper, furs, and the most important commodity of all—slaves.

Once Merv is eliminated, the warlord plans to erect his own trading network operated by Mongolians. The riches of the world will soon flow into his treasury.

But Merv is not the final destination. There is a growing threat in the west, one that could jeopardize Khan’s reign as the Universal Ruler. After eight hundred years of the Dark Ages, the old powers of Europe are beginning to emerge again. Since the collapse of the Roman Empire, the continent has been a place of misery and disease. In its absence, the societies of Asia and Persia have flourished. However, a new era is dawning. It is the beginning of the European Renaissance—or revival.

Though distant, rumors are spreading of growing armies in the principalities of Poland, Hungary, and Italy. In Rome, a new pope named Honorius III has been selected. To spread the Christian faith, he sends thousands of knights to wage holy war in Jerusalem against Muslim forces. To protect his empire, Genghis Khan knows he will eventually have to confront the European threat.*



It is a hot day. Khan and his closest lieutenants, including his grandson Tolui, dismount their horses and walk into the ruined city. The scene is gruesome. The warlord strolls through acres of wheat and apple orchards littered with the dead bodies of farmers and their families.

Famished from the long journey, the Mongolians gorge themselves on fruit and livestock. Thousands of makeshift firepits dot the landscape, each roasting slaughtered lamb, chickens, and cows. Khan and his advisors take shelter along a small stream called the Murghab River. After a brief rest, he and his men move on.

They cautiously approach the center of town. There, fires engulf entire neighborhoods. Khan’s forces have laid siege to the city for six days. In typical Mongolian fashion, the army deployed arrows dipped in tar and then set ablaze to incinerate their targets. More than ten thousand flaming projectiles have descended on Merv.

Miraculously, one building remains untouched—the Governor’s Palace. Khan slowly enters the opulent estate, which he will soon make his own.



The tyrant walks in silence, marveling at the statues and sculptures of Islamic culture that line the courtyard. Once inside, he looks in awe at a design he has only seen in drawings—a spiral staircase. Khan cautiously climbs the steps. As the wood creaks under his heavy frame, he ascends to the top, not an easy task because he is 120 pounds heavier than the average Persian.

The Khan arrives in the third-story bedroom of what was, until one week ago, the personal quarters of an Islamic sultan named Shah Malik. He is the governor and imam of the region. The cleric is in his forties, slender, and wears a modest black cloak. He is clean-shaven. Held captive outside his former residence, Malik has less than eight hours to live.

The chamber is adorned with intricate Muslim carvings, marble pillars, and extravagant furniture, with a raised wooden platform displaying the Qur’an. Khan thumbs through its pages. He is impressed by the intricate calligraphy but is unable to comprehend its language.

The Islamic faith, started by the Arabian theologian Muhammad six centuries earlier, already has millions of followers. Khan himself worships Tengri, the sky god, who he believes grants him victories over the Persians. Surprisingly, the warlord is religiously tolerant, but he finds Islam troublesome. Above all else, he is pragmatic. Khan will work with those who accept his dominance. However, he views Muslims as religious zealots who would rather die than be conquered. Some are even willing to sacrifice themselves and their children for the glory of Allah.

He is happy to oblige their wish.



Khan slowly paces the lavish quarters. He views his surroundings with contempt. Despite his wealth, the warlord rarely sleeps in a bed. He believes they are only to be used by pregnant women and the dying. Khan prefers to rest on the floor with a simple blanket made from wool and leather.

He wears the traditional garb of his fellow Mongolian warriors, a long yellow robe embroidered with silk cuffs of blue ribbon and red stones. Despite the heat, he keeps his head covered with a circular hat made from deer fur. Leather flaps hang over his ears. The hat is embellished with jewels plundered during his conquests: opals from China, rubies from India, and diamonds from the northern mines of Russia.

Khan stares from the Shah’s balcony at the destruction below. The midday sun shines down from a cloudless sky. The temperature already exceeds one hundred degrees. There is rarely a breeze in this part of Central Asia. The odor of burning wood fills the room. The acrid scent reminds the Khan of his early childhood in the mountains of Mongolia.

The warlord makes up his mind. He will murder the residents of Merv and replace them with his own people. In the coming weeks, tens of thousands will make the long trek from Mongolia to Persia. Once here, they will dominate the global trade of goods and spices. Because of Khan’s vision, there is no reason for the people of Merv to live.



The Mongol victors are three thousand miles from their native homeland: the rural grassland of Mongolia. There, the wild land is barren and frigid. In Persia, the land is vibrant with trees, insects, fruit, and animals almost year round.

Khan’s soldiers quietly assemble outside the palace. He emerges onto the balcony and places himself on a throne made from pure gold. The holy seat was previously reserved for religious ceremony. Khan looks down on what was once a two-square-mile city of bazaars, private homes, and dark-brown apartments constructed from stone and mud. Dozens of mosques line the city streets, each with a soaring minaret that often reaches hundreds of feet into the air. From these towers the Muslim call to prayer is issued five times each day.

The soldiers are restless. They want blood. The men cheer as their leader issues the final order: each warrior is to personally slaughter three hundred people. Those who fail to meet that threshold will be put to death.

Let the slaughter begin.



It is the summer of 1162, six decades before the decimation of Merv. Water quietly trickles along the banks of the Onon River, which provides an unnamed Mongolian farming community with fresh water and fish.

A young woman named Ho’elun screams in agony. Her husband, a local chieftain, owns her as a slave. Now, she is giving birth to their son.

Ho’elun knows her chances of survival are slim. A quarter of all Mongol women die during childbirth. There is no medicine, sanitation, or hospitals. Five midwives surround the slave. They act as both nurses and shamans. Two practitioners tend to Ho’elun, while the other three perform rituals to evoke the protection of Luus, the god of water.

After eight grueling hours, she delivers a baby boy. His name is Temujin. On his forty-fourth birthday, he will receive the title of Genghis Khan—the Universal Ruler. The newborn is quickly taken away and examined by the midwives. Suddenly, the women begin screaming in horror. In his right hand, the baby clutches a large blood clot the size of a chicken’s egg. Mongol tradition believes this is the dead fetus of a twin who has been murdered in the womb—an ominous omen of violence and destruction.*



Temujin is nine years old when his father is assassinated by a rival nomadic tribe over a petty feud. Without the patriarch’s protection, the clan quickly dissolves. Temujin, his enslaved mother, and five siblings are exiled into the barren Khentii Mountains.

They survive by eating roots, raw fish, grass, and milk from the few animals they own. Each night, they huddle by a small fire designed to keep wolves and bears at a distance.

The following spring, young Khan discovers his older brother is hoarding food. Enraged, the child picks up a massive rock from the riverbed and smashes his sibling in the head, killing him instantly.

News of the murder reaches a local village. There, a chieftain captures Temujin and imprisons the boy inside a wooden cage. The tiny structure measures four feet by four feet. He is only allowed to leave his cell to relieve himself. This prison is Khan’s home for the next eight months. Eventually, a sympathetic tribesman frees the young captive.

Soon, Genghis vows revenge. He will have it.

Four years later, at age fifteen, Temujin marries. The year is 1177. Six months after the wedding, his bride is kidnapped by the same chieftain who imprisoned Temujin as a boy. Though still a teenager, the future Khan is able to convince thousands of warriors to rescue the woman. In return, he promises the soldiers gold and slaves.

The fight is brutal. Fifteen thousand people are slaughtered by Temujin’s army. One thousand women and girls, some as young as ten, are taken captive. The victories solidify Tumejin’s status as a warrior chieftain.

For the next three decades, Genghis Khan uses violence to become one of the most powerful men on earth. He marries multiple wives, which is allowed by Mongol tradition, and fathers hundreds of children. The exact number is lost to history.*

Genghis Khan’s power is unlimited. Soon, he sets out to dominate the world.



The capital of the Mongol Empire is Karakorum, which sits in a vast grassland between Russia and China.

The city is unlike any other. Frigid wind gusts sweep the landscape most of the year. Temperatures can plummet to subzero. There are few permanent shelters. The Mongols are a nomadic people; their tents are constructed from animal bone and fur—wood is a rare commodity. The huts, called yurts, are circular and lined with sheep’s wool for insulation.

Each dwelling contains an extended family: parents, grandparents, children, and dogs. In the center of the yurt lies a firepit and sloped chimney that exhausts into a narrow hole in the leather roof. The families sleep huddled on the floor for warmth.



These transportable homes are easily moved when threats emerge. If necessary, they can be deconstructed in less than fifteen minutes. Outside each hut is a hitching post for the most prized possession: horses.

The animals are vital to Mongolian society. They are used for transportation, warfare, even a postal system. Having numerous stallions is a symbol of wealth and power. Horse milk is a dietary staple. To survive, the animals need only grass and water. Both are in abundance on the prairie. They also supply Mongolians with a significant amount of fuel in the form of manure.

There are very few trees on the Asian grasslands. For heat, the nomads burn dried animal dung. To avoid disease, women cook using hay and brush. The most common meal is boiled sheep, horse yogurt, and foraged foods like berries and nuts.

Despite the harsh living conditions and meager diet, the life expectancy in Mongolia is fifty years, twice as high as those living in Europe.



The sun sets over the ruins of Merv.

The Great Khan watches as smoke rises from burned-out homes. Below, his soldiers walk block by block, ordering men, women, and children onto the street. If they comply, they are told they will not be harmed. It is a lie.

The Mongolian army is the best-trained fighting force on earth. Each warrior undergoes grueling exercises in archery, close-combat fighting, swordsmanship, and siege warfare. Some have undergone this training since the age of ten. Each man is armed with a bow, quiver of arrows, sword, and mace—a heavy club with a circular metal head adorned with spikes. They are used to crush skulls.

One day earlier, Governor Shah Malik personally surrendered Merv to Khan’s grandson, Tolui. The Islamic ruler hoped offering the prosperous city without a fight would spare the lives of the innocent. He is wrong.

Malik is immediately taken prisoner and wrapped in one of his ornate carpets. At sunset, the carpet is dragged into the palace courtyard. There, Malik is thrown on to the ground. Dozens of horses ride back and forth, trampling his broken body into pieces. After ten minutes, his remains are gathered and tossed into a nearby ditch.

Now, the marauders are slaughtering every person in the city; men, women, and children are massacred without restraint. Even pets are put to death.

Ancient Arab historian Ibn al-Athir describes the scene: “Genghis Khan sat on a golden throne and ordered the troops who had been seized should be brought before him. When they were in front of him, they were executed, and the people looked on and wept. When it came to the common people, they separated men, women, children and possessions. It was a memorable day for shrieking and weeping and wailing. Then Genghis Khan ordered that the dead should be counted and there were around 700,000 corpses.”*



The Khan is pleased. He enjoys watching helpless humans meet a violent death. Most civilians meet their demise at the end of a mace. Those who flee are shot in the back by Mongolian arrows, each adorned with the black tailfeathers of Asian cranes.

Inside the palace the Khan dines. He devours a local fruit he has never tasted: watermelon. He spits the white and black seeds onto the marble floor.



His grandson, Tolui, enters the room covered in blood and dust. The man is thirty years old, strong, with a dark complexion. Khan favors his grandson over all other relatives because of his intellect. Tolui has planned the general’s successful military campaigns since his sixteenth birthday. Now, his long robe grazes the stone floor as he makes his way onto the balcony. The campaign is complete. Six days earlier, Merv was one of the most vibrant places on earth. Now, it is ruined forever.

Grandfather and grandson retire to the palace interior. But there is more work to do. Soon, the Mongols will invade Europe.



The warlord believes the expansion of Mongolia is divine destiny.

Daily, he prays to Tengri, the god of the sky. One night, legend has it, Tengri talks back. Genghis is sleepwalking when he finds himself alone on the dark banks of the Onon River, the place of his birth. Suddenly, the god appears before him wearing a silk robe and gold crown; behind him are the wings of eagles with large talons. Tengri delivers a simple message: Genghis Khan is not merely a human. He is actually the descendant of wolves and elks, brought to earth to bring glory to the sky god himself. Khan accepts this solemn duty and dedicates his life to conquering new lands.*

By the summer of 1206, the warlord controls 1.5 million square miles of land and water. To celebrate recent victories in India, he convenes Mongolian nobles and chieftains to an assembly in Karakorum.

The main square of the capital is decorated with flowers; thousands of horses line the outdoor pavilion. Shamans assemble and begin the Kurultai, a religious event associated with the performance of miracles. Here, they chant, burn incense, ring bells, and dance around the man once named Temujin. Now, the tyrant is a bearded forty-four-year-old grandfather with strong features and a rugged face. He has fourteen official wives and another five hundred women who live as his personal concubines.†

From this day forward, Genghis Khan will officially be known as Ruler of the World. The assembled crowd is delirious. They believe a god is in their midst. They will do anything he commands.



It is May 1223, two years after the decimation of Merv.

The Great Khan is restless. Unable to sleep, he exits his small yurt on the western bank of the Caspian Sea. In this part of Europe, the spring weather brings a constant spray of drizzle and fog. This landscape is foreign to him. He had just become accustomed to the arid deserts of Persia. Here, salt flats and marshes pour from the rocky shore in every direction.

The warlord paces the Mongolian camp. He is filled with excitement and, for the first time in his life, anxiety. Genghis tries to calm his nerves. He listens to the sounds of waves lapping against the shore. In the distance, he hears the night songs of gulls, herons, ducks, and loons.

He squats at the water’s edge, praying to Tengri, the sky god. He has won countless battles throughout his life, but none as important as this. Ninety miles west, his army quietly assembles in what is now eastern Ukraine. Khan has chosen to remain behind with his personal guards, top aides, and three grandchildren. In total, they number less than one hundred men.

Khan’s military strategy is a surprise attack, and potentially a suicide mission. It is too risky for the warlord or his grandson Tolui to take part. Instead, the leader deploys his top general and an elite group of twenty-five thousand Mongol killers to break through the European defenses along the Kalka River.

There, his men will be outnumbered five to one. But Khan believes his lethal soldiers will defeat the enemy. Once victorious, the Mongolian horde will spread across the continent. Khan envisions his army conquering Ukraine, then the rich farmlands of Hungary, Poland, Germany, Austria, and France. From there, the warlord will invade a distant kingdom rumored to be the richest of all. He calls it Ikh Ang-Lia—the Island of England.

If his soldiers succeed, Europe will soon be under the rule of Genghis Khan.



The Mongol battle plan is underway.

Genghis Khan’s forty-eight-year-old general, Subutai, calculates his next move. He is clean-shaven, thin, and has short black hair. Spots of gray extend from his temples toward the top of his head. Unlike Khan’s typical soldiers, Subutai and his men wear black robes and leather dyed with squid ink to darken its color. They are part of a unit called Aluurchin—the Assassins.*

Subutai, a distant cousin of Khan, has served the Universal Ruler since the age of ten. He has personally orchestrated twenty successful military campaigns, most against China. There, he learned the secret fighting techniques of the Jin Dynasty.

He and his troops have been trained in throwing blades and poison darts and in the ancient art of hand-to-hand combat called kung fu.†

Subutai is a master of deception. To confuse the enemy, he has marched his forces north. There, they rested for three days before secretly traveling back to the shores of the Kalka River under darkness. The Europeans believe the Mongols will march on the city of Kiev. Instead, Khan’s forces will take the fight to the countryside. Now, the army hides in a patch of woods along the river’s eastern shore. There are no fires. It is completely silent.

The Mongols are ready. A fine rain falls on the forest of spruce, pine, and fir. The temperature is fifty-five degrees. A full moon breaks through the clouds and casts a dim light on the encampment. Subutai uses hand signals to assemble the men.

On the western shore of the river, the Europeans rest. This will be the first major battle between the Mongol Empire and the Caucasians. Opposed to the Mongols are the combined forces of Kiev, Galicia, Chernigov, and Smolensk. The army numbers more than 125,000 men.‡



It is thirty minutes past midnight. Subutai silently prays to Tengri for victory. Then, he gives the order.

The invasion of Europe is about to begin.



Prince Mstislav II knows danger is near.

The fifty-five-year-old is the Slavic ruler of Kiev. He is tall with a thick build, red hair, a long beard, a prominent nose, and wears an eyepatch from a childhood injury. The prince, a military expert, has been warning his countrymen of the rising Mongolian threat for decades. His exploits on the battlefield have earned him the nickname “Mstislav the Brave.” The prince has fought scores of battles, including defeating the Vikings.

He is confident he will do the same to the Khan’s forces.

The prince sits quietly in a tower overlooking the Kalka River. His camp has modest defenses of fortified walls, trenches, and wooden pillars where archers stand. Behind him are 125,000 soldiers under his command. Many are sleeping. Though they come from a vast region of Europe, all speak Russian.

Mstislav is wearing the traditional armor of the Rus people: chainmail across his chest, metal plates on his shoulders and knees, a red tunic made of linen, and leather boots. On his head is a ceremonial gold crown adorned with diamonds, jade, and rubies.

The leader scans the river, anticipating an attack.



Subutai and his Mongolian forces cautiously wade across the Kalka River.

The water is chest high. The army moves silently. Behind them are hundreds of horses, but they make too much noise for the crossing. Instead, the animals will join the fight later.

It takes an hour for the Mongols to assemble on the western shore. They are now just a few hundred feet from Prince Mstislav’s tower. Then, all hell breaks loose.

Thousands of arrows rain down on Subutai’s army. Retreat is impossible. The Mongols rush toward the fortified walls. They hurl grappling hooks over the defenses and climb toward the enemy.

The Europeans are totally unprepared for close-quarters combat. The Mongolians use short swords, darts, and foot-long axes to butcher the enemy. Once the archers are killed, Khan’s forces flood into the camp.

Subutai himself remains on the riverbank waiting for the signal. Finally, a single flaming Mongolian arrow is shot over the Kalka River. The general barks his order: attack. Immediately, thousands of reserve forces mobilize. They use explosives to blast holes in the walls, a technique they learned from the Chinese. The horses, each carrying a Mongolian swordsman, surge across the water.

The Europeans immediately panic. Khan’s men deploy smoke bombs to cause confusion. The princes of Poland and Russia retreat, leaving Mstislav and his men alone against the Asian invaders.

Subutai’s forces quickly encircle the enemy.

Watching from his keep, Mstislav the Brave surveys the onslaught. He knows the battle, and his life, are over.



The Great Khan is pleased.

The battle is a success. In less than two hours, his forces massacre an incredible one hundred thousand Europeans. Genghis Khan does not even go to the battlefield. He receives casualty reports while watching from a distance.

General Subutai slowly enters the now-abandoned European position. He climbs the stairs of the tower. There, he finds a European soldier hiding under a heavy wooden table topped with military charts. He is ordered to reveal himself.

Mstislav the Brave stands up.



The death sentence is issued. Subutai orders the Prince of Kiev to undergo the same fate as the Shah of Merv—execution by trampling.

Mstislav is taken across the Kalka River to the Mongolian camp. He has no idea of the brutality that awaits him.

There, Subutai and his soldiers throw a raucous party. They get drunk on fortified wine and gorge themselves with sheep’s meat and a local favorite food—olives. Once the Mongolians are intoxicated, the prince is wrapped in a felt rug and stuffed beneath the floorboards of Subutai’s personal hut. Fifty men then gather, singing, dancing, and slowly crushing Mstislav to death. It takes five hours of anguish for the Prince of Kiev to expire.

The next morning his body is removed from the rug and discarded in the woods. As the ultimate sign of disrespect, his golden crown is tossed into the Kalka River. A messenger is dispatched on horseback to Genghis Khan’s camp. The mission is over. The gates to Europe are open.



The Great Khan now rules the largest empire in history.

He has control over one hundred million people, 25 percent of the planet’s total population at the time. Khan’s territory now extends to the foothills of the Alps. He maintains order through brutality. The Mongols now have three hundred thousand soldiers in the field. Any rebellion against Genghis Khan will lead to genocide.

Following his victory at the Kalka River, Khan orders his forces to advance into eastern Europe. Quickly, he conquers modern-day Georgia, Ukraine, Hungary, Bulgaria, and parts of Russia. The Mongols penetrate as far west as Austria.

However, there is bad news brewing.

As the Mongolian army moves further west, an insurrection grows back east. There are violent uprisings in India and China. Genghis Khan must return to his homeland.



It is the winter of 1226. Three years have passed since Khan’s victory in Ukraine.

The Universal Ruler is troubled. Instability is spreading throughout his empire. To keep order, the Mongols have killed an estimated twenty-five million human beings. Yet the rebellions continue.*

MONGOLIAN EMPIRE

[image: A historical map titled The Empire of Jengis Khan at his death, 1227, presents the vast Mongolian Empire. It spans from China and the Gobi Desert across Turkestan, Persia, and into Eastern Europe, marking key regions like Samarkand, Delhi, Karakorum, and Pekin with directional arrows of expansion.]
Genghis Khan is exhausted. He is now sixty-five years old. He sits in his yurt on the outskirts of Karakorum plotting his next move. Outside, two feet of snow swirl around the Mongolian city. For warmth, a fire rages inside the warlord’s tent.

Constant war has taken a physical toll on the ruler. His once jet-black hair is thinning and gray. His diet now consists entirely of yogurt and grilled sheep. He has lost fifty pounds since the decimation of Merv and walks with a cane.

Khan slowly emerges from the yurt at noon, walking toward his stable. Despite the bad weather, he plans to spend the day on horseback, hunting for wolves and bear. Khan ignores the pleas from his wives to bring along his grandchildren for protection. The warlord refuses—he wants to be alone.

It will be the last hunt of his life.



Genghis Khan is riding his favorite stallion, a horse named Khuchit Negen—the Mighty One. Now, the animal gallops over forty miles per hour across the frozen tundra. Khan clutches the leather reins while looking for signs of animal tracks. He has hunted this area since his first marriage fifty years prior, but the snowy conditions make it hard to see.

Suddenly, Genghis Khan hears a loud snap from beneath the horse. He is thrown as the animal stumbles over an unseen log. The warlord lands in the snow, breaking his leg, ribs, and neck. He is paralyzed.

Back home, Khan’s wives are worried. After five hours they dispatch a search party. The nomadic hunters track Genghis Khan and find him two miles away. He is mortally wounded but alive.



Dozens of shamans surround the Khan’s yurt.

The holy men burn incense, chant, ring bells, and pray to Tengri for the ruler’s recovery. But they are not successful. Knowing death is near, the warlord summons his closest family members, including his grandson Tolui. There, he issues his last order.

The Khan will be buried secretly. The location will never be revealed. A few moments later, he draws his final breath.



One thousand soldiers along with five hundred horses trek through the remote Mongolian mountains.

On a wooden sled is the body of Genghis Khan. These men have been chosen because of their loyalty and obedience. The troops move slowly across the harsh terrain. They are on a suicide mission. For them, it is an honor to spend eternity alongside the Great Khan. The warriors have been instructed where to take his remains and have told no one else.

To ensure the location’s secrecy, the men kill any person they encounter along the journey. Dozens of innocent villagers are slaughtered, their bodies piled on sleds and carried with the procession.

At the burial site, the men dispatch Khan’s corpse as prescribed. Then, they voluntarily kill each other, using swords and axes to inflict a quick death. They sing and chant as the carnage unfolds. Finally, just a few men are alive.*

The surviving troops take the horses and trample the earth to cover their tracks. They ride miles in every direction. Once all evidence of the death procession is removed, they kill the horses, then commit suicide.

Genghis Khan, the Universal Ruler, is gone. The location of his final resting place will be a mystery for all time.



Without Genghis Khan, the Mongol Empire slowly disintegrates.

His family rules Asia for another two hundred years, but corruption, rebellion, and changes in military technology erode the power of the Mongols. China, Russia, and the European nations rise in power and confront the Mongol Empire.

By the fifteenth century, the borders of Mongolia have returned to where they were at the time of Khan’s birth. The empire that once controlled nine million square miles disappears.

The rule of Genghis Khan is one of the most savage periods in human history. During his lifetime, fifty million people are killed by Mongolian hordes, more than 11 percent of the world’s entire population.

The death toll is so staggering it cools the planet. The massacres that Khan orders lower global carbon dioxide levels, chilling the average world temperature by a fraction of a degree.

But Khan, himself, personally helps replenish the population.

He remains the most prolific father of all time. Today, sixteen million people are direct descendants of the Great Khan.

Mongolia itself never rises again. Today, the nation is home to just four million people—it is one of the most impoverished places on earth.



The concept of evil never affected Genghis Khan as he murdered and tortured at will. The Mongol emperor, like others before and after, did not even attempt to justify the atrocities he embraced.

Reason and compassion were never a part of Khan’s equation. Only power mattered. Human life meant nothing to the Mongol ruler whose template became the pattern for future mass murderers to follow.







CHAPTER THREE
King Henry VIII



TOWER OF LONDON, ENGLAND

MAY 19, 1536

MORNING

The Queen of England will be dead in thirty minutes.

Anne Boleyn lies on a filthy mattress staring at the stone ceiling. Condensation drips from the limestone walls and pools at the foot of her bed. She prays silently for the life of her infant daughter, Elizabeth, who will eventually become the most powerful woman in the world.

For the last fifteen days, Anne has been held captive inside the Tower of London by her husband, the diabolical King Henry VIII. Built by William the Conqueror in the eleventh century, the stronghold has imprisoned Britain’s most depraved criminals. Now, for the first time, a reigning queen is incarcerated within its walls.

Despite the barbaric conditions, the thirty-four-year-old remains strikingly beautiful, with high cheekbones, green eyes, and an olive complexion—a rarity in the British Isles. She is tall and thin, standing five feet, seven inches. On the side of her right hand is a two-inch scar. Some speculate the queen was born with a sixth finger that was amputated at birth. She has never denied the rumor.

Anne’s wavy brown hair is tied in an elaborate braid that runs down the back of her neck. She wears a white linen frock and wool shawl.

Restless, Anne rises from the flea-filled mattress and paces the dilapidated quarters. Her bare feet make no sound as they impact the cold stone floor. The queen looks with disgust at the food rations that have been slipped under her cell door: boiled eggs, dried fish, and ale. Rodents scamper across the plate and scurry away. There are no utensils. Anne kneels and eats the last meal of her life.

Since her arrest, the queen has been held in the tower’s “royal” apartments. The complex was constructed by Henry II three hundred years earlier. Its original purpose was to protect the English monarchy during times of war. Now, it is Anne’s husband’s personal prison, which he uses often.



The King’s Guard assemble. They have been dispatched to escort Anne to her death.

The tower’s main entrance hall is two hundred feet long. Its walls are lined with tapestries, medieval artwork, and stained-glass windows. The vaulted ceiling is suspended by two lines of soaring stone pillars. At the end of the hall is Anne’s quarters. Eight guards stand silently outside the door. These elite soldiers are called “Beefeaters.” They wear red-and-gold tunics, flat hats, gilded cuffs, and white stockings. The Beefeaters are forbidden from speaking to the queen.*



Cold rain falls on the tower.

Anne has spent one night here prior to her arrest—the evening of her wedding. English tradition dictates the king and queen sleep separately before the ceremony. Back then, the quarters were filled with flowers and gifts from Henry. Today, the royal bedroom is desolate. It contains a small bed, chair, wooden table, and fireplace. Anne walks toward the window and gazes down through the fog and rain. Fifty feet below, her husband’s soldiers are preparing to kill her.

One hundred troops line the cobblestone courtyard. Unlike most punishments, which are carried out in public, Anne’s execution will be hidden. England is on the brink of civil war. Religious turmoil, corruption, crime, and disease are tearing the city of London apart. Fearing a revolt from soldiers who may be loyal to the queen, Henry has personally selected these Tower Guards to perform the murder.

To undermine Anne’s reputation among the people, the king has dispatched dozens of town criers to spread misinformation. The public, 90 percent of whom are illiterate, are told a simple message: The queen has been unfaithful to the king. Her sentence is death.



Anne Boleyn does not understand.

Henry obsessively courted her while being married to his first wife, Catherine of Aragon. Their adulterous affair was so intense it caused the monarch to petition Pope Clement VII for a divorce. After repeated denials, Henry bans Catholicism and begins his own Protestant religion—the Church of England. The decision plunges Europe into chaos.

Since the fall of the Roman Empire, the Vatican has imposed order under the authority of the cross. Hundreds of different principalities from Portugal to Poland swear allegiance to the Catholic Church. The Pope personally approves Europe’s monarchs and provides them with cathedrals and monasteries. There, cardinals and bishops often rule over the local population. Those who refuse to acknowledge their divine power are excommunicated. For Christians, this means eternal damnation.

However, one priest does not fear the Pope.

Martin Luther, a German monk, defies Rome and accuses the Catholic Church of corruption. His teachings spark a holy war across the continent. Half a million Germans slaughter each other in the ensuing carnage. The Pope tries to regain control but fails. However, the Vatican clings to power in Spain, France, Italy, and, until the rule of King Henry, the British Isles.*

That changes in 1534. Enraged by the Pope’s refusal to grant his annulment, Henry VIII begins to persecute Catholics and installs his own clergy. The “spiritual” leader is the Archbishop of Canterbury, specifically chosen for his loyalty to the king.



The archbishop is a modest forty-four-year-old professor named Thomas Cranmer. A disciple of Martin Luther, the cleric spent two decades teaching scripture at Cambridge University. Knowing he will be killed for refusing the king’s appointment, the anxious theologian accepts the title. His mandate is clear: do what the king demands. Though he believes divorce is a sin, Cranmer does what he is told: he marries Henry and Anne Boleyn. Catherine, the spurned wife, is given a small pension and exiled to Wales, where she lives the rest of her life in poverty.



The bride is jubilant, totally misreading her new husband.

It is January 25, 1533. For six years, Anne and the king have maintained a secret affair. Today, the couple will be married at Whitehall Palace. The forty-one-year-old ruler and his thirty-one-year-old wife huddle inside a small study at the west end of the estate. Outside, a flurry of snow falls on London. Gray smoke rises from the estate’s two hundred chimneys. It is one of the coldest winters in British history. Royal servants clear acres of trees surrounding Whitehall for firewood. Through the icy window, Anne can see clearly over the River Thames and the frozen city of London beyond.

For many, the wedding day is an ordinary time of work. Londoners line the roads selling their wares on foot, cart, and horseback. They stand around steel barrels burning coal and garbage for warmth. It is nine o’clock in the morning. Church bells ring from the spires of Saint Paul’s Cathedral. At Whitehall, it is completely silent. Just six people know the wedding ceremony is taking place.

Henry has chosen a private affair to conceal his wife’s condition. His divorce is only one week old, yet Anne is six months pregnant. Now, a handful of witnesses gather around a small wooden table: a chaplain, two guards, and Anne’s personal assistant.

The ceremony is brief and bizarre. There is confusion whether the event should be conducted in Latin or English. The local chaplain is befuddled. He asks Henry for written proof of his divorce from Catherine. Enraged, the king threatens to execute the priest for high treason.

The ceremony proceeds.

News of the “illicit” wedding soon reaches Rome. The Pope excommunicates Henry—as well as the new Archbishop of Canterbury. He orders the same fate for anyone who joins Henry’s “church.”

The Pope instantly condemns three million Englishmen to hell. Europe is on the edge of disaster.



Anne’s Boleyn storied marriage to the king does not last long.

Henry VIII quickly becomes infatuated with Jane Seymour, his twenty-two-year-old distant cousin, whom he has known his entire life. She is plain-looking, short, illiterate, and thick, with strawberry-blond hair cropped at the shoulder. Unlike his modest wife, Seymour is openly seductive and fond of alcohol. Henry finds her irresistible.

After marrying Anne, the king personally chooses Jane to serve as the queen’s chambermaid. Their intense affair begins just one week after the wedding. Soon, Henry begins to loathe his new bride. He finds her dull, childish, and a prude. Anne refuses to take part in the king’s lustful obsession for food and sex. She, like Henry’s first wife, Catherine, is unable to produce a male heir. The couple does have one daughter, Elizabeth. But Henry’s fury over lacking a son intensifies.

Anne Boleyn is in trouble.



On May 2, 1536, the queen is arrested without warning and taken to the tower. To delegitimize his marriage, Henry accuses his wife of having sexual relations with five men, including her younger brother, George Boleyn.

The thirty-three-year-old George is Henry’s advisor and former jousting partner. For the last ten years, the monarch has bestowed him with England’s highest honors, including the title of Viscount. But George is fiercely loyal to his sister. Henry knows he will seek revenge for her death. So, he must be eliminated.

Queen Anne is quickly tried and found guilty by a court controlled by Henry. Immediately after, George is shackled, taken to the courtyard, and beheaded.

Two days after the trial, the Beefeaters enter Anne’s room expecting resistance, but the queen walks silently toward her death. Her final act of defiance is to shun Henry’s new religion. Anne wears a crimson dress, the Catholic symbol of martyrdom, and a white hood to signify her innocence.

Now, the queen descends a stone staircase and emerges into the damp English morning. The troops fall silent and stand at attention. The execution is underway.



The squawks of ravens fill the courtyard as the bloody spectacle unfolds.

Soldiers form two lines, creating a narrow path toward a wooden scaffold covered in black drapes. Anne climbs onto the execution platform.

Suddenly, the Queen of England turns to address her captors. She speaks in a loud voice so all can hear. “Good Christian people, I have come here to die, for according to the law, and by the law I am judged to die, and therefore I will speak nothing against it. I pray God save the king and send him long to reign over you, for a gentler nor a more merciful prince there never was. Lord have mercy on me.”*

Anne lowers the top of her crimson dress and falls to her knees. She ties her hair under the white hood, revealing her long neck. The Beefeater draws his sword—the fatal blow is delivered.



With a single swipe, Anne’s head is severed from her body and rolls down the wooden scaffold. The skull is gathered and placed in a wicker basket. Under Henry’s orders she does not receive a Christian burial. The queen’s remains are collected and thrown into a shallow, unmarked grave.*



Two miles west, King Henry eats his breakfast. The obese monarch gorges on rye bread, eggs, roast duck, rabbit, and a medieval stew called pottage. He drinks copious amounts of fermented apple cider, beer, and wine mixed with honey. Though it is not even noon, he is inebriated.

A royal messenger enters the room and confirms Anne’s demise. The king is delighted. More food is summoned.



England is disintegrating.

Under Henry VIII, the nation descends into war between Anglicans, as members of the Church of England are called, and traditional Catholics. The country’s population is evenly divided.



Cities turn on each other. Villagers charge one another with treason. Thousands are arrested and executed. Hundreds of women are accused of witchcraft and burned at the stake.

As religious strife consumes the country, Henry wages war to conquer the island of Ireland and formally convert its Catholic inhabitants. In the north, Scottish clans, who remain loyal to the Pope, are in open revolt. Neglect, corruption, and bankruptcy have decimated Henry’s military. His fighting force of forty thousand soldiers has been cut in half. Now, his impoverished and starving army is unable to quell the rebellions.

London itself is chaotic. The capital is a densely packed city of one hundred thousand residents. Most live in abject poverty. The average Englishman dies before his fortieth birthday. Londoners live a harsh life, toiling fourteen hours a day as bakers, butchers, blacksmiths, and builders. They survive the winter months eating pickled vegetables, salted meat, and smoked fish from the River Thames.

Summers are damp and bring mosquitos, rats, and mice that carry deadly diseases—including bubonic plague. One century earlier, the Black Death decimated England, killing 40 percent of the entire population. Now, the shires surrounding London are a dangerous woodland filled with roving gangs of criminals. Some, like a twelfth-century thief named Robin Hood, have been lionized as heroes.*

Hatred for the king grows.



As disorder rises in London, quality of life declines. The English capital has become the most polluted place on earth.

Coal and wood are burned for heat, cooking, workshops, and construction. Smoke mixes with dense fog from the River Thames and forms a deadly mist that permeates most of the city. Nearly all homes are constructed from hay and wood. These structures are thoroughly saturated by the lethal, acrid combination. Thousands die each year from “consumption,” now known as tuberculosis. Most victims choke on their own blood as their lungs collapse. It is an excruciating death.

Criminals and prostitutes control entire neighborhoods. Orphaned children run riot in the street. To impose some semblance of order, London is patrolled by hundreds of “night watchmen” and government-paid constables. Each of them has taken an oath of loyalty to the king. They arrest, interrogate, even kill innocent civilians at his command.

In the center of the city, Henry lives in opulence at Whitehall Palace. The massive estate is the largest in Europe, covering thirty acres of land. The grounds feature tennis courts, jousting paddocks, and cockfighting pits.*



Overlooking the river are Henry’s private quarters. Each room is decorated with fresh flowers, antiquities from Greece, Roman statues, and English artwork featuring mythical figures like King Arthur and Merlin.

Inside his lavish bedroom, the king feasts at his giant breakfast table. His proclivity for food and alcohol has ballooned his entire body. The forty-five-year-old stands taller than six feet and weighs 350 pounds. He eats more calories in a single day than the average Englishman consumes in a week. His extreme diet has brought serious health problems, including diabetic ulcers that line his legs and feet. The once-athletic ruler now walks with a cane. Soon, he will be confined to a wheelchair.

The king’s gluttony is rivaled only by his impulsiveness. Henry’s violent temper is aimed at anyone who dissents from his debaucherous whims. To ease his ferocity, royal aides ply him with copious amounts of alcohol. The tyrant often sleeps fifteen hours a day.

Now, satisfied from his breakfast, the king drunkenly rises from the table. Though he has planned to spend the afternoon in bed, there is work to do. Henry has heard rumors of yet another plot on his life, the twentieth since his coronation. However, unlike previous plans from Irish rebels or Scottish assassins, this conspiracy originates nine hundred miles south in Rome.

Apparently, the Pope wants the king dead.



Born in 1491 in Greenwich, Henry is the second son of King Henry VII.*

He is an angry child, prone to tantrums and outbursts. The youth physically abuses his own staff, particularly his female servants. He squabbles daily with his older brother, Arthur, who dies suddenly at the age of fifteen from consumption, allowing Henry to inherit the throne.

In 1509, at the age of eighteen, Henry VIII is crowned King of England following the death of his father, Henry VII, who also perishes from consumption. After the coronation, Henry immediately marries Catherine of Aragon, a thirty-year-old noble from Madrid. Catherine was briefly the bride of Henry’s brother, Arthur, before his death. The union is meant to unite the great maritime powers of Europe: Spain and England. Soon, the ill-fated marriage will start one of the most violent wars in history.

Initially, the new king and queen are adored by the public. Henry dubs his early reign the “English Renaissance.” He allocates funds for cultural projects, theaters, and public hospitals. “Long live the king” is heard across the land.

But then, on Henry’s fortieth birthday, everything changes.



When it becomes clear Catherine of Aragon will not bear the king a son, Henry’s rage mounts.

He abuses his queen, physically and sexually. The situation is so extreme, Henry orders soldiers to rape Catherine. She finally conceives but gives birth to a young girl, Mary.

In addition, Henry begins liaisons with several women, including Anne Boleyn as well as her sister Mary. He loses all interest in governing England. He obsesses over his romantic relationships, alcohol, and food. The king is consumed by degeneracy and rarely leaves his estate. At the same time, the English army loses major battles in Ireland and Scotland.



It is Christmas Day, 1536. Jane Seymour is terrified.

Henry marries his pregnant former mistress, and cousin, eleven days after the execution of Anne Boleyn. Amid rumors of rebellion to avenge the murdered queen, hundreds are arrested for treason. Still, dissent grows.

Fearing for his life, Henry and his court of fifty advisors flee Whitehall Palace, withdrawing to Hampton Castle, ten miles southwest of London. Constructed sixty years earlier, the complex is built entirely from red bricks. Its large bay windows are filled with stained glass, the roof lined with hundreds of ornate chimneys. Most important, the palace is well defended. Its perimeter is lined by miles of fortified walls. Hundreds of archers scan the surrounding woods for enemies. There is only one entrance to the castle. No one enters without Henry’s permission.

On Christmas Day, Queen Jane watches Henry gorge himself on roast goose and raw oysters. A servant stands behind the monarch, gathering the discarded shells he tosses onto the floor. The Great Hall of Hampton is two hundred feet long and one hundred feet wide. At the end of the chamber, the king’s coat of arms is affixed above his throne. In the right corner of the hall is a fifty-foot banquet table. Henry sits at the head, staring at a dozen of his closest advisors. A raging fire burns behind his back. At the far end of the table, Jane Seymour sits anxiously.



A bloodred sky sends an ominous message.

Dusk descends on Hampton Castle as Henry drains his last goblet of mead, a strong beverage made from fermented honey and water. The king slowly rises from the table. His legs and feet are purple from his poor diet and undiagnosed diabetes. He shuffles toward a chair specifically designed for the ailing monarch and collapses onto a seat. At the bottom of the device are small wooden wheels. An aide steps forward and rolls Henry to the center of the room. Behind him stands Thomas Cranmer, the Archbishop of Canterbury.

Jane Seymour knows what is coming.

For the last eight months, England’s impoverished army has lost battles in Ireland, Scotland, and France. London is so dangerous that it is impossible for the king to return to his home at Whitehall Palace. Just today, Henry is informed that the royal treasury is empty. Thousands of peasants from the countryside are now unable or unwilling to pay royal taxes. In addition, the king is openly mocked. Peasants call him “Copper Nose” after a cheap coin featuring his bloated image.

To restore order, Henry instructs his advisors to return to London and eliminate all opposition. Anyone critical of his regime is charged with three crimes: heresy, treason, and denial of his royal supremacy as head of the Church of England. The archbishop approves this murderous decree with a reading from his personal Bible, converted from Latin to English, Samuel 15:3—“Utterly destroy all that they have, and spare them not: Slay both man, woman, infant, and suckling.”

The King’s Guard descend on the capital. They arrest actors, writers, teachers, barkeeps, landowners, and most of all, Catholics. Those who repent are given a swift execution—death by axe. People who profess their innocence are charged with witchcraft and burned at the stake. Others are drawn and quartered, their severed limbs placed atop the London Bridge as a warning to those entering the city.

In a matter of days, twenty thousand people are killed.*

Consumed with paranoia, Henry soon begins to believe that his own advisors want him dead. He is not wrong. There are many dissenters in his court. None worse than a former friend whose historical legacy will outlast the terrible king.



Sir Thomas More sits inside a cramped cell at the Tower of London. Fifteen months earlier, he was one of the most powerful men in England, but for the last year this decrepit dungeon has been his home.

More is a successful lawyer, philosopher, writer, and statesman. The fifty-eight-year-old is the opposite of Henry. He is disciplined, thin, well-mannered, and detests violence.

The devout Catholic has a full head of brown hair and a gray beard that extends to his chest. Around his neck he wears the cross of Saint George, the patron saint of England.

Thomas More met Henry while serving as a lawyer in Whitehall Palace. Impressed by his oratorical abilities, the king names Thomas his lord chancellor—a ceremonial title. More holds power for twenty years. But when he opposes Henry’s marriage to Anne Boleyn, the king strips him of all responsibilities. Not cowed, Sir Thomas warns Henry that his decision to abandon the Pope will condemn his eternal soul to hell.

That statement condemns Thomas More.

His fate is sealed when he rejects an invitation to attend Queen Anne’s coronation. He is arrested for treason and taken to the Tower of London. Unlike Anne, he is held in a small corner of the complex. Here, he is stripped of his fur-lined coat and given a filthy robe made from sheep’s wool. Soon, the lawyer’s health declines significantly. He is frail with a gaunt face, sunken eyes, a slumped back, and thinning hair that falls to his shoulders. The cell is infested with fleas and rats. He drinks water fetched from a dirty well and eats nothing but stale bread and rotten fish. Most of Thomas More’s teeth fall out due to poor nutrition.



More’s time has come.

His jailer approaches. Thomas stands up and is dragged before the magistrate. To his horror, the lord chancellor overseeing the proceeding is Anne Boleyn’s treacherous uncle. The judge takes fifteen minutes to find Thomas guilty of high treason and heresy. The sentence is death.

Thomas More is terrified as his journey to the scaffold begins.

The Beefeaters unlock the door, propelling him toward the execution platform. He faints upon seeing the soldier’s unsheathed sword. Reviving, he says to the Beefeater, “I pray you, help me safely up the scaffold, as for coming down, that will take care of itself. I will die the king’s good servant, but I am God’s first.”

The Catholic kneels before his captors.

He quietly recites a prayer from the book of Psalms. He then stands, walks toward his executioner, and kisses him on the cheek. Thomas More kneels again. The Beefeater swings the heavy blade and severs the Catholic’s head from his body.*



It is two years later.

Jane Seymour screams in agony from her bedroom at Hampton Castle. Her cries reverberate down the narrow stone hallway. There, Henry sits in his wooden wheelchair, cradling their two-week-old son, Edward. Finally, the king has a male heir. He stares at the child, ignoring Jane’s desperate pleas for help.

The birthing process has nearly killed the queen as the labor lasts three days and four nights. Once born, the future king is whisked away and christened in the Anglican faith.

Jane Seymour has spent the last fourteen days on the birthing bed. She has not stopped bleeding but is kept alive to nurse the newborn. Now, a severe fever has crippled her shivering body. Suddenly, her shrieks cease. Four chambermaids surround the dying queen. Saturated in sweat and blood, she issues her final words: “I have been a faithful wife. God accept my soul.”

With her eyes focused on the chamber door, as if awaiting Henry’s appearance, Jane Seymour takes her last breath. The maids cover her swollen face with a woolen shawl, then notify Henry. He waves his hand toward the guard. The indifferent king is wheeled down the narrow passageway with no reaction to his wife’s demise.

Jane Seymour is buried one week later at Windsor Castle.†

Henry does not attend.



Paranoia intensifies the king’s problems.

He orders the castle rooms searched for signs of treason or heresy. Possession of a Latin Bible now carries a death sentence. Fear is everywhere, but Henry’s obsession pays off.

In a small library one hundred feet from the king’s private quarters, soldiers discover a folded piece of parchment sealed with wax. The message confirms treason.

For the last year, the clergy of the Catholic Church, working with conspirators in England, have been plotting to kill the king and restore the Pope’s authority. Now, unknown operatives in Spain, France, and Rome are traveling north to London in pursuit of a deadly mission.

The conspiracy to kill Henry is underway.



The traitors meet in secret.

Four plotters sit at a wooden table at the Crown Inn, a tavern in the town of Surrey, twenty miles south of London. A nearby estate is home to the king’s first cousin Henry Courtenay, his second cousin Henry Pole, and their families.

Courtenay, a powerful man with dark hair, pale skin, and piercing blue eyes, drinks warm ale as he scans the room. He has a reputation for adventure and sailing. Courtenay’s ears are pierced and adorned with pearls he purchased while fighting for the king in France. He has served as Henry’s senior advisor for ten years. In exchange for his loyalty, he is given the title of first Marquess of Exeter.

Apart from the barkeep, the pub is deserted. Smoke from dozens of tallow candles fills the room with the acrid scent of animal fat. The owner knows his guests are of royal blood. They drink for free.

The forty-two-year-old Courtenay has recently returned from a trip to Hampton Castle. There, his worst suspicions are confirmed.

He believes his cousin is leading England into hell. Henry VIII must be stopped.



For two years, the Marquess of Exeter has been in secret contact with the Vatican. Despite his outward support for Henry, Courtenay secretly remains a devout Catholic.

Through monasteries in Spain and France, he is given instructions directly from Rome. The letters are encoded using ciphers. The letters A and D are replaced with a cross, a Latin reference to Anno Domini—the Year of Our Lord. Some messages are written in invisible ink. Vinegar is used to draft the document, which is then revealed when exposed to fire. The correspondence can be read for a few moments before being engulfed by the flames.

During his recent trip to Hampton Castle, Henry Courtenay finally receives the letter he has been waiting for. It is smuggled into the castle by a Catholic member of the King’s Guard and placed inside a book near Henry VIII’s personal chamber. Courtenay is pleased as he reads the message. He has earned the Pope’s blessing. Should Henry VIII be removed from the throne, the Marquess of Exeter will be named the Holy Ruler of England, Ireland, Scotland, and Wales.

It is obvious the king must die.



The plot is underway.

Courtenay and his conspirators dine on rabbit stew as the marquess explains the plan. Using funds from the Vatican, rebellion will be fomented among Catholic loyalists in York, Cambridge, Norwich, and Winchester. To restore order, Henry will have to dispatch his depleted army to the English countryside.

After that, Courtenay and his allies will storm Whitehall Palace declaring Henry VIII, the Archbishop of Canterbury, and his closest advisors “enemies of the state.” With the support of Rome, the Catholic monarchs of France and Spain, and half the population of London, Henry Courtenay will declare himself the new king of England.


CENTRAL LONDON AT THE TIME OF HENRY VIII

[image: An old map of central London at the time of Henry VIII presents the Tower of London enclosed by fortified walls, moat, and gates. Key structures include the Jewel House, The Hall, The Queen’s Gallery, and adjoining streets leading to the River Thames with labeled wharves and nearby churches.]
If Henry VIII abdicates, he will be allowed to live. If he refuses, he will die.

The traitors finish their libations. Courtenay, his second cousin Henry Pole, and their wives retreat to their homes after midnight. But the Marquess has made one critical error. In a rush to return to Surrey, he accidentally leaves the Vatican letter in a small study near Henry’s bedroom. There it is discovered. That mistake will change the course of history.



November snow falls on the village of Surrey.

Most townsfolk are asleep. The only light shines from the windows of the Crown Inn, where the plot was hatched.

Henry Courtenay lies in bed with his wife, Gertrude. Flames flicker in the chamber’s ornate fireplace. The sound of frozen branches swaying in the winter wind fills the quiet estate. Suddenly, the door is kicked in. Twelve Beefeaters storm into the room. Courtenay and Gertrude are dragged from their bed and thrown onto the cold floor. Instantly, the marquess knows the plot has been exposed. There will be no escape.

Courtenay, Henry Pole, their families, and six other men are forced into a steel cage and placed on the back of a horse-drawn carriage. Though no one tells him, the Marquess of Exeter knows they are being taken to London.

Henry VIII is waiting.



The enraged king sits on his throne.

Before him at Whitehall Palace kneel the male conspirators. Women and children are next. Each wears a tattered woolen sack with holes cut for the head and arms. Their legs are covered by black breeches worn by previous prisoners.

The marquess professes his innocence. He tells the king the scheme is an elaborate ruse to reveal the true conspirators in Henry’s court. But the monarch is having none of that. All before him are quickly sentenced to death.



The Marquess of Exeter shivers inside his damp cell in the Tower of London.

It is December 9, 1538, two weeks since his arrest. The morning sun shines through the barred windows. Rations at the prison are scarce. He is given ice-cold water from the River Thames and smoked fish, which he does not eat. Indifferent, the Beefeaters devour his final meal.

The guards enter. Courtenay recites the Lord’s Prayer in Latin as he is dragged into the frozen courtyard. The king has refused his final request: a Catholic burial. Like Anne Boleyn’s, the marquess’s resting place will be an unmarked grave located on the tower grounds.

The conspirator slowly approaches the scaffold. Despite a strong breeze, the black drapes are frozen and lie completely still. Courtenay reaches the top and kneels before his executioner. The Beefeater approaches and severs the marquess’s head from his body. The decapitated corpse is kicked violently onto the ground.

Another traitor, Henry Pole, is shoved onto the execution space. He is forced to kneel in Courtenay’s blood as the death blow is delivered.

The process continues for an hour. In total, six men and three women are killed that day. By noon, the scaffold is covered with a gory mixture of ice, snow, and blood.*

Henry VIII is pleased. What he does not know is that his final days are fast approaching.



In effect, Henry VIII commits suicide.

It is January 1547. The king lies in bed at Whitehall Palace. His table is filled with goblets of wine, mead, and boiled milk. He has been confined to this mattress for the past two months. The fifty-five-year-old’s weight approaches four hundred pounds. He is unable to move without the use of a wheelchair. His body is covered with painful boils and diabetic ulcers. He is in excruciating pain.

Servants enter the king’s quarters carrying bundles of incense. They place the small sticks, saturated with herbs and oil, around the bedroom. Though it is January, the stench from the decaying monarch fills the Main Hall. The aides set the incense on fire, then quickly exit the chamber.



Henry’s sixth and final wife enters the bedroom. Catherine Parr has been queen for four years. His first wife, Catherine, is dead from cancer. Anne Boleyn was beheaded. Jane Seymour perished from childbirth complications.

Henry’s fourth wife, Anne of Cleves, dies mysteriously—some believe she was poisoned. His fifth spouse, Catherine Howard, is also beheaded at the Tower of London for allegedly committing adultery and treason.

Now, Catherine Parr is queen.

The thirty-six-year-old cautiously enters the room and stares at the dying monarch. She has light-green eyes, a fair complexion, and auburn hair that flows down her shoulders toward the waist. Wearing a yellow frock of silk and rabbit fur, Catherine walks toward Henry and places a damp towel on his head. The king shudders. He has lost the ability to speak.

Royal physicians know Henry’s condition is terminal. They give him copious amounts of wine mixed with opiates. He is dying from extreme obesity, a blood infection, diabetes, gout, heart, kidney, and liver failure, and finally, gangrene, which is spreading from his bleeding legs toward his brain.

A heavy fist knocks on the wooden door. Thomas Cranmer, the Archbishop of Canterbury, walks into the room. He kneels next to the dying king. Cranmer takes his hand and asks the monarch to give a sign of his faith. The king squeezes Cranmer’s hand, then goes limp. Henry VIII is dead.



Henry VIII’s funeral is an opulent affair.

A special carriage is constructed to carry the obese corpse from Whitehall Palace to the king’s grave at Windsor Castle. The hearse moves slowly. It takes eight days to make the twenty-mile journey. Few commoners line the road to pay their respects to the departed monarch. Britain is now a violent, depressed place, and the people hold the deceased king responsible.

Once at the gravesite, the king’s burial is presided over by the Archbishop of Canterbury.

Henry VIII is laid to rest beside his third wife, Jane Seymour, who is considered Henry’s “true bride” for bearing his only son, Edward. The church is filled with England’s nobility, members of the Anglican clergy, and the royal family, including Henry’s two daughters as well as his nine-year-old son, the newly crowned Edward VI.

Edward’s reign will not be long.



Henry VIII is also survived by Mary, daughter of Catherine of Aragon, and by Elizabeth, daughter of Anne Boleyn. The sickly Edward immediately assumes the throne but dies seven years later from tuberculosis.

Mary then becomes queen in 1553. Soon, she violently attempts to revert England to Catholicism—earning the nickname “Bloody Mary.” Thousands are murdered, including Thomas Cranmer, the Archbishop of Canterbury, who is burned at the stake as a heretic. England plunges into a religious bloodbath. Five years later, in 1558, Queen Mary dies from cancer. Her half-sister Elizabeth takes her place on the throne.

Elizabeth I rules Britain for forty-five years, forging an uneasy peace between Protestants and Catholics. A Golden Age begins. The Elizabethan Era is famous for the works of William Shakespeare and the exploration of the New World. England rises in power and actually experiments with some tenets of freedom.

While Henry VIII basically ignored the Magna Carta, which was signed in 1215, his daughter is more moderate, despite imposing a new Church of England on the land.

But she does not persecute Catholics—perhaps an homage to her mother, Anne Boleyn.

Elizabeth never marries, and a “cult of the virgin” develops throughout England. The exact opposite of her degenerate father.



The legacy of Henry VIII is death.

He accomplished little, other than murdering at will and fostering religious conflicts throughout Europe that resulted in an estimated fifteen million dead.*



Henry’s personal cruelty is well documented and horrendous. He died unrepentant as most evil people do. His murderous delusion was made clear in his own words:


I, whom God hath appointed his vicar, and high minister here, will see these divisions extinct, and these enormities corrected.



But in the end, nothing was corrected.

Fear and death reigned.







CHAPTER FOUR
The Slavers off the Coast of New Orleans, Louisiana



NEW ORLEANS, LOUISIANA

OCTOBER 19, 1828

NOON

The hellish voyage will soon end.

The slave ship United States is just miles away from its destination: a fast-growing international port on the Gulf of Mexico.

Two hundred human beings lie shackled to the wooden floor of the aging ship. Their feet are bound with iron chains, each weighing fifty pounds. Deep inside the hull of the boat the temperature exceeds one hundred degrees. Salt water, mixed with blood, sweat, and human excrement, washes against their bodies. The slaves, wearing nothing but white cloths wrapped around their waists, are starving. There are 194 of them—6 have died during the brutal voyage.

The 150-foot brig sways violently as it moves through the dark-green waters where the Mississippi River meets the Gulf. The sour stench of vomit fills the air. For most on board, this is their first experience at sea.

Nineteen days earlier, the slave ship left Alexandria, Virginia, on the Potomac River. It resupplied on the island of Key West, then sailed for its final destination, the city of New Orleans. Once a small, French-speaking outpost of just 5,000 residents, the city is now home to 150,000 Americans, Europeans, Africans, freed Blacks, and even pirates.

There are 50,000 slaves in residence.



The United States lowers its sail and enters a swampy marsh called Bayou Delacroix.*

The ship, under the command of Captain Henry Bell, then turns north on the Mississippi River. Bell is a handsome man with blond hair, blue eyes, and a well-groomed moustache. He wears a double-breasted navy-blue jacket adorned with brass buttons.

The ship docks in the city’s French Quarter at the Bienville Street Wharf. There, hundreds of Africans are paraded along the street like cattle. Men, women, and children walk barefoot along the cobblestones, leaving a bloody trail of footprints behind them. The captives accept their fate, moving silently north on St. Louis Street toward an open-air prison. The infamous complex covers four city blocks and houses up to five thousand slaves.

Fog descends on south Louisiana as the midday sun warms the waters of the Gulf. The mist mixes with smoke from nearby pig farms called porcheries. The starving captives pass under an ornate wrought-iron sign that reads “New Orleans Exchange.”

It is the largest slave market in the world.†



Isaac Franklin is relieved.

The thirty-nine-year-old slave trader from Tennessee surveys his human cargo as it disembarks the ship. He inspects the captives for injuries or illness. Miraculously, most are healthy.

Franklin is outwardly a well-mannered aristocrat, wearing a black tuxedo, bow tie, and top hat. He is clean-shaven with short, dark hair slicked to the side. He is fond of brandy, poker, and cigars, and walks with an ivory-tipped cane. In private, however, the slaver is a sadistic racist. He believes Africans are no more than beasts of burden to be used physically, as well as sexually, then discarded.

Tobacco smoke envelops Isaac Franklin as he proudly strolls into the New Orleans Exchange. He enters a lavish waiting room, orders cognac, then sits at a small table eyeing potential customers: farmers, businessmen, homemakers, and most important, plantation owners.

A man wearing a dark-gray uniform embroidered with the words “N.O. Exchange” enters the waiting room. He claps his hands, ushering the buyers through a large wooden door toward the rear of the parlor.

The “commerce” can now begin.

The “merchandise” is ready.



One thousand slaves wait to be sold.

The market is five acres divided into ten separate paddocks. Each features a wooden corral, an auctioneer, and a slave pen. Order is imposed by armed members of the newly incorporated New Orleans Police Department.*

The slaves are separated by gender and age. One by one, they climb atop a wooden box as buyers inspect them. Males are prodded, slapped, then forced to jog across a gravel pit without shoes. Females are subjected to demeaning examinations to prove their “fertility.” Children watch in horror as their parents are sold to the highest bidder. Many younger slaves are purchased as companions for white children who, in adulthood, will inherit them as property.

The sale goes well. All one thousand slaves are dispatched within six hours. Finally, the New Orleans Exchange falls silent. But there is still work to do.

More “cargo” arrives tomorrow.



It is twenty years earlier, 1808. Congress has abolished the importation of new Africans. Now, only captives born in America can be bought and sold.

The commerce in American-born slaves instantly becomes the most lucrative business in the world. Black men, women, and children are rounded up and “sold down the river” throughout the Deep South. At this point in American history, millions of slaves are working on cotton plantations. Within the span of two decades, the state of Mississippi becomes home to more millionaire landowners than anywhere else on earth.

The slaves aboard the United States were initially obtained by Isaac Franklin’s business partner and nephew by marriage, John Armfield. One thousand miles away in Virginia, the slavery firm called Franklin & Armfield bases its operations.

The business will soon make the two slavers the wealthiest men in America.



The human trafficker eats his supper.

John Armfield lounges inside a dining room at 1315 Duke Street. The exterior of the home is painted a pleasant shade of sky blue. Inside, it is a house of horrors. Tonight, the windows are open, allowing the cool October air to flow through the four-story Virginia building. Outside, municipal workers climb ladders to light the gas-powered streetlamps. Across the Potomac River, construction is nearly complete at the US Capitol after its destruction by British soldiers during the War of 1812, more than a decade ago.

The thirty-one-year-old Quaker is short, balding, and less refined than his Louisiana business partner. His wife, Martha, Isaac Franklin’s niece, has prepared a dinner of roast venison and poached cod. Armfield eats ferociously while reading the evening edition of the Alexandria Herald. On the back page, alongside the prices for stocks in New York City, are the costs of individual slaves in New Orleans.

One month earlier, Armfield acquired two hundred Black people, mostly young men. He purchased them in Baltimore, Washington, and his home state of North Carolina. There is evidence that some are freemen who had been kidnapped in northern cities and illegally ferried south.

The slaves spend a week in what Armfield describes as “the Pig Pen,” a dilapidated stable behind his townhouse. There, employees force the captives to ingest large amounts of corn and pork fat. At auction, being overweight is a sign of good health. The females are doused in bleach to lighten their skin. In the basement of 1315 Duke Street, four women are chained to the wall. John tells his wife, Martha, they are separated to protect them from the male slaves. But, in reality, they are Armfield’s concubines.

The degenerate slaver sips from his crystal wineglass. Satiated and mildly drunk, he exits the dining room, climbing the wooden staircase to his third-story study. There, he opens his leather-bound notebook.



With impressive script, he tabulates the month’s profit:


Cargo of the Ship United States—

Alexandria, VA Bound for N.O, LA.

121 men slaves—$800 per head.

46 female—$400 per head.

37 children—$200 per head.

Six dead.





Back in New Orleans, Captain Henry Bell is paid $15,000 for his ship and crew. After expenses, Franklin & Armfield earn $500,000 for just one shipment of American-born slaves.

One-third of those trafficked by the slavers perish within six months, mostly from illnesses like malaria. Eventually, half of the “cargo” will die from hard labor.

None will live past the age of thirty.*



The horrific route known as the transatlantic slave trade begins in the early 1500s.

As Europeans explore the New World, slaves are brought across the ocean to work on farms, on docks, on ships, and in factories.

It all begins in Africa, where captives are imprisoned by warring tribes. Raiders steal human beings from rival villages, bring them to ports along the western coast, then sell them to English, Spanish, Portuguese, and French slave traders.

Several African societies, including the Kingdom of Dahomey and the Ashanti Empire, become the wealthiest places on the continent.†

Once subjugated, the captives are forced onto ships, as many as nine hundred at a time. They then sail west to South America and the Caribbean. Twenty percent die during the voyages. From there, many continue on to North America. The first boatload of African slaves arrives in the English colony of Jamestown, Virginia, in 1619.

At the turn of the nineteenth century, anti-slavery activists in Congress successfully pass a bill banning the importation of new Africans. However, to appease southern lawmakers, the domestic trade continues. The price for slaves rises 900 percent, but the industry begins to erode America’s power. In Washington, abolitionist lawmakers discuss the elimination of slavery entirely. In the South, there are rumors of secession from the Union.



By 1820, the domestic slave trade is the most lucrative business in America. Four million human beings toil in bondage. Tobacco in Virginia, rice in the Carolinas, fruit in Georgia, sugarcane in Alabama, and—most of all—cottonfields along the Mississippi River.

The average lifespan for a slave in America: seventeen years.

Many are literally worked to death as there are absolutely no protections.



It is dawn at Thomas Jefferson’s Monticello Plantation in central Virginia.

Slave Israel Gillette rises from a pile of hay stacked in the corner of his dilapidated shack. The dwelling, sixteen feet long and twenty feet wide, features a wooden table, rocking chair, one small window, a fireplace, and front door. His wife, Sally, is already at work in the master’s mansion, cleaning the wooden floors with vinegar and pine-scented oil.

The Gillettes live on Mulberry Row, a narrow alley consisting of twenty slave shacks a quarter mile south of Jefferson’s mansion. Though it is midsummer in humid Virginia, fires rage inside the cabins to cook breakfast and boil water.

The twenty-two-year-old Israel quickly eats the meager meal Sally left for him: an apple, coffee, and small pancakes made from ground corn. Once finished, the slave walks south toward the vast tobacco fields where he will toil for the next twelve hours. Israel will have plenty of company—hundreds of enslaved people work for Thomas Jefferson. In the distance, women sit in circles, singing as they clean clothes and wash dishes. Children play a game of tag they call “Hide the Switch.”

North of Mulberry Row, Thomas Jefferson sleeps comfortably in his four-post bed. His mansion, designed in the French neoclassical style, boasts forty-three rooms, a central hall, six balconies, a domed ceiling, and a sprawling portico featuring ornate columns. Built in 1768, the estate is now home to two hundred slaves.

The former president is a tall man with thinning gray hair and a long face. His once-athletic frame is now stooped with age as Jefferson is approaching eighty-three years old. His head houseslave, a fifty-three-year-old named Sally Hemings, enters the second-story bedroom. She pulls back the silk curtains, opens the windows, and informs the master his breakfast is waiting.

Thomas Jefferson rises.*



Israel Gillette’s hands are bleeding.

He, alongside forty other slaves, walks silently among the rows of tobacco. The broad, green leaves are cultivated in the summer heat, hung in curing barns, then sold to cigar manufacturers in New York City, Boston, Richmond, and Charleston.

The work is hard. Israel slashes at the base of the plants with a dull machete, then shoves the sharp stalks into a cloth bag hung around his shoulders. Gillette’s quota is 150 pounds of tobacco per day. Anything less might lead to trouble.

At dusk, Israel brings the six bags of tobacco leaves to his overseer, a sadistic racist named Gabriel Lilly. He then returns to Mulberry Row, where Sally is waiting. The two have no children, a dangerous situation for a married slave couple. Females who are unable to bear children have little value on the plantation. If the master chooses, Israel will be forced to abandon Sally and take a new wife.

The two eat quietly at the small wooden table. Most slaves on Mulberry Row are issued weekly rations of cornmeal, smoked pork, flour, and salted fish. Because of Sally’s position inside the mansion, the Gillettes are given daily leftovers from the house. Tonight, the menu features a dish Thomas Jefferson brought back from his time as ambassador to France.*



Israel and Sally sit next to the stone fireplace, eating the master’s favorite meal: macaroni and cheese.



One hundred fifty miles north of Monticello, Congressman John Quincy Adams is in a rage.

The former President of the United States stands before Congress, slamming his wooden cane against the lectern.

It is the summer of 1842. The House of Representatives is bitterly divided between abolitionists and pro-slavery factions. Two dozen police officers guard the chamber. Most of the legislators are armed with pistols. Some members, like Maine Representative Jonathan Cilley, have been victims of violence.†

Adams’s health is failing. The seventy-seven-year-old is bald with dark eyes; prominent gray sideburns line his face. Two decades after being elected president, Adams now represents Massachusetts in Congress. He is thoughtful, disciplined, but above all else, detests slavery.

Adams surveys the chamber with suspicion.

The House has 233 members—all of them White men. Of these men, 112 are Democrats from the South. Half own slaves. Three years earlier, their coalition passed a so-called Gag Rule banning all discussion about the emancipation of Black Americans.

However, John Quincy Adams will not be silent. He believes owning human beings is a violation of God’s law. His father, President John Adams, wanted the institution eliminated in the original drafts of the Constitution. Thomas Jefferson, fearing an open revolt from the southern states, rejected that idea.

Now, Adams is determined to right that wrong.

On the other side of the US Capitol, his nemesis waits quietly in the empty Senate Chamber. The man from South Carolina is a proud White supremacist. He is also Adams’s former vice president.

His name is John C. Calhoun.



The southerner is nervous.

Senator Calhoun waits for news from the House of Representatives. For the first time in two years, his former boss, John Quincy Adams, will violate the Gag Order and introduce another petition to abolish slavery. This cannot happen.*



Inside his Capitol Hill office, the sixty-two-year-old Calhoun inhales from a wooden pipe while reclining in his leather chair. Though the temperature inside the room exceeds eighty degrees, the senator wears a heavy dark suit, a woolen waistcoat, and a gray cravat tied around his neck. His wavy black hair runs down to his shoulders. At the same time, hundreds of miles away, Calhoun’s fifty slaves work under the harsh South Carolina sun harvesting corn, wheat, cotton, and rice.

But even worse, his captives are abused. They are publicly flogged, beaten, and sometimes imprisoned in metal cages. Those who try to escape have one foot removed with an axe. The bloody stump is sealed with a smoldering poker to prevent fatal blood loss or future infection. Repeat offenders are hanged on the senator’s orders.

After three decades in politics, John Calhoun is now the most powerful Democrat in Washington. For the last week, he has given blunt instructions to the southern representatives: John Quincy Adams must be defeated.



The House of Representatives falls silent.

The ailing Adams defiantly stands in the center of the room. Though diminished physically, he summons a great breath and issues a defiant cry: “Am I gagged?” The chamber erupts into chaos. The northerners stand, screaming their support, while the southerners on the other side of the hall throw debris into the air.

Adams raises his fist. The room falls silent.

In his opposite hand, he holds a leather-bound notebook containing ten thousand signatures. It is the largest anti-slavery petition in the history of the United States. Again, Adams asks, “Am I gagged?”

Fistfights break out between the politicians. Congressman Henry Wise of Virginia attacks opponents with a metal cane. A pistol is displayed. Edward Black, a member from Georgia, threatens to lynch fellow lawmakers. The cacophony echoes down the halls of Congress.

On the Senate side of the Capitol, John Calhoun smiles.



One hour later, the House of Representatives is empty.

Piles of paper litter the floor. Furniture is overturned. The carpets are saturated with tobacco spit. Suddenly, the large doors to the chamber swing open. Twenty-five slaves rush into the room. Though it is illegal for the United States government to “purchase” human beings, it can use captives owned by federal workers. The men and women now cleaning the House belong to five southern lawmakers.*

Each congressman is paid $100 per slave. The captives receive nothing.



John Calhoun strolls the gaslit streets of Washington at dusk.

The walk home takes nearly ninety minutes; he prefers to make the journey on foot.

He makes his way down Lafayette Square toward his three-story townhouse. The Democrat stops for a moment, gazing at the newly renovated White House. The Executive Mansion is now occupied by President John Tyler, who is sympathetic to slavery. Calhoun believes the structure on Pennsylvania Avenue may soon be his home.*

The sweet scent of milkweed, Virginia bluebells, and sunflowers permeates the humid air. Back at the house, his wife, Floride, and six children are waiting for news from the Capitol. The family will be pleased.



John Quincy Adams has lost.

After thirty minutes of deliberation, the House passes a single resolution. The vote is 200 to 33:


Resolved, that this House cannot receive the said petition regarding slavery without disregarding its own dignity, the rights of a large class of citizens of the South and West, and the constitution of the United States.



Thus, slavery persists. The United States is heading for destruction.



The richest man in America reclines at his desk.

Dozens of papers are scattered across John Armfield’s ornate writing table in Alexandria. The forty-five-year-old degenerate and his uncle, Isaac Franklin, now operate the most sadistic slave-trading network in the world. They have two offices. Armfield manages the daily operations in Virginia; Franklin works from his plantation in Louisiana. The slave company employs three hundred traders in Richmond, Baltimore, Annapolis, Washington, Raleigh, Atlanta, Savannah, Mobile, and Nashville.

Armfield shuffles his papers and rises from the desk. He walks toward the third-story balcony and steps onto the terrace. Below, city workers are constructing a new trolley system that will soon connect northern Virginia with Washington. He reenters the room, draws the curtains, slowly gathers the documents, then places them in a safe mounted to the floor in the corner of his study.

Downstairs, his wife, Martha, is preparing dinner.

Across the Potomac, Congress remains divided over slavery. Armfield spends thousands of dollars to bribe corrupt lawmakers. He often entertains legislators, including John Calhoun, at 1315 Duke Street. Some sample the personal brothel he operates in his cellar.

Pouring himself a glass of cognac, Armfield picks up an unopened letter from his partner in Louisiana. He reads the correspondence regarding the recent sale of human beings in New Orleans.

With an eye on their legacies, the slavers have invented a secret language.

“Fancy maid” refers to attractive teenage girls. “One-eyed man” is slang for genitals. “Bucks” are male slaves who require physical beatings. In the letter, Isaac Franklin describes his new “fancy maid,” whom he rapes most evenings.

Armfield sips his cognac.



Isaac Franklin is drenched in sweat.

The human trafficker sits on the porch of his plantation, Waverly, in Baton Rouge Parish. The July sun sends noon temperatures over one hundred degrees.

His wife, Sarah, walks onto the portico carrying glasses of unsweetened iced tea, pecans, and raw oysters from the banks of the Mississippi. Before him, two hundred men and women walk among the rows of cotton. They pluck the white fibers, pricking their fingers on sharp thorns. The cotton bulbs will eventually be bleached to remove the bloody stains.*

The slaver enjoys his refreshments. He grabs a silver flask from his breast pocket and pours two ounces of bourbon into the beverage. Now, in his early fifties, Franklin is a functioning alcoholic. He suffers from chronic illness, including liver problems, heart disease, and untreated syphilis.

Before him, children play on a swing attached to a hundred-year-old willow tree. Two are his legitimate offspring; five are born from slaves. His wife, Sarah, refers to them as “quadroons.” They are allowed to play around the opulent mansion but sleep in dilapidated shacks with the other captives.†



Waverly Plantation is run by a sadistic man named James K. Williams. The thirty-year-old, wearing a stained white dress shirt and gray slacks, rides horseback through the fields carrying a whip. Any slave who steps out of line is flogged thirty times. Williams enjoys the job. For his violent services, he is handsomely rewarded.

On the mansion porch, Isaac Franklin breaks into a coughing fit. He retrieves a white silk kerchief from his breast pocket and wipes away the spittle. It is drenched in blood.



The sadistic slaver is dying.

Isaac Franklin lies in his bed at Waverly Plantation, gasping for air. It is Christmas week, 1846. The fifty-six-year-old slaver’s bedroom is decorated with holly, mistletoe, and an eight-foot tree adorned with homemade tinsel. A fire glows from the mantle on the opposite side of the third-story chamber. It is one of the coldest winters on record in south Louisiana. Outside, the temperature falls below forty degrees.

One week earlier, Franklin was diagnosed with tuberculosis. He soon contracts a high fever and falls into a coma. Now, the human trafficker is surrounded by his wife and six slave housemaids. All have experienced his depraved appetites. The captives look down on their master with contempt.



Without a whimper, the slaver takes his last breath. His reign of misery is finally over. There is no repentance.*



The funeral is an opulent affair.

Prominent politicians gather at the Waverly Plantation. Hundreds of aristocratic families line the dirt road leading to a nearby cemetery. A horse-drawn carriage draped in black cloth carries the corpse. From a distance, two hundred slaves watch their master being taken to his grave. Their futures are unknown. Some will be given to distant relatives, others taken to auction in New Orleans. In his will, Franklin gives detailed instructions, breaking up the slave families in the most cruel way possible.

Even in death there is evil.



During their lifetimes, Franklin and Armfield become the richest men in America. Each dies with a personal fortune exceeding $30 million—$2.3 billion in today’s currency.†

To protect their assets from the coming Civil War, money is funneled north to New York banks and Wall Street. Much of it remains there to this day.



The misery the two men caused is incalculable. Together, they sold one hundred thousand enslaved people across the Deep South. Through rape, the two men fathered dozens of children.

Neither man ever paid a visible price for their destroying countless lives.

Today, more than one million Black Americans are direct descendants of slaves trafficked by Franklin & Armfield.



John Quincy Adams’s fight for abolition lasts until his death in 1848 at the age of eighty. His nemesis, John Calhoun, succumbs to tuberculosis eighteen months later.

Since the transatlantic slave trade began in the early 1500s, fifteen million Africans have been forcibly taken from their homes and shipped across the ocean. Five million die during the voyage, their bodies tossed into the sea.

By the mid-nineteenth century, there are four million Black Americans enslaved on southern plantations. Their worth is valued at $6 billion, half of America’s total economy.



In Washington, Congress is crippled. Militias in South Carolina, Georgia, and Virginia loot federal armories. Inside the White House, President James Buchanan, himself a racist, does nothing as the nation disintegrates.

Since the American Revolution, there have been fifteen presidents.

Seven of them owned slaves.



On November 6, 1860, America elects abolitionist Abraham Lincoln to lead the divided nation. He is sworn in on March 4, 1861. The Civil War begins forty days later.

Over the next four years, at least 750,000 Americans are killed.

The South is decimated. The region plunges into poverty, civil unrest, and racial hatred. One million Confederate veterans return to their homes after the war. Many suffer from post-traumatic stress disorder. Alcohol addiction becomes rampant.

Enraged, thousands of southerners refuse to live peacefully with their now-freed Black neighbors.

And so, the legacy of slavery continues to define their lives. To this day, the United States has never fully recovered from the evil institution or from the actions of those who made fortunes from the suffering of human beings.

The only solace for America is that millions of good people finally confronted the bad people and emerged victorious.

The evil of slavery was defeated on the battlefield. But the horror lives on.







CHAPTER FIVE
Nathan Bedford Forrest and the Ku Klux Klan



FORT PILLOW, WEST TENNESSEE

APRIL 12, 1864

NOON

The terrified soldiers are surrounded.

Six hundred Union troops stand guard on a high bluff overlooking the Mississippi River. The men, armed with Springfield rifles, field cannons, and sidearm pistols, have not slept in two days. They are out of ammunition.

Soldiers from the Sixth US Artillery stare down the one-hundred-foot wall into the trenches below. There lie acres of scorched earth, decomposing bodies, and dead horses. Thousands of rats scurry among the corpses. Smoke rises from smoldering craters forged by artillery shells.

Also, the Union troops are starving.

For the last thirty days, Confederate forces have bombarded Fort Pillow. Whoever holds the citadel controls the flow of goods into Memphis, Baton Rouge, New Orleans, and the entire Gulf coast. Now, all food rations are depleted at the fort. Desperate men consume whatever rodents they can capture. The rats, bloated on human flesh, are cooked over charcoal pits.

Fort Pillow is a one-acre facility composed of wooden walls and barracks. Originally, it was a Confederate fortification. But one year ago, the United States Army, under the command of Brigadier General Leonard F. Ross, captured the fort. That made it much easier for the Union to supply its forces along the Mississippi River.

But now, the federal soldiers are outnumbered by rebels four to one.

However, surrender is not an option.

The Fort Pillow defenders are one of the few mixed-race forces in the world. Half are Black men and former slaves from Alabama and Tennessee. In command is Major Lionel Booth, a White man. The handsome thirty-one-year-old from Washington, DC, stands six feet tall with wavy blond hair, sharp blue eyes, and a well-groomed moustache. His once-immaculate navy-blue jacket is covered in dirt.

Unlike other officers, Booth is proud to lead Black soldiers into battle. But he well knows his command has made him a target as rebels do not usually capture integrated forces. They kill them.

One year earlier, Abraham Lincoln issued the Emancipation Proclamation allowing thousands of slaves to escape, many of whom joined the Union army. Enraged, southern lawmakers pass a new law: any Black person captured in battle will not be taken prisoner.

Surrender means annihilation.



Half a million Americans have already perished in the Civil War, which has raged for three years.

Following a series of victories by the Confederacy, the Southern army is finally halted at Gettysburg, Pennsylvania—sustaining horrendous casualties.

In March 1864, President Lincoln appoints Ulysses S. Grant as general-in-chief of all Union forces. Now on the defensive, the rebels launch a campaign to reclaim control of the Mississippi River.

Fort Pillow must be taken.



Evil arrives on horseback.

General Nathan Bedford Forrest approaches the killing field. The brutal slave trader is eager to fight. One week earlier, he received word from Confederate President Jefferson Davis that he was to lead the final assault on Fort Pillow.

The forty-three-year-old Forrest rides through the pine forests of West Tennessee wearing a gray cavalry coat adorned with brass buttons and gold thread, a white vest, brown trousers, and a wide-brimmed hat. His brown hair is slicked behind his ears with grease. The sides of his long face are clean-shaven, but his chin and mouth are lined with a dense, dark beard. He smokes his favorite brand of cigars, called “Cheroots.”

Born in 1821 in Chapel Hill, Tennessee, Forrest has amassed a personal fortune selling slaves and harvesting cotton. The general is prone to violence but is also a shrewd tactician. He is a proud racist, making him a hero to many of his men. The troops call him the “Grand Wizard of the Saddle”—a title he will carry throughout his life.*



The general dismounts his horse, a white stallion named King Phillip. He then summons his officers around a small fire. They drink coffee mixed with chicory, a local plant Forrest believes is good for the health.

He then reveals his strategy.

Rather than launch a frontal assault on Fort Pillow, the rebels will demand a surrender. That will require a violent demonstration.

Snipers are dispatched.



Union commander Lionel Booth waits.

His now-desperate soldiers huddle against a fortified wall. Down the slope toward the trenches below, the enemy unleashes high-pitched shouts known as the “rebel yell.” The howl, originally called the “War Cry of the Gaelic,” traces back to ancient clans of the Scottish Highlands. The sound terrifies the Union troops—both Black and White.

Caked in mud, Booth stands to rally his men.

Suddenly, a sniper’s bullet strikes the side of the major’s head. Blood and brain matter splatter the surrounding soldiers. Booth’s body tumbles down the embankment. A handful of soldiers try to reclaim the corpse but are struck down by Confederate fire.*

Major William Bradford, a nervous man with few military achievements, reluctantly assumes command.

He will not be able to stem the chaos.



Nathan Bedford Forrest’s men are at the gates.

After two hours of fighting, nearly half the Union soldiers are dead. The Confederate general dispatches a lone rider carrying a handwritten note:


The conduct of the officers and men garrisoning Fort Pillow has been such as to entitle them to being treated as prisoners of war. I demand the unconditional surrender of the entire garrison, promising that you shall be treated as prisoners of war. My men have just received a fresh supply of ammunition, and from their present position can easily assault and capture the fort. Should my demand be refused, I cannot be responsible for the fate of your command.



Despite the death threat, Major Bradford refuses to capitulate.

Twenty minutes later, the Confederates overrun the fort. Union soldiers, both White and Black, attempt to surrender. Many are shot on sight. Others stand with hands in the air waiting for their fate.

Nathan Bedford Forrest enters the camp.



At this point, four hundred Union troops are alive. Three hundred are Black.

Without warning, Confederate soldiers open fire. Scores die instantly. The rebels then attack the defenseless men with bayonets, knives, daggers, and axes. Some federals flee by diving into the Mississippi River. Many are shot in the water or drown.

The massacre continues. Dozens are stomped to death under Confederate boots. Slave-tracking dogs are released, biting Black soldiers on necks and groins. Screams of agony echo into the surrounding forest. The rebels cheer.

By late afternoon, Fort Pillow is littered with hundreds of dead bodies. Blood covers the wooden walls. Nearly all the Union soldiers are dead. Just a handful manage to escape.*



General Forrest knows what he has done will mean execution if he is captured by the North.

He is now a war criminal. Forrest oversees Confederate forces in the west, while his contemporary Robert E. Lee controls the east. Nathan Bedford Forrest is a brutal man, but not a stupid one. So, he attempts to conceal the massacre.



The general summons his top lieutenants. They are ordered to give firewood soaked in grease to all the rebels. Torches are lit, then thrown onto the fort’s sloped roofs.

Fort Pillow is burned beyond recognition.



Word of the massacre spreads across the nation. A Union sailor named Robert Critchell contacts the New York Times on May 3, 1864:


I now write you with reference to the Fort Pillow Massacre. I write because most of our crew are colored, and I feel personally interested in the retaliation which our government may deal out to the rebels, when the fact of the merciless butchery is fully established.

Our boat arrived at the fort after 7:30AM on Wednesday, the day after the rebels captured the fort. When we landed at the fort I was sent with a burial party to bury our dead.

I found many of the dead lying close along the water’s edge, where they evidently sought safety. Most of them had two wounds. I saw several colored soldiers of the Sixth United States Artillery with their eyes punched out with bayonets. Many of them were shot twice and bayonetted also. The number of the colored near the river was about seventy. Going up into the fort, I saw their bodies were partially consumed by fire. Whether they were burned before or after death I cannot say.

A Confederate soldier told me they could not control their men, who seemed determined to shoot down every negro soldier, whether they surrendered or not.

I can make affidavit of the above if necessary.



After the letter is published by the Times, outrage in the North grows. On the same day the story breaks, Abraham Lincoln sends a letter to the Secretary of the Navy, Gideon Welles:

Executive Mansion,

Washington, May 3, 1864.

Sir:

It is now quite certain that a large number of our colored soldiers, with their white officers, were, by the rebel force, massacred after they had surrendered, at the recent capture of Fort-Pillow. So much is known, though the evidence is not yet quite ready to be laid before me—Meanwhile I will thank you to prepare, and give me in writing your opinion as to what course, in your judgment the government should take in the case.

Yours truly

A. Lincoln

On the advice of his War Cabinet, Lincoln immediately ceases all prisoner exchanges with the Confederacy.

Down south, Nathan Bedford Forrest could not care less.

He issues an ominous warning: “A demand was made for the surrender, which was refused. The victory was complete, and the loss of the enemy will never be known. It is hoped that these facts will demonstrate to the Northern people that negro soldiers cannot cope with Southerners.”

Forrest believes the massacre has intimidated President Lincoln as well as General Ulysses Grant. He is wrong, although Lincoln does not immediately move against him.



The richest man in Memphis orders a drink.

It is April 1861, three years before the massacre at Fort Pillow. Nathan Bedford Forrest reaches into his breast pocket and removes a leather purse. He hands the bartender a fifty-cent coin minted by the Bank of West Tennessee. The silver piece features Lady Columbia, the personification of the New World, on one side, and the image of tobacco leaves on the other.*

Born to poor English settlers on the American frontier, Forrest and his five brothers now run the largest slave-trading operation north of New Orleans. In 1851, Nathan won his first cotton plantation in a poker game. Ever since, the family has amassed a fortune selling human beings.

The trafficker savors his favorite libation, rum from the Caribbean island of Barbados mixed with water, then walks onto the veranda of the Gayoso House. The four-story building features a hotel, restaurant, bar, baths, and brothel. Here, the most powerful men in Memphis enjoy games of cards and the company of women. Slaves wait for their masters behind the building. No Black people may enter the premises.



Nathan Forrest, wearing a long gray coat, silk vest, white dress shirt, and black pants, waits patiently in the Tennessee heat. Though it is noon, the temperature already exceeds eighty degrees. A breeze blows in from the Mississippi River over the central business district.

The city of Memphis is home to thirty thousand residents. Ten thousand are slaves.

Forrest paces the portico of the Gayoso House. He rests his elbows on the wrought-iron fence surrounding the structure, scanning the horizon. The slave trader is waiting for a landowner named Charles Goodwin, a rough man in his fifties who has traveled two hundred miles from Jackson, Mississippi, to purchase thirty-six slaves.

Back at his estate, a cotton plantation known as the Forrest House, wife Mary Ann and their four children are preparing the “merchandise.” The slaves are washed, given a haircut, and fed large slabs of bacon for the grueling journey back to Jackson, Mississippi.

The reason for the sale is that Nathan Bedford Forrest is now liquidating his assets.

The Civil War has begun.



It is June 14, 1861, as Private Nathan Bedford Forrest arrives at Fort Wright, Tennessee. He is forty years old, more than double the age of the average soldier. He could have avoided military service, but Forrest believes it is his sacred duty to defend the institution of slavery.

Horrified by his new regiment’s destitute condition, Nathan Forrest, himself, buys the men horses and equipment. His generosity is appreciated by General Robert E. Lee, who takes a personal interest in seeing that Forrest is promoted rapidly through the ranks. Soon, the slaver’s reputation for brutality, even against his own men, spreads throughout the Confederate army. When information retrieved by a scout turns out to be false, he breaks the man’s skull against a tree trunk. Any soldier disobeying Forrest is subject to a physical beating at a minimum.

Just one year after joining the Confederate army, Nathan Bedford Forrest is promoted to brigadier general. His command is along the western frontier. Forrest’s philosophy is to be as cruel as possible to Union forces. Soon, Confederate President Jefferson Davis promotes him to major general.



It is April 9, 1865. The remaining Confederate army of eight thousand men is surrounded by sixty thousand Union soldiers in central Virginia.*

General Lee rides across enemy lines, entering the small village of Appomattox. Dressed in a formal gray uniform and shined leather boots, with a red sash around his waist, the southern commander surrenders to General Ulysses Grant.

As the war comes to an end in the east, General Forrest is in the process of losing his final battle seven hundred miles away. His cavalry unit is defeated in Selma, Alabama. Forrest surrenders.



Incredibly, Union authorities take no action against the war criminal. He simply returns home to Memphis. The state of Tennessee is now under federal occupation, and the slaver’s plantation is abandoned.

Forrest is furious. Something must be done.

A postwar insurgency begins.

A group of former Confederate soldiers quickly form a paramilitary organization. Initially it is called Kyklos, the Greek word for “circle.” The men later add the word Clan, a reference to their common Scotch-Irish heritage.

The Ku Klux Klan is born.*



It is December 1866. Terrorists huddle around a wooden table in the backroom parlor of the Maxwell House Hotel. The six-story structure is the most impressive building in Nashville, Tennessee. Built by slave labor in 1859, the hotel was occupied by Union forces until the conclusion of the war. Now, locals believe the empty complex is haunted by a southern belle and her two brothers killed in battle.†

Orange candlelight casts an ominous glow on the middle-aged men. A fire blazes from the hearth. Curtains are drawn. Outside, the evening temperature plummets below freezing.



The men stand in total silence. The group includes General George Gordon, Lieutenants John Morton and James Crowe, and the “Grand Wizard of the Saddle”—Nathan Bedford Forrest.

They are here to elect a new leader to run the Ku Klux Klan. The vote proceeds quickly. Forrest is selected.

The Confederates then lock arms, forming a circle. On the table is a white cloth embroidered with a black cross and a bloodred teardrop. An oath of loyalty is administered.

The men speak in unison:


Non Silba Sed Anthar. [a combination of Latin and Gaelic meaning “Not Self, but Others”]

I maintain forever the God-given supremacy of the White Race. I will faithfully strive for the eternal maintenance of the tenets of the Christian religion, protection of pure womanhood, and the defense of our homes and country from the Negro Race.*



The ceremony is complete. Nathan Bedford Forrest now leads the largest terror organization in the United States.

But before the men depart the Maxwell House Hotel, they must agree on a name for their new commander. Within minutes, the Grand Wizard exits the building.



The invisible empire grows.

After the assassination of Abraham Lincoln, Vice President Andrew Johnson assumes the presidency. The Democrat from Tennessee rushes to restore the rebel states to the Union. Confederate leaders are pardoned. The White House does not demand protections for freed Black people.

Quickly, the Ku Klux Klan swells to five hundred thousand members across the South.

The Grand Wizard transforms the fraternity into an ominous force. The group infiltrates courthouses, police departments, and even governors’ mansions. They condone rape, arson, and murder against anyone, Black or White, who may be advocating for equality.†



The killers are ready.

It is Easter Sunday, 1873. A hot sun beats down on Grant Parish, Louisiana. Two hundred Black men, women, and children hide inside the Colfax City Court House. The small building is one thousand square feet, featuring a main room, a small office, and a jail cell.



The town has recently elected six former slaves to serve in the state legislature. In retaliation, the Klan orchestrates a campaign of violence against the local population. The terrified civilians abandon their homes. Out of desperation, they hope the Colfax City judge will provide them with protection.

They are wrong.

The residents lie on the cold cement floor of the courthouse. A small group of men watch through the windows. Some are armed with knives and muskets.

The riders approach.

Outside, three hundred violent men surround the building. Two hundred are members of the Klan. In unison, they begin howling the rebel yell.

Their terrorist leader, a local sheriff named Christopher Columbus Nash, walks toward the steps of the courthouse. He is an obese man with thin hair, filthy clothes, and tobacco-stained teeth. Nash gives the Black people thirty minutes to disarm and leave the building. Inside, the citizens know surrender means death. They refuse the sheriff’s order.

Without warning, bullets smash through the courthouse walls. Fifty men are killed instantly. Sixty attempt to flee through the rear door. There, they are cut down by the Klan. Thirty survive the initial assault. Nash’s men throw burning torches inside the building. The Black civilians manufacture a white flag from a jail cell bedsheet and hoist the banner through a window.

The gunfire stops. But the assault is not over.



Thirty survivors are taken prisoner.

They’re held in a filthy stable as the Klan decides their fate. Soon, the captives are chained to horses and brought to the swamps on the outskirts of Colfax City. They are ordered to lie on the muddy ground. Bullets rake their bodies. The corpses are left for the alligators and insects.

Six hundred miles north, the Grand Wizard enjoys Easter dinner.



In Washington, President Ulysses S. Grant is taking action. With thousands now being murdered by the Ku Klux Klan, Grant sends federal troops to combat the terrorists. Ground Zero is Georgia, where one thousand Union troops quickly arrest two hundred members of the KKK.

Meanwhile, Nathan Bedford Forrest travels the South under the guise of selling insurance. He denies he has anything to do with the Klan. President Grant knows Forrest from the Civil War but does not move against him. Soon, the use of federal troops to quell the violence is taken up by the Supreme Court.*



The Grand Wizard is dying.

Nathan Bedford Forrest lies on his deathbed inside the Memphis home of his brother, Jesse. It is Halloween night, 1877. The man who secretly leads the Ku Klux Klan is suffering from heart disease, liver failure, and untreated diabetes. He is just fifty-six years old. Once robust, Forrest now weighs less than 120 pounds.

Surrounded by his wife and children, the racist issues his final words: “Let the people say what they will, but I did right, and I think God will give me credit for it.”



Nathan Bedford Forrest’s body is taken, washed, and immediately transported to Memphis Elmwood Cemetery. The procession to his grave is two miles long; twenty thousand people line the streets to pay their respects.

The Grand Wizard is buried in his Confederate uniform with full military honors.



The legacy of General Forrest is violence and terror.

During his lifetime, the slaver expanded the Ku Klux Klan from a small fraternal organization to the largest terror network in world history. At its height, more than one million Americans were members of the KKK.

The group destabilized vast sections of the country for more than a century. Through murder, rape, and torture, it denied civil rights to Black people and other minorities.

Although President Grant’s assault on the Klan initially succeeds, the terror group resurfaces in the early twentieth century and remains a dominant force in southern politics for decades. The terror network is finally dismantled by the FBI in the 1960s.

Today, there are fewer than ten thousand active Klan members in the United States. Incredibly, there remain twenty-nine public monuments dedicated to Nathan Bedford Forrest. Those represent not only the acceptance of evil, but the celebration of it.*

The sad truth is that most Americans have never heard of Forrest or the evil he fostered. The atrocities that defined his life are largely lost to history. But it is important to remember the incredible catastrophe that men like Nathan Bedford Forrest promoted without a shred of remorse.







CHAPTER SIX
The Robber Barons



OYSTER BAY, NEW YORK

JULY 6, 1902

MORNING

Theodore Roosevelt is not in a good mood.

The twenty-sixth President of the United States sits behind a heavy oak desk in his Long Island mansion. The estate, called Sagamore Hill, is a sprawling 155-acre complex featuring saltwater marshes, woodlands, six houses, a chicken farm, and views of Oyster Bay.

Sunlight beams through the ornate stained-glass window of Roosevelt’s study. The room is filled with trophies from the president’s famous outdoor adventures: a bison head from the Dakota Territory, two stuffed lions from Africa, rhinoceros horns, a full-size moose, and an eight-foot rug made from the fur of a grizzly bear.

Though it is only nine o’clock in the morning, Roosevelt, often called the Colonel, Junior, or TR, finishes his fourth cup of coffee. Referring to him as “Teddy” is not advised. He despises the youthful moniker, which reminds him of his sickly childhood.

The forty-two-year-old Roosevelt assumes the White House just ten months earlier after an assassin’s bullet strikes down President William McKinley in Buffalo, New York. Now, in the prime of his life, Roosevelt runs the country with boundless energy.

TR summons his private secretary. A middle-aged man named William Loeb enters the room carrying a silver coffee pot.



Roosevelt’s cup is refilled. Sweat forms on his brow.*

The midsummer sun sends temperatures on Long Island into the nineties. To stay cool, the five-foot, eleven-inch-tall president wears a light-gray linen suit and white Panama hat. Underneath, his brown hair is parted down the middle, a dense moustache lining his upper lip.

The president sips his coffee, but his mind is elsewhere.



At the appointed time, the attorney general of the United States enters the room.

Philander Chase Knox has been summoned from Washington to Roosevelt’s “Summer White House” with little notice.

Instead of small talk with Knox, TR angrily paces the office, grabbing a newspaper and slamming it on his desk.

The New York Times headline reads, “Ruthless Operators Plan to Break Coal Strike.”

President Roosevelt is enraged.



Two hundred miles west of Long Island, thousands of workers in Pennsylvania are demanding decent conditions. The men want better wages and a shorter work week. With few federal or state protections, millions of Americans toil in danger. Thousands die on the job each year. Strikes erupt across the country.

At fault are some of the nation’s wealthiest industrialists, men who earn their fortunes by exploiting workers. These so-called Robber Barons are vicious, often ending strikes through violence and intimidation.*

Theodore Roosevelt has had enough. He bluntly instructs the attorney general to sue America’s most ruthless financier, J. P. Morgan. The banker controls the biggest corporations in America. He maintains order by eliminating competition.

J. P. Morgan must be contained.



It is January 18, 1902, in Scranton, Pennsylvania. Fifty men are trapped in darkness.

They huddle inside a small shaft in a dank coal mine. A main tunnel collapsed one hour earlier, preventing escape from the massive pit.



Lighting a fire is too dangerous; the caves are naturally filled with methane, a flammable but odorless gas. The only source of light comes from a single carbide lamp. The ten-inch wooden box emits a yellow glow generated by the chemical reaction between calcium and water. The men’s dim faces are covered in soot. Their eyes dart from each other to the collapsed shaft. Time is growing short.

The mine is owned by the Lackawanna Iron & Coal Company. The site provides ore to construct the new railroads now piecing the United States together. The principal client is a Manhattan banker named John Piermont Morgan. His friends call him JP.

The Lackawanna Company makes a fortune selling to Morgan and has a reputation of abusing its employees. In fact, the company does not dispatch any aid to help the trapped miners. None at all.†



One hundred fifty miles east of the disaster, J. P. Morgan enjoys breakfast in New York City.

The sixty-five-year-old dines on soft-boiled eggs, bacon, English pastries, coffee, and his favorite drink, freshly squeezed juice from oranges he personally imports from Florida. His five-story Manhattan townhouse boasts twelve bedrooms, a library, four dining rooms, six studies, a greenhouse, and an indoor swimming pool, which he rarely uses.



He shares the building with his wife, Frances Tracy, and their seven assistants. Frances, known as “Fanny,” is a cold woman from a wealthy New York family. The couple’s adult children, Louisa, John, Juliet, and Anne, live nearby in lower Manhattan. JP dotes on his seven grandchildren but is a distant father and husband.

The financier is also a notorious philanderer. He has numerous extramarital affairs, including a romantic relationship with a famous English actress named Lillie Langtry. The performer even stays at his townhouse when visiting New York. Fanny does not protest the presence of Morgan’s mistress.*

The Robber Baron departs the dining room and walks along a flower-filled hallway toward his bedroom. The opulent chamber features gilded furniture, a four-post bed, and balconies overlooking bustling Twenty-Third Street.

Born in 1837 to wealthy merchants in Hartford, Connecticut, J. P. Morgan attended college in Germany, then began his banking career at the age of twenty-one. Since then, he has started, consolidated, and merged dozens of businesses. Now, he operates a ruthless monopoly over the nation’s most important industries: railroads, banks, electricity, oil, and gas.

His personal fortune is estimated to be $100 million.*

Back in Pennsylvania, the miners are slowly suffocating.



The desperate men dig through the rubble by hand. Because they are on an isolated mountainside, there is no outside help. Also, there is no equipment to remove the enormous boulders inside the mine.

So, the miners struggle to roll giant rocks away from the sealed entrance. Miraculously, the frightened men are successful. After two hours, a three-foot-high escape route is carved out. The miners cheer as sunlight breaches the darkness. One by one they emerge from the shaft.

But there is still danger in the air.

The mine’s manager in charge of safety, a rotund man named Jimmy McDormand, celebrates the rescue with a Pall Mall cigarette. He reaches into his pocket, removing a box of wooden matches. The foreman is unaware of the invisible threat surrounding him. Since the mine collapse, hundreds of cubic feet of methane gas have escaped into the outside air. Now, the odorless gas envelops the men.

McDormand strikes the match against his boot.

Immediately, the miners are engulfed in a massive fireball. Bodies fly in all directions. Twenty-two workers are killed. Another thirty lose limbs. Several are left permanently deaf or blind.†



In response, the Lackawanna Iron & Coal Company gives each grieving family just $100. There is no immediate investigation into the cause of the disaster. The mine reopens twenty-four hours later. New workers are imported from nearby towns to labor under the same deadly conditions.

The miners are paid one dollar per day.



It is Thanksgiving 1864.

Six-year-old Theodore Roosevelt writhes in bed at his family’s brownstone on Twentieth Street in Manhattan. His father, Theodore Senior, mother Martha, and three siblings surround the sick boy. The bedroom is adorned with Victorian furniture, books, toys, and a thick, decorative maroon carpet. The windowsills are lined with Teddy’s latest interests: gems and rocks he collected from Central Park.

The most prominent physician in New York City, Doctor Henry Augustus DuBois, works feverishly to keep the young boy alive. Teddy suffers from severe asthma. For unknown reasons, the situation worsens in the evening. Tonight, Dr. DuBois was summoned from his office on Park Avenue after the young boy collapsed during Thanksgiving dinner. Now, Teddy is losing consciousness; his lips have gone blue, brown hair matted against his forehead with cold sweat.*



The doctor desperately administers a thick concoction of herbs, oil, and chloroform to Theodore’s chest. Tobacco leaves are burned around the bed. It is believed smoke from the plants can open a person’s airways. Soon, Teddy’s condition stabilizes. The frail child is ordered to remain in bed indefinitely.

In the ensuing years, young Teddy Roosevelt survives a variety of health challenges. Against the odds, he becomes a robust young man, eventually attending Harvard, where he boxes and wrestles.

By his forty-second birthday, Theodore Roosevelt Jr. is the most powerful person in the world.



J. P. Morgan is beginning to sweat.

It is September 29, 1902. The millionaire sits inside his office at 23 Wall Street in lower Manhattan. The building, a simple four-story structure known as “the Corner,” is the national headquarters of J.P. Morgan & Co.

The townhouse has no public signage or elaborate entrance. It is, however, one of the most important offices in America. From here, Morgan controls $3 billion in assets, 20 percent of the entire US economy.*



The sixty-five-year-old Morgan, wearing a dark suit, black bow tie, and gray vest, paces the floor and then emerges onto his wrought-iron balcony. He is a sturdy man with gray hair, long moustache, bulbous nose. The businessman takes himself extremely seriously and is easily angered, prone to random outbursts and fits of rage.

Beneath him on the street, dozens of horse-drawn carriages traverse the city. The pungent scent of manure wafts into the office. On the first floor of the Corner, construction is underway on a new facility to house Morgan’s recently purchased gas-powered automobile. He calls it a “parking lot.”

In his hand, the financier clutches a letter from the Department of Justice. It concerns his recent business venture: a railroad conglomerate called Northern Securities. The business controls eighteen thousand miles of track; fifty thousand employees work under dangerous conditions from Seattle to Chicago. Northern is the second-largest corporation in the world. The first is Morgan’s other enterprise, U.S. Steel.

The charges are serious. The attorney general has accused J. P. Morgan of violating federal anti-monopoly law. But the businessman knows it is President Roosevelt who is behind the legal attack. Morgan also understands, for the first time, that he is facing severe consequences.

Enraged, Morgan reaches for the telephone.

Half a mile away, a switchboard rings at 26 Broadway, one of the first skyscrapers in New York City. A middle-aged woman answers: “Standard Oil Company, Edith speaking, how may I help you?” After a brief conversation, the call is forwarded to the twenty-second floor.

The second-richest man in America answers the phone.



Oil tycoon John Davison Rockefeller paces his penthouse, holding the phone against his right ear while listening to J. P. Morgan.

On Rockefeller’s desk is a separate letter from the Department of Justice. Like Morgan, he too is under investigation. Rockefeller’s business, Standard Oil, controls 90 percent of America’s energy supply. Most competition is eliminated through intimidation, violence, and coercion. Rockefeller even manipulates the oil supply to inflate prices during the cold winter months. To increase profits, he allows hundreds of thousands of Americans to freeze inside their homes. Many are children.

Unlike J. P. Morgan, John D. Rockefeller is a self-made man. Born in 1839 in upstate New York, young John is the second of six children. His father is a grifter known as “Devil Bill” who largely ignores him. A weak student, Johnny Rockefeller drops out of high school in his second year. He then uses his organizational talents to make money. Putting together a group of highly motivated young men, Rockefeller begins to build business alliances in Cleveland, Ohio. He senses that oil will be the product of the future and starts the Standard Oil Company in 1870.*



Now, the sixty-three-year-old businessman has one hundred thousand employees. They work a minimum of seventy-five hours a week. Though Standard Oil is the most profitable business in the world, employees are paid an average annual salary of just $400.†

Like J. P. Morgan, Rockefeller is totally apathetic toward the well-being of his employees. Five thousand workers are injured on his oil fields each year, many badly burned.

Meanwhile, John Rockefeller lives the life of a sultan in New York City. He and his wife, Laura, and their five children enjoy the most lavish brownstone in Manhattan. The family also has estates in upstate New York, Ohio, and Florida.



The arrogance of power is now on full display. The two Robber Barons discuss how to handle the Justice Department’s letter and, indeed, President Roosevelt himself. They naively believe TR can be bought.

J. P. Morgan ends the phone conversation with Rockefeller, then dials the presidential switchboard at the White House. He knows the Executive Mansion well, having visited President William McKinley on seven separate occasions.

After he is put on hold for twenty-five minutes, an intentional act that enrages Morgan, the president and Attorney General Philander Knox come on the line.

The furious financier first berates Roosevelt, then makes him an offer.

“If we have done anything wrong, send your man to meet my man, they can fix it up.”

Angered, the attorney general says, “We don’t want to fix it up, we want to stop it.”

“Are you going to attack my other interests?” asks Morgan.

The question goes unanswered. The call is disconnected.*



It is late evening on October 2, 1902, in Kalamazoo, Michigan.

Two thousand men are nearing the end of their shift at the Ohio Oil Company, a subsidiary of Rockefeller’s Standard Oil. The refinery consists of a large three-story building equipped with distillation units and other machines that process crude oil into kerosene and gasoline. The roof of the complex is made of retractable glass, allowing dangerous vapors to escape.

There are no safety regulations. The nearest firehouse is twenty miles away. The workers are given nothing but a cloth mask to shield their lungs from toxic chemicals. Some already are suffering from lung disease, which will eventually kill thousands of them.



In the center of the complex is a massive tank housing fifty thousand gallons of gasoline. The fuel will be divided into steel drums, then placed aboard J. P. Morgan’s railroad network to be distributed across the Midwest. But on this night, that never happens.

The foreman, thirty-two-year-old Earl Wainright, sleeps at his desk after a grueling fourteen-hour shift. He has forgotten to open the retractable roof. Slowly, gas and kerosene vapors fill the refinery.

As the exhausted workers shuffle through the exit door, flammable gas reaches an open flame inside the incinerator. A massive fireball blows through the refinery, igniting the entire space. A three-hundred-foot blaze destroys the glass roof. The explosion can be heard ten miles away.

Fifteen men die immediately. Another seventy are burned alive. The entire refinery is quickly reduced to ashes.

Although 1,900 workers survive, none are compensated for the disaster; even the families of the deceased receive nothing from Rockefeller’s company. The next day, workers are taken by train to another oil refinery in South Bend, Indiana, where they begin laboring under similar deadly conditions.

John D. Rockefeller docks each employee two dollars, a full day’s pay, for the train fare.



It is March 14, 1904. President Roosevelt and his War Cabinet gather in Sagamore Hill. The advisors surround the Commander-in-Chief on his veranda overlooking the Long Island Sound. The men are there to discuss the looming war between Russia and Japan. But Roosevelt’s mind is back in Washington.

After eighteen months of litigation, the United States Supreme Court is nearing a decision on the lawsuit against the Robber Barons. The case is led by Assistant Attorney General Milton Purdy, who argues that Morgan’s Northern Securities Company is in direct violation of the Sherman Antitrust Act of 1890. That law prohibits anticompetitive behavior. At this point, Morgan controls 80 percent of the nation’s railroads, and Rockefeller’s conglomerate, Standard Oil, dominates 90 percent of America’s fuel supply.

A telephone rings inside Roosevelt’s home.

A few moments later, TR’s private secretary steps onto the porch and whispers in the president’s ear.

The Supreme Court has made a decision.



Assistant Attorney General Purdy waits anxiously inside the lobby of the United States Capitol.

Since 1800, the Supreme Court has met in a small office near the House Chamber. Today, the nine justices are ready to release one of the most important decisions in American history.*



Sitting alongside Roosevelt’s lawyer is J. P. Morgan’s team, including ruthless New York attorneys William Nelson Cromwell and Charles Evans Hughes. In a rare act of kindness, Cromwell offers the assistant attorney general a cigarette from a silver case. Though Purdy is not a smoker, he accepts, then nervously lights up with a wooden match.

The men wait in silence, watching tobacco ash drop on the marble floor. After a few moments, the assembled group looks up to see six assistants from the Supreme Court walk briskly down the hall. They are handed the typewritten decision, as are members of the press.

Theodore Roosevelt’s attorney reads the paper, then runs toward the Capitol’s switchboard room.



President Roosevelt smiles.

TR hangs up the phone and returns to the veranda. In a 5–4 decision, the Supreme Court writes, “The Northern Securities arrangement was an illegal combination in restraint of interstate commerce.… The railroad companies must be disjoined.”*

Relieved, TR dismisses his War Cabinet and heads for the woods on the outskirts of Sagamore Hill. He strolls the wetlands in solitude, listening to the sound of seagulls enjoying the afternoon sun.



Theodore Roosevelt relishes his victory but understands the fight against evil is not over.

In lower Manhattan, J. P. Morgan seethes.



The railroad tycoon is not used to losing.

Morgan summons his closest associates to his Wall Street office, including John D. Rockefeller and Andrew Carnegie. The magnates release a joint statement, arguing the president’s regulations will only harm the American economy. However, the millionaires are pragmatic. To avoid further action, they agree to cooperate with Roosevelt’s White House. The men institute new rules in banking, introduce some safety protocols, and agree to work with union leaders on better labor practices. But the damage they have already inflicted on the American workforce is incalculable.

Because of worker abuse, the average lifespan in the United States drops two full years, wages decrease to levels not seen since the Civil War, and the childhood poverty rate soars.

At the same time, the number of millionaires in the United States increases 2,000 percent.



The Supreme Court ruling has frightened the Robber Barons—with one exception. John D. Rockefeller continues his brutal business practices. Nevertheless, he continues to enjoy the approval of Manhattan’s high society.

This angers President Roosevelt. And in the final year of his second term, he sues Rockefeller again, and wins again. The Standard Oil Company is dismantled. Dozens of other monopolies are eventually destroyed by TR’s vendetta against the Robber Barons.



J. P. Morgan’s health deteriorates rapidly in the early twentieth century. For unknown reasons, he is suddenly unable to swallow food. Doctors attempt to feed him through a tube forced down his throat. The process is excruciating. Morgan dies on March 31, 1913. Flags on Wall Street are flown at half-staff. The stock exchange closes two hours early—an honor usually reserved for the death of a president. Morgan is seventy-five years old.*

Six years later, Theodore Roosevelt passes in his sleep at the age of sixty from a blood clot. Says Woodrow Wilson’s vice president Thomas Marshall, “Death had to take Roosevelt sleeping, for if he had been awake, there would have been a fight.”

John D. Rockefeller perishes in 1937, just two months shy of his ninety-eighth birthday. At the time of his death, he owns or operates 128 separate businesses. All were subject to federal investigation.



From 1870 to 1910, unscrupulous Robber Barons control much of America’s economy. Together, they amass billions of dollars by exploiting workers and sanctioning violence against competitors.

Other notorious barons are Andrew Carnegie, Cornelius Vanderbilt, Russel Sage, and Leland Stanford. One millionaire, a man named James Fisk, makes his fortune by exploiting the gold market, eventually causing a stock market collapse in the year 1869. Fisk is shot dead in Manhattan at the age of thirty-six. Authorities say the crime involved a love triangle.

J. P. Morgan and John D. Rockefeller are still widely known in financial circles. Some people revere them. Each man donated an estimated $500 million to philanthropic causes.

But the truth is Morgan, Rockefeller, and the other barons were evil destroyers. Their personal greed led to countless deaths in the workplace.

Today, hundreds of thousands of people visit Rockefeller Center in New York City every year. Most do not know it was named after the personification of evil. A person who defied the biblical admonishment of the Apostle James:


Go to now, ye rich men, weep and howl in your miseries.

Your riches are corrupted.*









CHAPTER SEVEN
Joseph Stalin



STALINGRAD, SOVIET UNION

NOVEMBER 1, 1942

DAWN

Extinction.

One thousand Soviet soldiers along with three hundred civilians take shelter inside the Red October Steel Factory. There is limited food and water. Ammunition is running out. The strategic complex is besieged by Adolf Hitler’s army. Each night, temperatures plummet below zero. Hundreds freeze to death, their bodies piled against the windows to block sniper fire. Nazi sharpshooters use the corpses as target practice.*

The factory is the industrial center of Stalingrad, producing bullets, rifles, and tanks for the Russian war effort. From there, armaments are shipped north up the Volga River to resupply soldiers fighting the Germans. Now, Stalingrad is under siege; if it falls, the Soviet Army may be finished.†

The sprawling plant is one square mile, consisting of ten buildings. After weeks of combat, the Russians control just two warehouses and a small loading dock. It is their only lifeline. Under cover of darkness, supplies are ferried across the Volga River to help the trapped defenders.



The Communist fighters huddle on the floor of Warehouse A, a converted airplane hangar formerly used to repair tanks. Outside the factory, fifteen thousand German soldiers are anticipating their demise.

Early morning sunlight beams through holes in the roof of the warehouse. The building is nearly decimated by nonstop artillery strikes. At the front of the factory hangs a fifteen-foot portrait of Soviet leader Joseph Stalin. Some Russians revere him, but all fear the Communist dictator who has total control over their lives.

Under Stalin’s leadership, the USSR grows from a backwater nation to a global superpower. He accomplishes this by disregarding all human life. His only concern is the state.

Through intentional famine, property seizure, political repression, purges, and a vast system of prisons known as gulags, Joseph Stalin consolidates power, thus becoming one of the most fearsome people in the world.*

Before World War II even begins, Stalin has killed twelve million of his own people. He is unrepentant.†



The fighting is relentless.

Soviet soldiers defending the Red October Steel Factory are members of the Sixty-Second Russian Brigade under the command of General Vasily Chuikov. The forty-two-year-old, known by his troops as “the Man of Iron Will,” wears the standard uniform of the Red Army: a dark-green tunic, trousers, a folded hat, and a large silver belt buckle adorned with a single red star—a symbol of the Communist Party. The only visible difference between Chuikov and his men are the golden arrows affixed to his shoulders that signify the rank of general.

The desperate commander now sits in the corner of the warehouse plotting his next move. He has a prominent jawline, high cheekbones, thin black hair. Despite the barbaric conditions, the general shaves each morning. Now, he dips a straight razor into a bowl of frigid water, then scrapes the blade across his face, waiting for the next volley of German artillery.

Chuikov knows his men are losing hope. Some civilians secretly discuss fleeing the factory. The general can never let that happen. He must maintain discipline.



More than sixteen months ago, Nazi Germany invaded the Soviet Union, violating a treaty that Hitler and Stalin both signed. Initially, the Russian army suffers catastrophic losses—surrender and desertion are common.

Enraged, Joseph Stalin issues Order Number 227 to his commanders:


Panic makers and cowards must be liquidated on the spot. Not one step backward without orders from higher headquarters! Commanders, or anyone, who abandon a position without an order from higher headquarters are traitors to the motherland.



But Stalin knows Order 227 is a war crime. Therefore, he conceals it by ordering his officers to keep no record of summary executions.

Thus, the true number of those murdered by Stalin’s no-retreat order will never be known.



On this November morning, one million Soviets and three hundred thousand Germans are locked in a death struggle for Stalingrad.

It is the most horrific battle in the history of mankind. Daily, snipers destroy human beings by the hundreds. Explosives are hidden everywhere. Civilians are randomly shot dead or blown apart by land mines. Any Russian who tries to leave the city is killed by Stalin’s rear guard.

Half a million noncombatants are trapped in the rubble; most are women and children. To survive the frigid temperatures, people burn garbage, human waste, and furniture. They eat shoe leather, pets, horses, rats, insects, and frozen grains. All societal norms collapse. Both Russians and Germans take desperate measures to survive, including cannibalism.



Six hundred miles away, the dictator sips tea in darkness.

Joseph Stalin drinks from a porcelain cup inside his modest apartment in Moscow. The beverage is made from dried leaves cultivated in his native region of Georgia, now part of the Soviet Empire. The aroma reminds him of his childhood home. He consumes the beverage each night before bed.

The dictator’s official residence is the top floor of the Kremlin. The small suite features simple furniture: a fireplace, kitchen, bedroom, and office. From here, Stalin stares down on Red Square in the center of Moscow. Sandbags and soldiers surround the complex. Searchlights scan the sky for enemy aircraft. Snow begins to fall on the city.

Joseph Stalin removes a small pipe from his desk drawer, fills it with tobacco, and lights the bowl. Before him are two black telephones. These hotlines provide direct links to the headquarters of the Red Army and the NKVD, the murderous Soviet secret police.*

The sixty-three-year-old Stalin wears a simple button-down shirt and trousers. He is exhausted, his face wrinkled with age. The dictator’s brown hair and moustache are meticulously trimmed. He is of average height with a stocky build.

Stalin’s eyes are bloodshot; his health is rapidly deteriorating. He suffers from high blood pressure, heart disease, and diabetes. Four months earlier, the dictator disappeared from public view for three weeks. Some speculate he suffered a stroke.

At all times, the dictator is consumed by war. He spends eighteen hours a day leading the fight against the Nazis. He often ingests stimulants to stay awake. Stalin now walks with a limp; his extremities shake with tremors caused by prescribed drugs.

The dictator picks up a phone with his trembling right hand. The line rings automatically. On the other end, General Georgy Zhukov, chief of the General Staff of the Soviet Armed Forces, answers. Stalin authorizes Operation Uranus: the deployment of another million Soviet soldiers to defend Stalingrad. It is a risky maneuver. Troops are diverted from Poland, Czechoslovakia, and Ukraine. If the mission fails, the Germans will have a direct line of attack toward Moscow—and Stalin himself.

Spent, the dictator hangs up the phone and retires to his undecorated bedroom. The chamber has just two pieces of furniture: a single bed and wooden nightstand. There, he keeps a framed portrait of his second wife, Nadezhda Alliluyeva, who died ten years earlier. “Nadya,” as she was known, shot herself in the heart after seeing her husband flirt with another woman at a Communist Party dinner. Stalin has never gotten over his wife’s death. Now, he spends some evenings with various mistresses, including his personal nurse and secretary.

Before retiring, Joseph Stalin briefly returns to his office, turning on his desk lamp. The glow is visible to the streets below, giving the impression that the Russian leader never sleeps.

Six hundred miles south, the men inside Red October await their fate.



It is December 15, 1942. General Chuikov is out of options.

The Soviet commander rests his elbows on a pile of frozen bodies, staring through a pair of binoculars. The moment he has long feared has finally arrived. The German Army is advancing on his position.

Chuikov orders that everyone inside Red October be given fifty rounds of ammunition, one grenade, a bayonet, and a ration of vodka. The general gives the final order: “Fight to the death for Mother Russia and our fearless leader, Joseph Stalin.”

The men cheer as they take defensive positions.

Soon, dozens of artillery shells crash down on the warehouse. Explosions blast through the complex. Bodies fly in every direction. The general and thirty high-ranking officers retreat to the basement as thousands of German soldiers rush into the complex. The subterranean labyrinth is a maze of storage facilities and offices. Vicious hand-to-hand combat ensues. Men are shot, stabbed, strangled, or beaten to death. Some Russians lure the Germans into small rooms under the pretense of surrender. Once inside, they explode grenades, killing themselves and the invaders.

This tactic is called Samoubiystvo Gibel za Rodinu—“suicide death in honor of the motherland.” General Chuikov himself is prepared to commit the act if necessary. He knows the fate of Russian commanders captured by the Nazis.

Suicide is preferrable to torture.



As carnage unfolds in the basement, eight hundred Russian troops remain on the factory floor.

Suddenly, terrified civilians flee the building. The desperate group nearly reaches an escape boat anchored in the Volga, but they are apprehended by their own comrades. Enraged, Soviet soldiers order fifteen men and women to face the river and kneel. Each is shot in the head, then thrown into the icy water.*

Inside the factory, the German onslaught lasts six hours.

Almost incredibly, General Chuikov and his lieutenants emerge from the basement victorious. His personal guard of two dozen men kill more than eighty members of the German Sixth Army.

The defeat shocks the Nazi leadership, including Hitler. He orders another attack. Again and again, the invaders are repelled.

Back in Moscow, Joseph Stalin hails the soldiers of Red October as a symbol of Soviet heroism. He uses the victory as propaganda to rally the demoralized Russian population.



By Christmas 1942, a reinforced Soviet Army encircles Stalingrad, trapping 250,000 Germans inside the city. General Chuikov holds his position along the banks of the Volga River. Of the one thousand Communist fighters who began the defense of the Red October Steel Factory, just two hundred remain alive.

On February 2, 1943, the remaining one hundred thousand Germans surrender. Most are taken to the gulags. Just five thousand survive captivity and return home.

At least one million people die during the Battle of Stalingrad, including fifty thousand civilians. Another million are gravely wounded. General Chuikov is promoted to Marshal of the Soviet Union, the second-highest rank in the USSR. He survives the war, living until the age of eighty-two.

Stalingrad is the turning point for Stalin. From this point on, the Soviet Army will be on the offensive, driving the German forces back to Berlin.

Stalin believes he can defeat Adolf Hitler through sheer brutality. He is prepared to sacrifice millions of Russians to carry out that strategy. Negotiation is not an option.

The war will last another two years and two months. Stalin knows the Nazis are finished, and his Allied partners, America and Great Britain, are war-weary. But the Soviet dictator is not enervated—he’s energized.

Joseph Stalin has plans.



The boy screams in agony.

It is Christmas Day, 1888. Ten-year-old Joseph tries desperately to shield his mother, Keke, from another savage beating. Though it is before noon, his father, Beso Jughashvili, is drunk. He routinely beats young Joseph as well as his wife, sometimes sending them to the hospital.

The impoverished Jughashvili family lives in the town of Gori, a small village in Georgia, part of the Russian Empire. Joseph’s two older brothers die in infancy from malnutrition. His father, a shoemaker, embraces alcohol and violence. Joseph himself nearly perishes from smallpox. The illness leaves the future dictator with facial scars that will embarrass him for the rest of his life.

After assaulting his wife, the patriarch turns to Joseph. The boy flees to the forest, where he hides in frigid temperatures and three-foot snowbanks. After sunset, young Joseph returns home to find his father passed out on the wood floor.*

The single-story house has just two rooms: a kitchen and bedroom. In the center is a stone fireplace. There is no plumbing; water is fetched from a nearby creek. The harsh conditions depress the boy. He grows to hate the royal Romanov family, who have ruthlessly ruled the Russian Empire for three hundred years.



One thousand miles away in Saint Petersburg, Czar Alexander III dines inside his lavish Winter Palace. Ornate gifts wrapped in gilded paper are piled under a twenty-foot-tall Christmas tree. The baroque mansion is the largest residence in the world. It boasts one thousand rooms, ten art galleries, fifteen dining rooms, and fourteen kitchens. At the same time, millions of Russians starve in squalor.

Outside the Winter Palace, a revolution is brewing.



It is 1901. Joseph Jughashvili, now twenty-three, joins the Russian Social Democratic Labor Party, changing his surname to “Stalin”—Russian for “Man of Steel.” The party is inspired by the writings of Karl Marx, who published The Communist Manifesto fifty years earlier.

The philosophy is simple and lethal: Humans are locked in a perpetual battle between lowly workers and wealthy businessowners. By killing the rich and seizing their property, the impoverished will create a “perfect” society, where life’s necessities are provided by a benevolent government. To achieve this benevolence, all acts of violence are justified.

Under the leadership of the murderous Vladimir Lenin, zealots known as Bolsheviks begin waging a bloody civil war against the Russian czar.*



Stalin quickly rises through the ranks. He organizes labor strikes, distributes propaganda, even robs banks to fund the Communist movement.

The young man gains a reputation for brutality and ideological fervor.

From Saint Petersburg, the czar begins to notice.



The “Man of Steel” is sweating profusely.

It is June 1909. Joseph Stalin sits inside a tiny shack in Siberia. The revolutionary wears a linen shirt, black trousers, leather boots. He stares into the fireplace. Though the temperature exceeds ninety degrees, the blaze keeps mosquitos away.

One year earlier, Stalin was arrested for fomenting a bloody insurrection in Baku, a desert region in Central Asia.† There, he organizes an uprising against oil companies. Says Stalin later in life, “I created a storm of conflicts between the workers and oil owners. It first taught me what leading large masses of workers meant. It was in Baku that I thus received my revolutionary baptism of fire.”‡

Rather than murder the captured Communist rebel, a move the czar believes will incite further violence, Stalin is exiled to Siberia—five million square miles of isolated wilderness. The vast woodland is an open-air prison filled with bears, wolves, and enemies of the state.

The czar believes escape is impossible.

Joseph Stalin will prove him wrong.



The escapee moves silently under moonlight.

Two days earlier, Stalin walks ten miles north to the nearest town, Solvychegodsk. There, he is secretly given five hundred Russian rubles by Communist sympathizers. He distributes money to the monarchist guards who are tasked with watching him. He is also given bundles of women’s clothing, garments that will aid his escape.*

Now, the future dictator treks south in darkness. He has chosen this night to escape because of good weather. For the first time in weeks, it is a clear sky. He uses the stars to navigate the treacherous journey.

Slowly, Stalin plods through the woods clutching a nine-inch blade. He backtracks several times, attempting to conceal his own footprints. He pauses frequently, listening for the sounds of predators or pursuing guards.

Despite the oppressive heat, the Bolshevik is wearing a woman’s fur coat and cheap jewelry. His head is covered in a silk babushka, a traditional scarf tied under the chin.

Stalin is on edge. He detests the local villagers who work as the monarch’s prison keepers. Also, he has disdain for his fellow exiles. Stalin believes they are too moderate. His peers say revolution can be brought about by peaceful elections. Stalin knows otherwise.



Violence is necessary.

Operating under the female name Stefania Petrovskaya, Joseph Stalin treks thirty miles on foot through the wilderness. For food, he stops at small towns, begging for scraps as a middle-aged widow. The terrain is treacherous, filled with rivers, gorges, mountains, and wolves. Branches strike his clean-shaven face, drawing blood. Mosquito bites line his neck. Stalin nearly fractures his leg after falling into a ravine. Eventually, he reaches the city of Kotlas, buying a train ticket under the alias “Miss Petrovskaya.” Stalin is bound for Saint Petersburg, where he will be protected by other Communists.*



The czar has less than one hour to live.

It is midnight on July 17, 1918, a decade after Stalin’s escape from Siberia. For the last year, Communist forces have seized vast sections of Russia, eventually capturing some members of the royal family.

Now, the Romanovs—Czar Nicholas II, his wife, Alexandra, and their five children—are held captive in a small cottage fifteen hundred miles east of their lavish mansion in Saint Petersburg.

The tiny property features a modest kitchen, two bedrooms, dining room, and cellar. The windows are painted black to hide the family’s identity. The royals are allowed to walk in the garden just thirty minutes a day. They are given meager rations of food: dried fish, boiled eggs, and water from a nearby river. The monarchs find the humble conditions almost unbearable.

Czar Nicholas II, a handsome man with trimmed black hair and an immaculately groomed beard, sleeps next to his wife on a dirty mattress inside the first-floor bedroom. He cannot imagine the atrocity that is about to unfold.

Outside the house, the executioners finalize their plan.

Earlier that day, a message was hand-delivered from local Communist headquarters. For months, the Soviets have attempted to exile the Romanovs to the United Kingdom, ruled by King George V, first cousin of Czar Nicholas. Those efforts have failed.

Now, under orders of Vladimir Lenin and his top lieutenant, Joseph Stalin, the entire royal family is to be liquidated. There will be no survivors.



The bedroom door slowly swings open.

The Romanovs’ personal physician, Eugene Botkin, enters the bedchamber in total darkness. He shakes the fifty-year-old czar and his wife awake, instructing them to dress quickly. The monarchs are told they are being taken to another safehouse for their own protection.

Terrified, all seven members of the Romanov family wait in silence inside the kitchen. Their youngest daughter, seventeen-year-old Anastasia, clutches a porcelain doll given to her at birth.

Suddenly, Communist commander Yakov Yurovsky enters the kitchen with his pistol drawn. Yurovsky is a political zealot, prone to violence. The forty-year-old idolizes Joseph Stalin, even styling his hair and moustache after the Soviet leader.

The Romanovs are ordered into the basement. The czar’s wife, Alexandra, vomits on the floor. Silently, the family descends to their death.

Ten minutes later, an execution squad enters the cellar. General Yurovsky retrieves a small paper from his pocket and reads the sentence aloud:


Nikolai Alexandrovich Romanov, in view of the fact that your relatives are continuing their attack on Soviet Russia, the Ural Executive Committee has decided to execute you.



The confused czar turns toward his captors, asking, “What?” Moments later, bullets tear through his chest, killing him instantly. The next to die is his wife, who is shot in the back of the head; blood and brain matter spray the concrete wall.

The executioners fire at random. After thirty seconds of chaos, the guns fall silent. Miraculously, all of the Romanov children survive the initial shooting, the ornate jewels embroidered into their clothing acting as makeshift armor.

Methodically, each is executed at close range. The last to die is Anastasia, who is stabbed in the stomach with a rusty bayonet, then shot in the face. The massacre takes ten minutes. The only Romanov to survive is the family’s pet, a two-year-old cocker spaniel named Joy.

The bodies are looted for valuables, stripped naked, then loaded into a flatbed truck. Some Communists sexually fondle the murdered women. The defiled corpses are driven into the forest. There, they are tossed into an abandoned mine shaft and doused in acid to disfigure them beyond recognition.

Yurovsky takes three grenades, removes the pins, then tosses the explosives into the pit. The blast seals the unmarked tomb of the Romanov dynasty—the monarchs who ruled Russia for three centuries.

Confirmation of the family’s murder is sent to Moscow. Stalin and Lenin celebrate.

Vodka is summoned.



On December 30, 1922, Vladimir Lenin establishes the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics, or USSR, anointing himself the Supreme Leader.

Joseph Stalin is named General Secretary of the Communist Party. Though the position is initially a ceremonial title, he methodically consolidates power through intimidation, extortion, bribes, and physical violence.

Lenin dies two years later. Stalin assumes command of the USSR. He eliminates all political rivals. Thousands are executed. His former comrades, including Foreign Minister Leon Trotsky, are expelled from the Communist Party and exiled from the Soviet Union. Seven hundred thousand people are sent to the gulags. Stalin bans all religion, independent newspapers, books, personal freedoms—even traditional names for newborn babies are forbidden by the government, including Maria, Anna, and Michael. Anyone speaking out against the regime is given a show trial, then executed; their families are charged for the cost of the bullet.

Homeownership is eliminated. Private businesses are seized by the state. With no experience, thousands of untrained bureaucrats take charge of the economy. Entire industries collapse, including farming, fishing, coal mining, manufacturing, steel, and textiles. Famine ensues.

By the end of World War II, forty million Russians are dead.

But Stalin remains very much alive.



Winston Churchill is cautious.

It is February 10, 1945. The British Prime Minister lights the tip of another cigar and throws the match into an ornate glass ashtray. He sips a glass of Johnny Walker whiskey diluted with water, surveying the room around him.

The most powerful men in the world gather around a large circular table. To Churchill’s left is Franklin Roosevelt. The American President’s health is rapidly failing, and that is evident in his demeanor. Though the room is warmed by a large fireplace, he wears a long coat and scarf. FDR will be dead in two months. Across the table sits Joseph Stalin, shrewdly assessing the situation.

The dictator is hosting his allies in the town of Yalta, a retreat on the Black Sea. World War II is nearing an end. Germany is retreating on all fronts; the American navy advances toward Japan.

Now, Stalin, Roosevelt, and Churchill, called “the Big Three,” meet inside the lavish Livadia Palace, once the summer home of Czar Nicholas II, the Russian ruler murdered by Stalin’s execution squad. Spread before them are eight-foot maps of the European continent. Tobacco smoke fills the room, trays of caviar and champagne are rolled in on silver carts, bottles of liquor line the table. Translators struggle to communicate, often shouting at each other in fits of frustration.

The men are discussing the fate of two hundred million Europeans.



Joseph Stalin is confident.

The “Man of Steel” boards a secure military train to Moscow. The paranoid dictator refuses to fly, believing his plane will be shot down by the enemy. His private car is adorned with elegant furniture, a bedroom, bathroom, and kitchen. Above his desk hangs a golden hammer and sickle, the symbol of Communism. From a leather armchair facing the window, he watches the Crimean countryside give way to the wheat fields of the Russian prairie, then the rugged Ural Mountains. The arduous journey takes thirty hours.*



The dictator drinks tea while planning the expansion of his empire. He commits his military forces to the Allied fight against Japan and also pledges to join the United Nations, a promise he will break.

In exchange, the Soviet Union will control half of Germany, including a section of Berlin, and occupy almost all of eastern Europe.

Temporarily, of course.

Stalin promises to hold free elections but secretly knows that will never happen. Soon, the Soviet Union occupies Ukraine, East Germany, Poland, Czechoslovakia, Hungary, Romania, Bulgaria, and parts of Yugoslavia.

Joseph Stalin now has total control over the lives of three hundred million people.



Winston Churchill is in an unfamiliar place.

It is March 5, 1946, two years after the conference at Yalta. The former Prime Minister stands behind a podium inside a college gymnasium. He has traveled from his home in England to the small Midwest town of Fulton, Missouri, to deliver an important message. Alongside him sits Harry Truman, a Missouri native, who became president eleven months earlier after the death of Franklin Roosevelt.

Churchill, wearing a black suit, bow tie, and glasses, addresses the crowd of thirty thousand people. Hundreds of millions are listening around the world on the radio.

Slowly, the Prime Minister reads his handwritten notes:


An iron curtain has descended across the Continent. Behind that line lie all the capitals of the ancient states of Central and Eastern Europe. Warsaw, Berlin, Prague, Vienna, Budapest, Belgrade, Bucharest and Sofia, all these famous cities and the populations around them lie in what I must call the Soviet sphere, and all are subject in one form or another, not only to Soviet influence but to a very high and, in many cases, increasing measure of control from Moscow.



Once finished, the former Prime Minister takes the speech, folds it in half, and places the document inside his vest pocket.

Harry Truman and Winston Churchill return to Washington.

The Cold War has begun.



Evil is on the march.

It is December 1952. Joseph Stalin stands at the head of a twenty-foot-long wooden table deep inside the Kremlin building. The room is circular, boasting intricate white pillars that span from the marble floor to the neon-lit ceiling. Behind him is a bust of his mentor Vladimir Lenin.

Seated before Stalin are leaders of the USSR: party officials, ministers of state, and chieftains of the secret police. To consolidate control, the dictator increases this group, known as the “Political Bureau” or “Politburo,” from twenty-six to thirty-six members. The enlarged committee is completely devoted to Stalin out of fear.

The Kremlin is fortified with iron and steel to withstand bombs and explosives. The armor creates a cavernous echo, making Stalin’s powerful voice even more intimidating. Seated on his right is the second most feared man in Russia: Lavrentiy Beria. The fifty-three-year-old Communist is outwardly polite, with meek features and balding hair. He is also a sadistic killer, rapist, and pedophile.*

Beria is the head of the NKVD, the Soviet secret police. Under his command are one million employees trained in espionage, torture, and terrorism. All have one mission: eliminate threats to Stalin. The NKVD operates with ruthless efficiency. Since the Communist Revolution of 1919, the organization has murdered approximately seven hundred thousand human beings, detaining eighteen million others.†

The bureaucrats stare at Stalin in silence. The emotionless dictator bellows his order: There will be another round of purges. This time, the targets are “enemies of the state”—ethnic Germans, Jews, intellectuals, Chechens, Muslims, and “anti-revolutionaries.” Stalin believes these groups are working with the West to overthrow his government. Twelve of his personal doctors, mostly Jewish Russians, have already been accused of attempting to poison the dictator. All will be executed.



Shockingly, two members of the Politburo question Stalin’s edict: Foreign Minister Vyacheslav Molotov and Moscow City leader Nikita Khrushchev. They believe the action will further enflame tensions with the United States.‡

Suddenly, Lavrentiy Beria rises to his feet. The room falls silent. Stalin’s henchman has the authority to make people “disappear.” This power even extends to members of the Politburo.

The executioner surveys the room.

Minds are changed.

Ten minutes later, the committee votes unanimously to approve Stalin’s genocidal decree. Another half million people will soon perish, most painfully.



The housekeeper cries for help.

It is 11:00 p.m. on March 1, 1953. Joseph Stalin’s maid cautiously enters his private residence at Kuntsevo, a suburb of Moscow, carrying his evening tea. She walks into the bedroom and screams in horror. On the floor, wearing silk pajamas soaked in urine, is the dictator. He is unconscious, struggling to breathe, unable to speak. She drops the silver tray on the carpet, running down the hallway, summoning the ruler’s doctors who live nearby.



Joseph Stalin has suffered a catastrophic stroke. He is given blood transfusions, then injected with syringes of vitamins. The physicians are unsuccessful. Ironically, the doctors secretly hope for Stalin’s death. If the dictator lives, he will blame them for the stroke, likely dispatching the physicians to the gulags.

Joseph Stalin dies on March 5, 1953, at the age of seventy-four.



Without Stalin’s protection, fifty-four-year-old Lavrentiy Beria is arrested by the Politburo and labeled a “traitor and capitalist agent.” He is taken before a firing squad on Christmas Eve, 1953, and executed. Beria is such a heinous figure in Moscow that he has no allies. His body is cremated; the ashes are unceremoniously thrown into a landfill.



Four days after Stalin’s death, the biggest funeral in human history begins.

Millions gather in Moscow to honor the tyrant. Stampedes ensue. Forty people are crushed to death trying to see the coffin. After the funeral, Stalin’s body is embalmed and permanently entombed in Red Square.

If Joseph Stalin had an accurate obituary, which he did not, it would cite that he was directly responsible for the deaths of fifty million Russians. Another twenty million were dispatched to the gulags, where few survived. The Cold War he creates impoverishes generations of Europeans for the next half century. Incredibly, Stalin’s Communist ideals are still revered by some, including radicals in the United States.

One of the most brutal people who has ever walked the planet, Joseph Stalin’s entire life was devoted to one simple quest: achieving total power.

In that, he succeeded, while embracing an evil that is incalculable.







CHAPTER EIGHT
Adolf Hitler



SOUTHERN GERMANY

JUNE 30, 1934

NIGHT OF THE LONG KNIVES

The man in the shadows knows what’s going to happen.

He stands five feet nine inches, 170 pounds, wearing a dark-brown suit. He is average-looking with gray-blue eyes and thin lips. He never smiles.

It is midnight in the mountain village of Bad Wiessee. The picturesque hamlet sits on the western shore of the alpine Lake Tegernsee near the German-Austrian border. The village is ten square blocks of cobblestone alleys, chocolate factories, beer halls, and two-story homes. The streets are filled with the sweet scent of roasting cocoa beans, brewing lager, and edelweiss, a flower native to the Alps. From each lamppost hangs a ten-foot bloodred banner featuring the national symbol of the recently elected Nazi Party—the swastika.*

Tonight, twenty high-ranking members of the SturmAbteilung, or SA, are sleeping at the Hanselbauer Hotel. The brutish men gather here for an annual meeting. For five days they imbibe copious amounts of alcohol, sing nationalistic anthems, and promote the Nazis’ vicious racial ideology.*

None are aware of the horror that awaits them.



On the outskirts of town, another violent group gathers.

It numbers one hundred men, dressed in black tunics, trousers, and leather belts with two lightning bolts. The paramilitary unit has been outfitted by the German designer Hugo Boss. These men are killers; their hats feature a silver skull emblem known as the “death’s-head.”

They are members of the SS—Adolf Hitler’s personal army.†



Heavily armed, the black-clad men slowly enter the town, heading for the Hanselbauer Hotel. They carry machine guns and have their orders: the SA men in the hotel must be “neutralized.”

The inn features a restaurant, a dining room, and thirty bedrooms. The Bavarian lobby is decorated with deer antlers, alpine flowers, and a cocktail bar. Above the fireplace hangs a banner reading Alles für Deutschland—“Everything for Germany.”

Calmly, a civilian wearing a brown suit enters the lobby, his hands clasped behind his back. Immediately, the hotel staff is ordered to leave.

Adolf Hitler has arrived.

Standing at Hitler’s side is the Nazi minister of propaganda, Joseph Goebbels.

The two have been friends for eight years. Both are unrepentant murderers. Hitler is now the undisputed leader—or Führer—of the Nazi Party. He has full authority to do whatever he wants.

Three stories above the main hall, SA Commander Ernst Röhm sleeps in Suite 13. Beside him are his assistant, Edmund Heines, and a teenage boy. Röhm is a heavyset man with an unkempt beard and blue eyes. His face is lined with deep scars from wounds he received in World War I.

Unusual for the time, Ernst Röhm is open about his homosexuality. He is a notorious predator. Hitler is aware and has increasingly distanced himself from Röhm and the undisciplined SA. The Führer considers the organization “immoral and depraved” even though the SA is fiercely loyal to him. The group is known throughout Germany as the “Brownshirts”—terrorizing anyone in opposition to Hitler.

But now the Führer no longer needs this nuisance.

Röhm’s bedroom door creaks open.



The SA is established in 1920, a paramilitary wing of the recently formed Nazi Party. The group is not “official”; rather, it is a violent faction that intimidates German society. When Hitler is elected chancellor in 1933, the organization has two million members.

That is far too many for the comfort of Adolf Hitler. He already has a personal bodyguard, the SS, founded in 1925. Nazi zealot Heinrich Himmler takes command and transforms the organization into a powerful army. Himmler soon implements rigorous indoctrination programs emphasizing racial purity and antisemitic ideology. Unlike the SA, members of the SS are disciplined, well dressed, and educated. Each swears a blood oath to Hitler.*

By the spring of 1934, the Führer sees Ernst Röhm and his thugs as a threat to his legitimacy, especially among foreign nations.

He secretly confers with Himmler.

A deal is done.



It is dawn, June 30, 1934. Early morning sunlight shines through the open window as Ernst Röhm sleeps. A morning breeze blows off the clear waters of Lake Tegernsee.



Without warning, three men enter Suite 13 with pistols drawn. They shake the SA leader awake, ordering him to dress and stand at attention. His bed companions are removed from the room at gunpoint.

Confused, Röhm reaches for his silver spectacles. He is shocked when he sees Adolf Hitler enter the room. The SA leader immediately throws his right arm into the air, fingers extended. “Heil Hitler!” he shouts. Foolishly, the SA chief believes the Führer is there to attend the SA retreat.

Without emotion, Hitler states, “Ernst Röhm, you are a traitor. You are plotting against your nation and your people. I am placing you under arrest.”

Röhm collapses onto the floor.

Hitler quickly leaves the room. The guards escort Röhm down the stairs, then throw him into a waiting Mercedez-Benz.

That is a signal. Immediately, one hundred members of the SS rush into the hotel. They go room to room, arresting members of the SA.

The “Night of the Long Knives” has begun.



It is a violent purge.

Dozens of execution squads under the command of senior SS leader Reinhard Heydrich fan out across Germany. The thirty-year-old is a sadistic killer, infamous for his brutality toward Jews and homosexuals. He is tall, with blond hair and blue eyes. Under his command the SS works with ruthless efficiency. Within forty-eight hours, thousands are arrested. Some are taken to Dachau, a forced labor camp outside of Munich.

Few will ever return.*



Ernst Röhm is helpless.

A black hood is placed over his head as the Mercedez-Benz speeds off into the Bavarian mountains. One hour later, the captive is dragged from the car and taken to the basement of the dreaded Stadelheim Prison. Röhm is shoved into a cell. There is nothing inside but a cot, a folding chair, and a bucket for human waste.

He knows his death is near.



Adolf Hitler is satisfied.

The SA has been quickly dismantled. All that’s left is the fate of Röhm. Hitler sends a message, offering the SA chief a “respectable conclusion.”

Six hours after his arrest, SS leader Theodor Eicke, commandant of the Dachau labor camp, enters Röhm’s cell. Eicke has dark eyes, a long face, and a powerful build. He has a reputation for brutality and violence. He removes his sidearm pistol, puts a single bullet in the chamber, places the gun on the floor. Röhm is given ten minutes to commit suicide.

He refuses.

“If I am to be killed, let Adolf do it himself.”

Without emotion, Eicke retrieves the pistol, walks toward Röhm, and shoots him through the heart. The body is then thrown into an unmarked pit on the outskirts of the prison grounds.



It is October 7, 1916, eighteen years before the “Night of the Long Knives.”

A terrified twenty-seven-year-old Adolf Hitler trembles in a muddy trench. Violence is all around him. Bullets fly over the fortified walls, English artillery shells explode, dead bodies are piled high as protective barriers.

In his left hand, Hitler clutches a gas mask. The Allies are now deploying deadly chemicals. To form a better seal over his mouth, Hitler shaves the sides of his mustache, a style he will wear for the rest of his life.

World War I is entering its third year.

Here, on the banks of the Somme River, one million Germans and two million French and British soldiers battle for control of northern France. Now, both sides are engaged in the most brutal combat in human history. For protection, they construct twenty-five thousand miles of trenches below barbed-wire barriers throughout Europe.

The future Führer is part of the Sixteenth Bavarian Reserve Infantry Regiment. He is a courier, one of the most dangerous positions on the battlefield. One in three die carrying messages.

Today, Hitler must take an emergency order to members of the German Sixth Battalion. Intercepted intelligence reveals an impending attack by the British. If Hitler fails, many will be killed.

The soldier takes the handwritten message, wraps it in plastic, then places the document inside a secret pocket sewn into his right boot. Cautiously, Hitler peeks his head above the trench. Before him lies a vast wasteland of dead horses, corpses, rats, and insects. Decimated human bodies hang from barbed wire in a gruesome bow. The smoke from smoldering ordnance reduces visibility to less than ten feet.

Hitler emerges from the trench.

He must navigate land mines and unexploded grenades. His trek takes him three hours, but he delivers the message to the German battalion outside the town of Ypres along the Belgian border. He is then given cabbage soup, bread, and a stein of beer.

The sun sets over the Somme River.

Before he departs, Hitler sketches the scene in a personal notebook.*



Hitler’s return to his unit is harrowing. Artillery shells explode around him, the darkness pierced by blinding light. Sirens blare from deep inside the fortified walls as hundreds of soldiers cower.

The German courier is three hundred feet from safety. Suddenly, shrapnel tears through the left side of his body. Hitler flies six feet into the air, landing at the bottom of the trench. Unconscious but alive, blood pours from an open wound on his upper thigh.

The private is removed from the battlefield, eventually sent to a hospital in Berlin. When he returns to service one year later, the Germans are on the brink of defeat.†



It is September 12, 1919, three years after the Battle of the Somme. Germany is now a democratic nation known as the Weimar Republic.‡

Still in the military, Adolf Hitler is serving as an intelligence agent, reporting suspicious activity to commanders in Berlin. His assignment today is investigating a small group in Munich known as the German Workers Party.

Now thirty years old, Hitler has no girlfriend or close acquaintances. He is obsessed with unconventional beliefs about the occult, sorcery, and pseudoscience. There are also rumors he has an incestuous relationship with his teenage niece, Angela Raubal.*

The spy easily infiltrates the small political party. In the process, a forty-five-page pamphlet, “My Political Awakening,” catches his eye. Hitler begins to read it.

The document will change the course of history.†



Germany is dying.

It is November 8, 1923, five years after the end of World War I. There are food and water shortages, few police officers, rampant crime. The economy is in free fall. To finance war reparations paid to England and France, lawmakers in Berlin print incalculable amounts of money. That causes hyperinflation. One US dollar is worth $4.2 trillion German marks. To purchase small items like bread, people carry currency in wheelbarrows.

Now discharged from the military, Hitler sees an opportunity in politics. He joins the German Workers Party, which then changes its name to Nationalsozialistische Deutsche Arbeiterpartei, better known as the National Socialist Party, shortened to Nazi.

The group uses violence and racism to expand its influence. Hitler openly talks of overthrowing the government in Berlin.

In one of his first public speeches, he says, “The national revolution has broken out! The hall is surrounded by six hundred men. Nobody is allowed to leave. You can see that what motivates us is neither self-conceit nor self-interest, but only a burning desire to join the battle in this grave eleventh hour for our German Fatherland.… One last thing I can tell you. Either the German revolution begins tonight or we will all be dead by dawn!”

Almost immediately, local authorities arrest Hitler, charging him with subversion. In what is branded the “Beer Hall Putsch,” Hitler and members of the Nazi Party are dragged into court.

For his crimes, Adolf Hitler is sentenced to five years in prison. Because of his “good behavior,” he serves less than nine months.



Inmate #571 exits his cell.

Adolf Hitler, wearing a standard prisoner’s uniform of blue-striped pajamas and a small cap, is handed his civilian clothing. It is December 20, 1924. Although he does not know the full extent of his popularity, Hitler is now considered a national hero by far-right Germans who are looking to blame certain groups for their misery.



The Great Depression scorches Europe.

What begins as a stock market collapse in New York City quickly spreads around the world. Germany falls deeper into debt, despair, and political chaos. Enraged, the public searches for answers, and more importantly, a scapegoat.

In July 1932, the Nazi Party wins 37 percent of the national vote, becoming the largest political group in Germany. Hitler leads the movement and is named Chancellor of Germany by its president, Paul von Hindenburg.*



Using the threat of violence from the SS, Hitler seizes unlimited power, including the authority to enact any law he wants. That leads to mass murder on the “Night of the Long Knives” as well as many other extrajudicial atrocities.

The Nazis quickly create a totalitarian society. In 1935, Hitler establishes an institution of racial, religious, and sexual discrimination against Jews, Slavs, Gypsies, Africans, the handicapped, the terminally ill, and homosexuals.*

On September 1, 1939, Nazi Germany invades Poland, igniting the Second World War. Two years later, more than sixty nations engage in combat around the world. In Europe, the Nazis eventually control the entire continent from France to western Russia.

Adolf Hitler becomes the most powerful man in the world.†



It is January 20, 1942. The war has already killed tens of millions of people. But that is not enough for the German Führer. He has scores to settle. Hitler orders his top ministers to attend a secret meeting on the outskirts of Berlin. There, his henchmen formalize a “final solution” to the “Jewish question.”

The annihilation of an entire race is about to commence.‡



The conference of evil begins.

The heavy drapes of the nineteenth-century mansion open. Morning sunshine reflects off the snowy ground and fills the main hall with white light.

Dozens of servants scurry about the manor—polishing silverware, cleaning crystal goblets, uncorking bottles of expensive wine. Trays of caviar, smoked trout, roast ham, and cheese are meticulously arranged. Each worker wears a black tuxedo, white gloves, and a gold swastika emblem pinned to their jacket lapels.

The estate, located in the wealthy suburban neighborhood of Wannsee, was recently owned by Jewish industrialist Hermann von Lowenstein. The home, like all Jewish property, has been seized by the German government.*

In attendance at the conference are the most vicious members of the Nazi cadre.

Fifteen men sit around a twenty-foot-long oak table. Before each fascist is a folded piece of paper bearing their name and title in intricate Germanic calligraphy.

In the center is SS leader Reinhard Heydrich, orchestrator of the “Night of the Long Knives.” To his right is the chief of “Jewish affairs,” Adolf Eichmann. A short, slender man, he has brown hair parted to the side, a clean-shaven face, and a long nose. Because of his non-Aryan appearance, Hitler mockingly refers to him as “the Little Jew,” a moniker Eichmann detests.

Across the table sits Josef Buhler, secretary of the general government; Martin Luther, a representative of the Foreign Ministry; and Heinrich Muller, head of the Gestapo.†



Five hundred miles east, Adolf Hitler rests at the “Wolf’s Lair,” his military headquarters in eastern Poland. Back in Berlin, Heinrich Himmler waits inside his office at SS headquarters. Both men want no part of the conference at Wannsee. They well know they are committing war crimes and pursue plausible deniability. Himmler is concerned that Germany might lose the war and is looking to his future.



Reinhard Heydrich stands at attention. Each man rises, shouting, “Heil Hitler,” with their right arms extended in the air. The salute echoes down the marble hallway. Seconds later, they take their seats, waiting for the specific details of what will become one of the grossest atrocities in human history.



In the winter of 1942, the Nazi invasion of Russia stalls. Meanwhile, the SS scours Europe for “undesirables”—mostly Jews. Antisemitic laws are enacted throughout the newly occupied territories. Six million Jewish Europeans are systematically corralled into urban ghettos, where they are severed from society. Millions starve or freeze to death.

At first, there were alternative solutions to the “Jewish Question.” Some in the Nazi hierarchy wanted to forcibly deport Jews to the African island of Madagascar.

Others propose a “Jewish Reservation” in Siberia, similar to those allocated for Native Americans in the United States.

Those efforts go nowhere.

In Wannsee, Hitler’s henchmen formalize a “final” plan. Reinhard Heydrich changes the official Nazi policy from “emigration” to “evacuation.”

No Jew will be spared.*



The course of human history changes within ninety minutes.

Coffee is summoned. Heydrich sips brandy and smokes cigars. One by one the Nazi leaders exit the manor. Before departing, they surrender their handwritten notes to Adolf Eichmann.

No record of this conference can exist.

Inside the estate, Heydrich and Eichmann seclude themselves in a second-story study. A large fire blazes from a hearth along the office’s eastern wall. Outside, snow begins to fall over the suburbs of Berlin.*

On the mantle remain framed pictures of the Jewish Lowenstein family. Under the eyes of the home’s now-murdered residents, Adolf Eichmann tosses piles of notes into the flames.



The Wannsee protocol quickly goes into effect.

All marriages between Christians and Jews are annulled.

Jews over the age of sixty-five are dispatched to “old age ghettos” to die from “natural causes.” Europeans with one Jewish grandparent are forcibly sterilized. Men are chemically castrated using radiation; women have a corrosive liquid injected directly into the womb.

Construction begins on the death camps: Auschwitz, Birkenau, Treblinka, Sobibor, Belzec, and others.†

Starting in France and moving east, the SS round up every Jew they can find. They are first processed at centers, then stripped of personal belongings, and finally transported by train to the death camps.

There, many women and children are quickly killed using Zyklon B, a pesticide gas developed to eradicate insects and parasites. Healthy men are worked to death. The average lifespan at Auschwitz is seven hours from arrival. To conceal the crimes, bodies are instantly incinerated.*

Fifteen thousand Jews are murdered every day.



It is one year after the Wannsee Conference, 1943.

Adolf Hitler seethes in Berlin. Nine hundred miles east, his army surrenders to Stalin’s forces in the decimated city of Stalingrad. Enraged, the Führer blames his top generals. He orders Propaganda Minister Joseph Goebbels to downplay the defeat.

In Moscow, Joseph Stalin plots his revenge: the destruction of Germany.



That takes more than two years.

It is January 27, 1945. The Soviet Red Army advances toward Berlin. Today, the Sixtieth Army of the First Ukrainian Front treks through the picturesque woods of southern Poland. After departing the city of Krakow five days earlier, they walk slowly through the snow toward their next destination, the Czech town of Ostrava.

Suddenly, the men smell burning flesh. Smoke rises in the distance. The Soviets divert their course south to investigate.

One hour later, they encounter ten-foot-high barbed-wire fencing. Through the steel they see rows of military-style barracks. They follow the perimeter one mile west; the stench grows stronger. Finally, they arrive at the main gates of the complex. A large sign reads “Arbeit Macht Frei”—“Work Sets You Free.”

Cautiously, living skeletons emerge from the barracks, some crawling toward their liberators. A number of Soviet soldiers flee the horrific spectacle. Others bring food and water to the prisoners of Auschwitz.

Nine days earlier, the SS abandoned the death camp, destroying evidence while murdering as many Jews as possible. During its five years in operation, 1.4 million people are brought by train to the Auschwitz death camp.

Just seven thousand survive.



Adolf Hitler is hiding.

Three hundred miles west of Auschwitz, the delusional drug-addicted dictator now lives in a fortified bunker thirty feet below the streets of Berlin. The complex contains forty small rooms connected by narrow, dimly lit corridors. Accommodations include offices, bedrooms, a conference room, and a common area. Conditions are damp and gloomy. Twenty-five people are full-time residents, including Hitler, his female companion Eva Braun, secretaries, generals, and Propaganda Minister Joseph Goebbels and his family.

Above the bunker are the ruins of Hitler’s Third Reich. Berlin is completely decimated by bombing. In the east, the Soviets rush toward the German capital. Eight months earlier, the Allied Forces under the orders of General Dwight Eisenhower invade Normandy, France. Now, American and English soldiers are advancing from the west.

The once-mighty German Army of four million soldiers has been reduced to seven hundred thousand. Many are teenage boys and elderly men. They are ordered to defend Berlin with their lives. Anyone abandoning the city is shot on sight by the SS.



Hitler summons a doctor.

Trembling, the Führer sits behind his personal desk deep in the bunker. The office is sparse, decorated with modest furniture, battlefield maps, and framed pictures of his mother and Frederick the Great, the eighteenth-century ruler of Prussia.

It is midnight. The walls shake as Allied bombs strike Berlin. Dust falls from the ceiling onto Hitler’s desk. The sound enrages him.

The Führer rises as his physician, Theodor Morell, enters the study carrying a silver tray lined with glass syringes. The dictator’s hands shake uncontrollably as he struggles to roll up his sleeve. He is sweating profusely.

Adolf Hitler is thoroughly addicted to narcotics. He is given daily doses of hormones, stimulants, methamphetamines, and opioids. He needs barbiturates to sleep. Minutes after the initial injection, the dictator slumbers in his simple twin bed. At his feet is his favorite companion, a four-year-old German shepherd named Blondi.

After administering the medication, Doctor Morell exits the office. He walks toward the bunker’s infirmary. There, he uses a key hidden in his desk drawer to open a locked cabinet. The syringes are returned.

Toward the rear of the space is an unlabeled white box featuring the word Achtung!—danger. Inside are fifteen one-inch wooden capsules with cork lids. Each contains a small glass vial filled with a clear liquid: cyanide poison.



Heinrich Himmler prays to the gods.

The brutal SS leader stands in the center of a desecrated chapel. The small chamber is beneath Schloss Tutzing, a sixteenth-century castle on the outskirts of Munich. Once a medieval crypt, the room is now adorned with swastikas, Aryan symbols, daggers made of deer bone, and large stones carved with Gothic runes. The crucifix has been discarded.*

Born a Catholic, Himmler abandons Christianity after joining the Nazi Party. Now, he worships the ancient pagan deities of Europe: Thor, Odin, and Wotan. Insanely, Himmler believes he can harness these gods to turn the war in Germany’s favor.

The SS chieftain speaks in Old German, offering glasses of wine to the deities. He lights thirteen torches, placing each at a specific point in the circular chamber. There are no windows. The blaze casts an orange glow on Himmler’s face; shadows dance on the walls.



After the Nazis seize power in 1934, Nazi temples are constructed in castles across Germany. Delusional, Himmler believes his Aryan ideology will replace Christianity as Europe’s “new religion.”

Now, Himmler prays. To nothing.*



The capital is in ruins. Roadblocks guarded by young teenagers are now Berlin’s only defense. Himmler’s car winds its way toward the Reich Chancellery Building after his three-hundred-mile journey from Munich. The complex once housed the main offices of the Nazi Party. Now, the facility is on the verge of collapse.

The SS killer departs his Mercedez-Benz, walking toward the rear of the building. He approaches a fortified steel door guarded by four members of the Death’s-Head Unit. They immediately recognize their commander and open the barrier.

Himmler descends into darkness.



The Führer will be dead in one hour.

It is April 30, 1945. Above the bunker, Stalin’s forces roam the streets of Berlin unopposed. They attack German civilians, killing and raping at will. Soviet commanders actually encourage the atrocities as acts of vengeance for Nazi brutality.

It is evil against evil.

To protect the Führer, the remaining German forces retreat to the Reich Chancellery Building. Exhausted, elderly men and young boys set up a perimeter of barbed wire and sandbags.*

Civilians hide inside obliterated apartment complexes as Soviet tanks surge toward the center of Berlin.

Four years earlier, Adolf Hitler controlled one million square miles and the lives of 120 million people.

Tonight, the Nazis command just one square block of Berlin.†



It is almost over.

Hitler’s second-in-command, Henrich Himmler, has fled. Hitler considers that an act of treason but is helpless to do anything about it.

The Führer summons his closest advisors to the conference room. Sobbing, the dictator’s personal secretary records his will. In it, he expresses his revulsion for the German people, blaming them for his military failures. To prevent desecration by Stalin’s forces, he orders his body burned after his suicide.

Consumed by hate, Hitler concludes the testament with a final slander:


Above all, I obligate the German nation the most minute observation of the racial laws and to the pitiless resistance against the universal poisoner of all people, international Judaism.





Thirty minutes later, Adolf Hitler marries Eva Braun in a loveless exchange. They swap rings and vows but do not kiss. Standing to the dictator’s side is the Goebbels family: Joseph, his wife, Magda, and their six children, ranging from one to twelve years old.

The newlyweds and their dog Blondi return to Hitler’s study. On the desk are vials of poison. He retrieves two. Eva takes the ampule, placing it between her right molars. Hitler does the same.

The bride bites down, breaking the glass. Cyanide instantly seeps into her bloodstream. She collapses to the floor convulsing. Foam pours from her mouth. Sixty seconds later Eva Braun is dead.

Hitler has no intention of waiting that long.

The Führer retrieves his sidearm pistol, a 7.65 mm Walther PPK. Standing over his wife’s dead body, the fifty-six-year-old places the barrel of the gun to his right temple. Emotionless, he breaks the cyanide tablet with his teeth, then pulls the trigger.

Evil has destroyed itself.



Members of the SS enter the study.

The corpses are taken to the garden of the Reich Chancellery, tossed into a pit, doused in gasoline, set ablaze.

The loss of his Führer is too much for Joseph Goebbels.

One hour after Hitler’s suicide, the propaganda minister puts his six children to bed. His wife, Magda, gives each child a cyanide tablet. They are told the vials contain vitamins.

The parents leave the room. Twenty minutes later they return. Their children, Helga, Hildegarde, Heinz, Richard, Michael, and Cecilia, are dead. Magda grabs the poison, ingesting it. Goebbels fires a single bullet through his head.

The eight corpses are taken to the garden and set ablaze by loyal SS guards.

The next morning, Blondi the German shepherd is fed milk laced with cyanide.



It is May 7, 1945. War in Europe is over.

Seven days after Hitler’s suicide, the German Command signs an unconditional surrender. A number of high-ranking Nazis are rounded up by the Americans and Soviets. Many flee or attempt to conceal their identities.

Two weeks later, British forces capture Heinrich Himmler. He is taken into custody and searched, but somehow a cyanide tablet is smuggled into his cell. Himmler ingests the poison.

Adolf Eichmann escapes to South America using a route through Genoa, Italy, that had been set up before the war ended. Eichmann assumes a new identity in Argentina. But Israeli special forces are on his trail. On May 11, 1960, Eichmann is captured outside of Buenos Aires and secretly flown to Israel. After a highly publicized trial in Jerusalem, he is hanged.

Eichmann’s final words: “Long live Germany. Long live Argentina. Long live Austria. I shall not forget them.”*



Adolf Hitler’s philosophy of hate led to the greatest catastrophe in human history: World War II and the Jewish Holocaust.

His twelve-year reign caused the deaths of at least forty-five million Europeans. Today, all images and symbols associated with the Nazi Party are banned in Germany. Displaying a swastika carries a three-year prison sentence.

Almost incredibly, the legacy and specter of Hitler recently arose in the American presidential campaign of 2024. Donald Trump was described by some of his opponents as “Hitleresque.” That was a foolish and insensitive propaganda move initiated by people ignorant of history.

Evil can never be justified, and neither can the exploitation of it.

Adolf Hitler stands alone in the annals of villainy.







CHAPTER NINE
Mao Zedong



SHAANXI PROVINCE, NORTHERN CHINA

AUGUST 1, 1946

DUSK

Mao Zedong is on the run.

The fifty-two-year-old Communist zealot kneels on the floor of his yaodong, a primitive cave dwelling carved into the rocky cliffs of eastern Mongolia. The rugged quarters offer the revolutionary fighter protection from the desert heat. It also hides his location.

The cavern is cool, but Mao sweats profusely.

He is being hunted.

Above him, American-made aircraft scour the Chinese countryside looking for Mao and his rebel force. The pilots are members of the Kuomintang, the ruthless political party that controls the Republic of China.* Their leader, the violent nationalist Chiang Kai-shek, rules an army of four million soldiers. They do whatever he commands.

The fugitive Mao wears dark-green fatigues, trousers, and a tight-fitting cap with a small brim. He is tall for a Chinese male, standing five feet, ten inches. Mao is a homely man with rotting teeth, a receding hairline, and a brusque manner.



It is dinnertime. Food is scant in this arid region of Mongolia. Mao boils water and adds rice, local herbs, foraged roots, and dried jerky made from yak meat. To mask the bitter flavor, the rebel adds ginger and honey. Despite his meager diet, Mao maintains a steady weight of two hundred pounds.

The Communist eats his meal with wooden chopsticks, spitting yak cartilage onto the ground. He is alone. The cave is dark and damp; dim light emanates from a gas lantern hung from the ceiling. There is no electricity or running water.

The meal ends. Zedong lights a cigarette—one of fifty he consumes throughout the day. He smokes in silence, spewing phlegm onto the floor.



Ten thousand rebels of the Chinese Communist Party, or CCP, are now hiding in the city of Shaanxi. Since the Japanese defeat ending World War II, there is a battle for control of China. Emperor Tojo’s forces left the country in complete disarray as they returned to Tokyo to surrender to the Americans.

Mao’s mountain base comprises four hundred caves. It is two square miles of training grounds, gun ranges, gyms, subterranean military barracks, execution chambers, and communication rooms.

There are also six indoctrination camps for children and adults.

At these so-called universities, civilians are subjected to “struggle sessions.” Some are beaten, burned, and humiliated for activities deemed “anti-revolutionary.”

A common penalty is Jìnghuà jiātíng, generational purification.

That means family members are ordered to punish each other, sometimes with whips.



An angry crowd is gathering.

Five thousand “students” assemble in the courtyard of the Anti-Japanese Military and Political University at Mao’s mountain headquarters. All eyes are fixed on the leader, who oversees the spectacle from a third-story “classroom.”

A wooden scaffold is erected in the center of a gravel pit. The paddock is lined with red-painted planks featuring images of Mao as well as a single gold star, the symbol of the CCP.

Suddenly, a sixty-five-year-old man emerges from the crowd. He is dragged at gunpoint to the stage, hands bound behind his back, a blindfold covering his eyes, blood pouring from his lips and nose.

The alleged anti-revolutionary is a professor of Russian studies named Xu Chen Mengjia. One day earlier, a Christian Bible was discovered inside his office.

Xu requires “reeducation.”

The professor, a short man with thin gray hair and missing teeth, is ordered to his knees. The blindfold is removed. A three-foot cone-shaped hat is placed atop his head bearing the inscription Wéihài rénmín de zuìxíng—“Crimes Against the People.”

Suddenly, five students drag another person from the crowd: Professor Xu’s son. He is given a bullhorn and forced to publicly renounce his father. The crowd cheers with approval.

Hours later, a battered Professor Mengjia returns to his office and hangs himself.



It is September 1946. Mao’s struggle to “liberate” China enters its nineteenth year.

The man, now known as “the Chairman,” has many enemies: the Japanese, Chiang Kai-shek, and the United States.

China is in ruins after the Japanese invaders kill, loot, and rape at will. Thirty million Chinese citizens are dead. Tens of thousands of women are abducted—taken to Tokyo as sex slaves.

The Chinese population seethes.

Mao seeks advantage.*

He envisions an agrarian utopia where civilians work peacefully on collective farms.

There will be no private property, no currency, no crime, no religion, no war, no famine. Every need will be provided by the Communist Party: health care, education, food, housing, even marriages will be mandated by the state.

To enact this “worker’s paradise,” millions will have to die.



Seven hundred miles south of Mao’s stronghold, Chiang Kai-shek sits behind his desk in the decimated town of Nanjing.

One year earlier, the United States drops two nuclear bombs on the Japanese cities of Hiroshima and Nagasaki, forcing the emperor to surrender. Japan’s army quickly leaves China, allowing Chiang Kai-shek to take power.†

Chiang is a tall, thin man with a bald head and a well-groomed mustache. The fifty-eight-year-old wears the traditional ornate garb of an imperial leader: a dark-blue military suit featuring gold embroidery, black shoulder pads, a white shirt, and a high collar. His jacket wilts under dozens of medals and commemorative pins.

Chiang lights the tip of his pipe, draws a deep breath, exhaling a plume of sweet smoke. He rises, walking toward the window, staring out at the streets of Nanjing.

The sun sets over the Yangtze River.

The town is destroyed. Mass graves are everywhere. Impoverished Chinese civilians wander the streets in rags. Starving, they desperately boil rice into a soft porridge called congee. For protein, they grind insects and captured rodents into the gruel.



The Chinese people are now terrorized from two sides: Mao’s rebels and Chiang’s army. Armed and dangerous, these forces roam the countryside demanding taxes, seizing food, abusing women. Enraged, many civilians secretly begin supporting the Communists, who are deemed less evil than Chiang Kai-shek’s corrupt nationalist army.

Back in Nanjing, Chiang, apparently oblivious to the suffering around him, lives lavishly.

His personal servant enters the room rolling the general’s dinner cart. Silver trays are filled with roasted suckling pig, noodles, and whole sea bass braised in soy sauce. For dessert, Chiang enjoys rice cakes rolled in sugar and sesame seeds.

The delicious odor wafts onto the streets below.

Where people are literally starving to death.



It is October 1918. Twenty-four-year-old Mao Zedong rests on a long bench inside the Chinese University Library in the center of Peking. The large chamber boasts traditional Chinese architecture: a sloped roof with iron gates featuring dragons and Buddhist symbols. It contains thousands of volumes of Asian fiction, religious texts, scientific works. It also offers books on Western political philosophy.*

Young Mao scans the literature before him. His favorite works are The Wealth of Nations, by Adam Smith; The Art of War, by Chinese military tactician Sun Tzu; and The Communist Manifesto, by Karl Marx.

One year earlier, Russian revolutionaries overthrow the ruling Romanov family; the czar and his relatives are eventually executed by Vladimir Lenin and Joseph Stalin.

The murders inspire Mao.

A short time later, he leaves the university and spends his days walking the streets of Peking, surveying the squalor around him. Women offer their bodies for money, drug addicts smoke opium in public, wealthy merchants ride wooden rickshaws carried by hunchbacked men.

Mao takes it all in.



Christmas Day, 1893. Mao Zedong is born in the Hunan village of Shaoshan, in the southeast part of China. Ironically, it is a wealthy region.

His father is a prosperous farmer, his mother a homemaker. The family, consisting of Mao, his parents, and three siblings, lives in a picturesque hillside village.

On Mao’s eighteenth birthday, the Qing dynasty is overthrown by the Kuomintang, ending two thousand years of imperial rule. The nation is chaotic. Foreigners move in to control the economy. Large swaths of China are seized by Great Britain, France, Russia, and Germany.

Mao moves to Peking to attend school. He becomes obsessed with radical political ideology. Around him, the capital is patrolled by the brutal Kuomintang, the surrounding countryside by local warlords and foreign armies.

Mao Zedong despises them all.



The Chinese Communist Party is founded in 1921. At first, the group is rejected. As things worsen in China, the party grows, often using violence. It adopts an official slogan:


全世界无产者联合起来!

Workers of the world, unite!



From the beginning, Mao is one of the designated party leaders. Like Hitler in Germany, his forceful charisma propels him to prominence. Also like Hitler, he is incredibly vicious—vowing revenge against Chiang Kai-shek and all oppressors of the Chinese people.

In 1930, the party has just five hundred official members. By the end of World War II, 1945, there are more than two million Communists living in China.



It is civil war, and the forces of Chiang Kai-shek are losing.

Midnight, December 1, 1949. Chairman Mao, wearing a heavy coat, fur-lined hat, and woolen shawl, stares through Soviet-made binoculars into the valley below. The Communist exhales heavily, each breath engulfing his head with a cloud of white vapor.

Before him lies the town of Shuangduiji, a port with direct access to the East China Sea. The strategic village is controlled by Chiang Kai-shek. It must be taken.

For the last three years, Mao’s revolutionary forces have swept south from Mongolia, adding new fighters while “liberating” rural villages. His army is secretly supported by the Soviet Union. Though Joseph Stalin assures the United States and Great Britain he has no role in China’s civil war, he covertly ferries rifles, grenades, and other weaponry into the country.

Now, one million armed Communists are ready for battle.



Five hundred residents sleep in the snowy valley. They are unaware of the coming catastrophe.

The traditional village of Shuangduiji remains unchanged since its founding nine centuries earlier. Buildings have sloped roofs with intricate carvings. The town square features a communal garden with a waterfall, duck pond, and Buddhist temple.

Now, all are encased in ice. It is one of the coldest winters in a century. Temperatures plummet to twenty degrees below zero. For heat, families warm flat stones in outdoor firepits. The boulders are taken into homes and then placed under straw mattresses. This is a fire hazard as each structure is made of dried wood and is highly flammable.

On the northern side of the valley are Mao’s Communist forces, an army of one million men. To the south are five hundred thousand soldiers under the command of Chiang Kai-shek. It is his last remaining brigade.

Chiang’s forces, once numbering five million, are decimated. Widespread corruption, weak leadership, and mass defections cripple his ability to fight the Communists. Now, Chiang controls just thirty-five thousand square miles, an area the size of Maine.*

Two hundred miles east of the valley, General Chiang paces anxiously at his private estate in Nanjing. The lakefront mansion was specifically constructed for the dictator in a central-European style. The building resembles Bavarian hunting lodges found in southern Germany.

Chiang, wearing a silk robe and slippers, roams the halls. The mansion is decorated with the symbols of the Kuomintang, a large emblem with a blue sky and white sun. The manor’s twenty fireplaces are ablaze, each spewing plumes of smoke into the night air.

Chiang Kai-shek is terrified.

Fearing for his safety, he dispatches his top generals to blunt the Communist assault on Shuangduiji. If his men succeed, Mao’s forces will be driven back into Mongolia. However, failure means the Communists will have a direct line of attack against Nanjing—and General Chiang. Anxious, he warms himself by the bedroom hearth.

Outside, millions are freezing.



Annihilation approaches.

Mao Zedong’s army rushes south, sweeping into the village of Shuangduiji. The Chairman quickly issues the following declaration:


每个人都是敌人！

Everyone here is the enemy!



The order is passed through the ranks. Anyone found in the village, even women and children, will be severely punished.

Chiang’s forces counterattack, unleashing thousands of artillery volleys. The once-peaceful village is completely obliterated. Hundreds of buildings explode, sending wooden fragments in every direction.

Terrified townsfolk run from their homes; many are on fire. Screams of the innocent fill the valley.

After the initial barrage, Chiang’s men enter the village. Armed with American weaponry, his forces are better equipped than Mao’s rebels. But they are poorly trained and motivated.

Inside the Mongolian headquarters of the CCP, Mao’s troops are educated in marksmanship, logistics, camouflage, and stealth tactics. Like the ancient army of Mongolian warlord Genghis Khan, each soldier learns kung fu, the traditional Chinese art of hand-to-hand combat.

The two armies clash in the town center, transforming the once-peaceful garden into a hellish landscape. Burning peasants litter the snowy ground. Soldiers scatter in all directions as artillery rains down. Close-quarters combat ensues. Men stab each other to death with rusty bayonets; others are beaten with debris from shattered buildings.

On the mountainside, Mao Zedong sits in his fortified tent, watching the carnage unfold. To his side, a large fire blazes from an empty steel barrel, filling the small pavilion with acrid smoke.

The Chairman smiles, knowing few will be spared.



The battle rages for ten days.

Chiang Kai-shek’s army suffers catastrophic losses: two hundred thousand nationalist troops are killed, another two hundred thousand injured; one hundred thousand are taken captive.

One hundred thousand Communists perish in combat. Countless civilians are slaughtered by both sides. Defeated, the nationalist army is forced to withdraw. Mao has won.*



By December 10, 1949, the dictator has taken complete control of China. His army of five million Communists sweeps the nation, searching for members of the Kuomintang, nationalists, foreign sympathizers, Westerners, political opponents, anyone considered “anti-revolutionary.” Two million civilians are murdered. Ten thousand “enemies of the state” are arrested, then executed by firing squad.

Chiang Kai-shek goes into hiding.



It is almost over.

Chiang’s remaining forces shelter in the central Chinese city of Chengdu.

They are outnumbered ten to one, malnourished, and paralyzed with fear as Mao’s forces gather on the edge of town.



The cowardly Chiang abandons his men.

Disguised in civilian clothing, Chiang, his son, top military aides, and their families secretly board a C-46 Commando cargo plane. The aircraft is built to transfer heavy weaponry. There are few seats. The general and his cohorts huddle on the floor wrapped in blankets. Nearby is luggage filled with gold bars looted from the Chinese treasury.†

The C-46 departs under cover of darkness. The plane flies seven hundred miles south toward the port of Guangdong, refuels, then heads further east.

Back in Chengdu, Chiang’s forces surrender. They are transported by flatbed trucks to a muddy rice paddy. There, the captives dig ten mass graves.

Fifteen thousand men await execution.

They are divided into groups of two hundred. The men kneel. One by one, the Communists fire a single bullet through the back of each head. The bodies roll down the embankment into the watery crypt.

Mao’s generals leave the grave uncovered. It is a message.

While the massacre unfolds in Chengdu, Chiang Kai-shek lands in Taiwan.



The small island eighty miles east of the Chinese mainland remains firmly under the control of the Kuomintang.

There, Chiang Kai-shek establishes the Republic of China.

In Peking, Mao Zedong formally declares the People’s Republic of China.

The civil war is over.

China descends into Communist dictatorship.



Chairman Mao moves quickly.

It is January 1, 1950, two weeks since Chiang’s escape to Taiwan. After the establishment of the Soviet Union, the People’s Republic of China is now the world’s second-largest Communist nation.

All dissent is banned. Western books are banished. Religions are suppressed; everyone must now worship the state. Any “counter-revolutionary” activity, including unauthorized meetings of more than twenty people, carries a mandatory death sentence.

And it is not only politics. Under the corrupt leadership of Chiang Kai-shek, crime was out of control in China.* Using coercion and bribery, violent gangs called “tongs” dominate the streets of Beijing, Shanghai, Nanjing, and Hong Kong.

The criminals amass a fortune through prostitution, human trafficking, drug smuggling, gambling, and murder. Terrified, the Chinese people comply with their demands.

Once in power, Mao launches a major offensive against the tongs.† He declares all “secret societies” illegal. Thousands of gang members are arrested for “anti-revolutionary activities.” None receive a trial. The accused are summarily executed or sent to labor camps. Few return.

To escape the Communist purge, many tong members flee China for Great Britain, Canada, Australia, and the United States. There, along with lawful migrants, they establish “Chinatowns” that exist to this day.



Unrestrained, Chairman Mao then turns his attention to bizarre and untested economic theories. He now commands every industry in China: farming, manufacturing, construction, and fishing.

Half a billion people are under the control of Mao Zedong.

That number will soon be much less.



The dictator enjoys his breakfast. It is March 1, 1953. For three years, Mao Zedong rules China with ruthless power.

The Chairman eats alone inside his private study at Zhongnanhai, his fortified residence in central Peking. Workers have stripped the ancient palace of traditional Chinese motifs, replacing the “old way” with Communist symbols: gold stars, busts of Karl Marx, the hammer and sickle.

Zhongnanhai is an elaborate complex with ten bedrooms, a banquet hall, a large kitchen, meeting rooms, and libraries. A tunnel network runs underneath the home with a direct line to the Yongding River. In the event of an American invasion, Mao will be transported by boat to the Soviet Union.

Unlike the meager meals he ate during the civil war, Mao’s tastes have become aristocratic.

The dishes are served on silver platters: steamed pork buns, shrimp dumplings, shark fin soup, rice cakes, and a delicacy called “hundred-year eggs”—duck eggs buried underground for several months, turning the shell green or black. The sixty-year-old’s fatty diet has ballooned his weight to over three hundred pounds. His once-youthful skin is now lined with moles and cysts.

In an adjoining room, the Zedong family eats separately.



His wife, Jiang Qing, sips tea. The beautiful actress and former model is twenty years younger than Mao. The couple have one daughter, a thirteen-year-old named Li.*

The family normally eats breakfast together. Today is different.

One hour later, China’s top Communists arrive at Mao’s home, assembling in the conference room. Warm beverages, snacks, and cigarettes are distributed.

The Chairman is ready to make an announcement.



The subterranean conference room is two hundred feet beneath the streets of Peking.

The fortified basement also serves as Mao’s personal bomb shelter. The facility, completely encased in concrete with air purifiers, electric generators, and separate food supply, can withstand the blast from America’s newest weapon of mass destruction, the hydrogen bomb.

The device, tested just eight months earlier near the Marshall Islands, is one thousand times more powerful than the atom bombs dropped on Japan. Just one warhead can instantly incinerate ten square miles.

The weapon motivates Mao.



The Chairman sits at the head of a long table. Five leaders of the Communist Party line each side. At the opposite end from Mao is Anastas Mikoyan, a Soviet economist dispatched to Peking by Joseph Stalin to monitor Zedong’s activities.

No one at the meeting knows the Soviet dictator will be dead in four days.

Mao rises. Immediately, the Communists scramble to their feet, shouting, “Long live the Chairman!”

Zedong shuffles toward a projector in the rear of the room, flipping the switch. The overhead light is extinguished. The men take their seats. A large five-foot image appears on the conference room’s white wall.

The color slide shows Mao’s face encircled by a yellow sun. Before him are thousands of smiling Chinese children carrying red banners adorned with gold stars. Beneath the graphic are the words:


第一个五年计划

The First Five-Year Plan, 1953–1957



The projector rotates to the next slide.



Zedong demands the rural nation develop at a rate of “one century every five years.”

To accomplish this feat, the Communist Party will control everything. All private farms are seized by the CCP. Factories must be converted to focus on heavy machinery like tanks and planes.

The Five-Year Plan also prioritizes ideological goals. Mao rages against what he calls “the Five Olds”—old customs, old culture, old habits, old ideas, and old thinking. Traditional religion, family structures, education, and even some forms of food must be abolished. These “olds” will be replaced by Marxist tenets.

The presentation ends. Bottles of baijiu, a strong liquor made from fermented rice, are summoned. Mao calls the clear libation “White Lightning.”

Each man smokes, raising a glass: “Long live the Chairman!”



It is 4:00 a.m., September 8, 1955—two years into Mao Zedong’s plan.

As the city of Shanghai sleeps, Catholic Bishop Kung Pin-Mei tends to his duties at Saint Ignatius Cathedral. The towering church was constructed by Jesuit missionaries a century earlier. Since then, the Christian population of Shanghai has grown from a few hundred to five hundred thousand practicing Catholics.

The fifty-four-year-old cleric, wearing a black ankle-length robe, a purple sash, and a small skull cap, prepares for morning Mass. Kung is a modest man with a slim face, dark hair, and a short nose.

Initially, Mao tolerates the practice of Christianity. However, he forces members of the clergy to swear an oath of loyalty to the CCP. Pin-Mei refuses. Soon, the priest is appointed the bishop of Shanghai by Pope Pius XII. The promotion is too much for Mao, who accuses Bishop Kung of forging an “illegal foreign alliance” with the Vatican.

The dictator demands the bishop renounce his position. Again, Pin-Mei refuses.

Now, the doomed man walks toward the altar and kneels, eyes closed, reciting the morning liturgy. Suddenly, the doors of the gothic cathedral swing open. Kung remains in prayer, his back turned toward the intruders. He knows what is coming.

Fifty members of Mao’s Red Army rush into the church, machine guns drawn. Each wears a dark-green suit, small cap, and belt affixed with a gold star. They advance toward the bishop, dragging him toward a Soviet-made prisoner transport. He is handcuffed, then thrown into the vehicle.

The Communists are not finished.

They reenter the Cathedral, smashing pews, stealing artifacts, desecrating artwork, defacing statues. A ten-foot cross featuring the crucifixion of Jesus Christ is thrown to the floor. The ransacking army exits the church, moving south. Five hundred feet away is the convent. The marauders kick through the wooden door, ordering fifty nuns to stand at attention. They too are arrested.

Within the span of twenty-four hours, five hundred prominent Christians are detained. The bishop is charged by the Communist Party with “counter-revolutionary activities.” For his “crimes,” Kung Pin-Mei is held in solitary confinement for five years. There, he is routinely tortured, abused, and forced to undergo mental indoctrination programs. For two weeks, he is forced to watch a television screen displaying the message “There is no God. Only Communist principles.” The bishop never abandons his faith.

At his show trial, Kung remains defiant. He shouts, “Long live Christ the King! Long live the Pope.”

Bishop Kung Pin-Mei is sentenced to life in prison.*



It is one year after the bishop’s arrest.

Five hundred miles west of Shanghai, Li Wei, a thirty-year-old farmer, scours the hills of Henan province for rats. He and his family are starving. Dead insects are placed in a wooden trap to lure the rodents. Once killed, the vermin are skinned, then boiled for meat. The bones are turned into stock for making rice. It is the family’s only source of protein.

Six months earlier, the Communist Party seized Wei’s rice paddy.

His once-productive farm is placed in the hands of government bureaucrats. Almost immediately, the crops fail. The same situation befalls at least nine hundred farms in the Henan province.

China is running out of food.



Enraged, Mao orders each farm to double its crop quota. Fearing for their lives, the Communist bureaucrats exaggerate the figures. Whatever supplies they have are shipped to Peking, Shanghai, and Nanjing to appease party leaders, leaving the local population without food.

One year after Mao Zedong’s economic plans are enacted, the farmer Li Wei, his twenty-nine-year-old wife, and their three children die from leptospirosis, a kidney disease caused by eating large amounts of rat flesh. They become a number added to the tally of “the Great Famine.”

In total, between 1957 and 1961, forty-five million Chinese people starve to death.*



Evil remains defiant.

Despite the famine, Mao Zedong orders two more Five-Year Plans. Each fails. China falls into financial and cultural misery. Mao maintains power through a brutal campaign of political purges, assassinations, and torture. Many of his closest advisors are killed; political rivals simply “disappear.”

The dictator soon creates a paramilitary army called the Red Guard. The group, mostly radicalized students, roams the country targeting all opposition to Mao. They murder at will.



Each member of the guard is given a small, four-inch publication: “Quotations from Chairman Mao Zedong.”

Soon, every Chinese citizen is ordered to carry the “Little Red Book” at all times. Failure to produce it for the police can bring a death sentence.

The Red Guard grows to thirty million members.

“Quotations from Chairman Mao Zedong” becomes the most printed book in history.



It is May 1, 1966.

Mao Zedong rests at his lavish vacation villa in eastern China. The estate is located in the Lushan Mountains. Clouds shroud the mansion in mist as the Chairman stares into the distance.

Today, the seventy-two-year-old dictator summons his top advisors. Of the ten leaders present at the announcement of the Five-Year Plan a decade ago, half have been murdered.*

Now, the party elders gather to discuss Mao’s new initiative.

The men meet on the top floor of the villa. The room offers panoramic views of the rugged terrain; green peaks extend in every direction. In the front of the conference hall is a twenty-foot mural depicting the Chairman’s head atop a mountain, beneath him the words:


毛主席是我们的救星！

Chairman Mao is the People’s Only Salvation!



Mao Zedong remains seated. Around him are men who will carry out another genocidal policy.

The agenda unfolds.

Whatever Mao Zedong dictates is accepted totally. Dissent is not permitted in China. Anyone suspected of disloyalty is arrested and either killed or sent to a “reeducation camp.” There, they are brutalized.

On May 16, 2016, the New York Times published accounts of life inside the camps. One of the dispatches quoted a survivor named Harry Wu:


In 1960, during my time in a labor camp, two things had a huge impact on me. One was hunger. There was no grain. I was right down to 80 pounds.… But I wasn’t doing too badly. At least I was alive. The dead were being carried out every day. And the living were coming in and waiting to die. Nobody cried, shouted, or kicked up a fuss throughout the entire prison camp. People just lay there in the quiet. They didn’t know if they were waiting for their next meal or waiting to be carried out dead.



According to the Times, a teacher named Zang Lifan lived in terror during Mao’s reign:


Everywhere on the streets you could see people surrounded by crowds, bowed over and being beaten and struggled against. I saw a university student being beaten by a female Red Guard, and the people around told her to stop. And then this Red Guard said self-righteously, “Chairman Mao told me to beat him!”





With dissent annihilated, Mao Zedong continues his reign of terror mostly shrouded from public view, because a free press is forbidden in China.

The years pass. With the USA and USSR distracted by the Cold War, Mao believes it is time to enact a “Second Revolution.” The first brought Communist ideals to China. Now, Zedong wants to complete his “cultural vision.”

This decade-long plan will eradicate thousands of years of Chinese tradition.

Orders are given atop the mountain stronghold.

One hour later, the council disperses. Party leaders depart the villa by car, descending the rugged mountain pass toward the city of Wuhan. There, the Communists board a train for Peking.*

The Red Guard is unleashed again.

Buddhist shrines, Christian churches, Muslim mosques are destroyed. Thousands of professors are arrested, some executed. Western films, books, and artwork are banned.

The ancient village of Qufu, once the home of Confucius in 500 BC, is burned to the ground.



One year after the Cultural Revolution begins, Chairman Mao initiates a program called the “Down to the Countryside Movement.”

Zedong detests urban dwellers. Like Vladimir Lenin, he believes cities are cesspools of capitalism, degenerates, drug addicts, and prostitutes. To cure this “mental illness,” the Chairman orders millions to move from Peking, Shanghai, and Nanjing to remote rural provinces.†

The masses, mostly white-collar workers, have no farming or survival skills. They are unable to grow crops, fetch clean water, build fires, or hunt wild game. Many die within days; some last six months.

By the summer of 1976, an additional twenty million citizens are killed by Mao’s “countryside movement.”

Unrepentant, the dictator refuses to rescind the order.



With death all around him, Mao’s health is beginning to fail. He is now 82 and often boasts that he will live to the age of 120. That goes unchallenged for obvious reasons.

The fact is Mao has just four months to live.



The dictator struggles to breathe.

It is September 9, 1976, as Mao lies in his Peking bedroom. He has lung cancer, Parkinson’s, and heart disease. Despite all that, Mao continues to chain-smoke cigarettes from his death bed.

The dictator is now surrounded by his wife, Jiang, a medical team, and Hua Guofeng, Mao’s designated successor who will soon be the “New Chairman.”*

Mao slips into unconsciousness, never to recover.

Four hours later, he is dead. The Chinese Communist Party announces the news at 4:00 p.m.

Despite his evil reign, millions mourn Mao’s passing.



The largest funeral in history is underway.

Mao Zedong’s embalmed body is draped in the Chinese flag and lies in state at the Great Hall of the People in Tiananmen Square. Twenty million people line the streets of Peking to pay their respects.

Ten days later, his body is taken to a military hospital, the organs removed and preserved. Mao’s corpse is then stuffed with sawdust, sewn closed, and shipped back to the capital.

The body is put on permanent display inside a crystal coffin at the Mausoleum of Mao Zedong, where it remains to this day.*



Mao Zedong’s legacy is violence and death.

The Communist brought decades of misery, starvation, and murder upon the Chinese people in order to achieve his ideological objectives. Unlike Joseph Stalin and Adolf Hitler, Mao avoided much public scrutiny during his life.†

Today, Communists still control China with absolute authority.

Unbelievably, the Chairman is sometimes revered.

Beatles legend John Lennon praised the mass murderer in a 1970 interview with Rolling Stone:


You know, I really thought that love would save us all. But now I’m wearing a Chairman Mao badge. I’m beginning to think he’s doing a good job.‡



In reality, Mao Zedong is the worst mass killer in history. Under his leadership, eighty million die.

Despite that, Mao’s cult of personality endures.

His image appears on merchandise throughout Asia: keychains, T-shirts, mugs, badges, watches, and posters. The “Little Red Book” is still in print; millions of copies are sold each year.



Mao Zedong’s inspiration, The Communist Manifesto, remains the most evil publication in human history. Since its release in 1848, two hundred million people have perished due to the imposition of Communism.

For Mao, human life had no meaning. The state would decide who would live and who would die, and during his lifetime, the “state” was really only one man: Mao Zedong.

Unlike Nazi Germany and Stalin’s Russia, the true history of Communist China is largely unknown. The country is still under the control of totalitarians who regulate what the public sees and hears. At this point, the data suggests that Mao Zedong was the worst mass murderer in the history of mankind.

Although his evil role model, Genghis Khan, might have surpassed him.







CHAPTER TEN
Ayatollah Khomeini



TEHRAN, IRAN

SEPTEMBER 8, 1978

NOON

Persia is burning.

Twenty thousand Iranian citizens gather in Jaleh Square, a public park in the center of the capital city. The space comprises one square block of benches, fig trees, and tulips. The sweet scent of jasmine fills the warm midday air.

Soon, this usually peaceful square will be filled with blood.

The protesters, mostly young males, carry copies of the Quran, the Muslim holy book. They hold large placards featuring a religious cleric. He has dark, menacing eyes and a white beard. A black turban covers his hair. He is known as the Ayatollah, Arabic for “Sign of God.”

The demonstration grows.

Surrounding Jaleh Square are five thousand members of the Iranian Imperial Guard. These men are loyal to the pro-Western dictator Mohammad Reza Pahlavi, known throughout the world as the Shah.*

Pahlavi is a ruthless killer. He rules through sheer brutality. At his order, innocent civilians are routinely abducted, tortured, disappeared.

The Shah’s nervous troops, wearing khaki fatigues, black boots, and small caps, are equipped with American-made rifles. Each soldier bears an emblem on his right shoulder, the Shah’s royal insignia: a golden lion atop a sky-blue circle.

The soldiers are insecure. They all know a theological movement is gaining public approval. What they don’t know is that a powerful element is now trying to enact a religious takeover.

Dressed in civilian clothing, members of the dreaded SAVAK, the Shah’s secret police, have infiltrated the crowd. These covert operators have been trained by the American CIA as well as other shadowy foreign groups.*

Each SAVAK operative is equipped with a silenced pistol, a six-inch dagger, and syringes filled with scopolamine, a potent sedative used to incapacitate human beings.



Fifty thousand protesters are now in the square.

The crowd turns violent. Rocks are thrown toward the Shah’s soldiers. In unison, the mob chants:
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Death to the Shah, long live the Islamic Republic!



Above the square, snipers are targeting the leaders of the zealots. Orders are shouted over loudspeakers. The crowd is given fifteen minutes to disperse.

Most refuse.



Before the protest began, a small wooden stage was constructed in the square. Now, a bearded cleric named Abdul Hossein Dastgheib appears on it.

He is fifty-five years old and wears a black cloak, loose-fitting pants, and sandals. Once a prisoner of the Shah, the imam is ready to publicly call for the monarch’s removal.

A young boy hands the cleric a megaphone.

The mob goes silent. Before he can utter one word, a loud crack echoes through the square. The cleric’s face disappears in a cloud of pink smoke, a sniper’s bullet tearing through his left eye, exiting the back of his head. His lifeless body tumbles off the stage into the crowd.

On the ground, the Shah’s forces open fire.

Thousands of rounds of ammunition rip through Jaleh Square, striking protesters, bystanders, children.

Fifty thousand screaming people flee. Many are shot in the back.

SAVAK agents use the chaotic scene to kidnap known agitators. They are thrown into waiting cars, then taken to underground prisons on the outskirts of Tehran. There, they will be tortured.

After ninety minutes, hundreds of bodies lie on the ground. Another ten thousand Iranians are gravely injured.*

From his vacation home in Germany, the Shah orders the massacre be kept from the public.

But news of the atrocity quickly spreads.



Three thousand miles west of Tehran, the Ayatollah Khomeini tends to his garden.

Born Ruhollah Khomeini, he was exiled from Iran fifteen years prior for so-called crimes against the state. Now, he picks tomatoes and eggplants at his home in Neauphle-le-Château, a small French village twenty miles outside of Paris. The two-story house has a modest kitchen, bedroom, small living room, and bathroom. The backyard boasts rows of vines, fruit-bearing trees, and French vegetables. The Ayatollah lives there alone.

Inside the house, a telephone rings.

The seventy-five-year-old zealot, wearing a loose black robe, picks up. He has broad shoulders and deep-set dark eyes. His face is covered with a long gray beard. Khomeini never shows his hair in public, instead wearing a black turban. The man rarely smiles.

He returns to the garden enraged.



News from Jaleh Square forces him to make a decision.

Ayatollah Khomeini plots his return to Iran.*



A few weeks later, Mohammad Reza Pahlavi, the Shah, lounges poolside at his lavish palace on the mountainous outskirts of Tehran.

Built in 1960, the structure resembles the medieval castles of France. The estate has fifty bedrooms, ten dining halls, numerous parlors, studies, a zoo, an aquarium, and five swimming pools.

The grounds are illuminated by hundreds of gilded lampposts.

From here, the Shah, his wife, Farah, and their five children enjoy absolute power.

Today, Pahlavi is in good spirits. Wearing a silk robe and swimsuit, the fifty-eight-year-old dictator sips champagne. He is a well-groomed man with a clean-shaven face, graying hair, and a long nose.

Across from the Shah sits General Nasser Moghadam, the head of SAVAK. He is a short man with a thick build and a mean disposition. Despite the late summer heat, Moghadam wears a full military suit and hat. Thick glasses surround his black eyes.

The men rise, pacing the garden. Pahlavi lights the tip of an imported Cuban cigar, Montecristo Number One, which cost $140 each. That is more than the average Iranian earns in a month.*

The two discuss the insurgency. There are now ten thousand Islamic clerics in captivity. Three thousand exiled across the globe. The general and Shah believe the events at Jaleh Square will send a message to the radicals: they cannot win a revolution.

Both men are desperately wrong.



Civil war approaches.

Once known as Persia, the ancient nation converts to Islam during the Muslim conquests of the seventh century. It is ruled by religious clerics for the next millennium. However, in 1925, a Persian nationalist, Reza Pahlavi, takes control. With the support of the United States, he starts a period of rapid modernization. Roads, ports, and, most importantly, oil facilities are quickly constructed.



In 1935, Reza changes the name of Persia to “Iran”—meaning “Land of the Aryans.” He then declares himself the “First Shah.”†

At the onset of World War II, Reza begins to favor Nazi Germany. That is a grave mistake. After the Allied victory, the staunch antisemite is forced to abdicate, giving power to his pro-Western son, Mohammed Pahlavi—the “Second Shah of Iran.”

In exchange for recognition, the twenty-one-year-old Shah hands America and Great Britain total control of Iran’s oil industry.

It is the single largest transfer of wealth in human history.*



For three decades, the Shah rules Iran using coercive violence. Like the Nazi SS, SAVAK roams the country, arresting all opposition, instilling fear in the population.

Deprived of oil revenue, Iran descends into poverty. However, the Shah lives a life of unprecedented luxury.

Champagne is flown in daily from Paris, caviar from Russia. Private chefs are brought to Tehran from London, Tokyo, and Australia. Mansions are purchased in Monaco and France. The Shah’s private collection of sports cars is valued at $100 million.

Meanwhile, the fundamentalist imams are accumulating power among the people. In mosques across the country, the decadent Shah is depicted as a fraudulent villain.

The fuse has been lit.



It is dusk, June 3, 1963, fifteen years before the massacre in Jaleh Square.

The Ayatollah Khomeini stands before one thousand clerics in the city of Qom, twenty miles south of Tehran. He wears a loose black robe with his signature white head covering. Now sixty years old, the zealot suffers from arthritis, diabetes, and heart disease.

The crowd, gathered in the local madrasa, or religious school, waits in silence. The ornate mosque is decorated in Arabic letters, elaborate shapes, and wooden carvings featuring verses of the Quran.

Hidden among the audience are members of SAVAK. They have been dispatched to spy on Khomeini.



The Ayatollah speaks:


In the name of God, the Compassionate, the Merciful.

Allah, come to the aid of Islam! Look at yourselves, look at us. Are we to be trampled underfoot by the boots of the Americans simply because we are a weak nation? Because we have no dollars?

The so-called “Shah” is a wretched, miserable man and a puppet of his American and Israeli masters.

O God, destroy those individuals who are traitors to this land, who are traitors to Islam and to the Quran.



The crowd murmurs assent. Ayatollah Khomeini’s influence grows.



It is 3:00 a.m., eight hours after the Ayatollah’s address in Qom.

He sleeps in his modest apartment. Beside him is his wife, Khadijeh. Their second-story flat is situated above a fruit stand, featuring a simple kitchen, bed, and open windows. The residence is accessible by a single staircase.

Ten men gather on the street below. The SAVAK agents are clad in black sweaters, pants, ski masks, and leather gloves. They quietly enter the store, ascending the stairs.

Slowly, the Ayatollah’s bedroom door creaks open.



Two men approach the sleeping couple from each side. In their hands are syringes filled with powerful sedatives.

Plastic caps are removed from the needles.

Suddenly, the syringes are thrust into the necks of both the Ayatollah and his wife.

Their eyes open briefly, scanning the room in shock, then close again. The drug will last six hours. The cleric is carried to the street below and placed in a waiting Mercedes-Benz. His wife is left in bed.

The car speeds off toward Tehran.*



For the next two days, Ayatollah Khomeini endures brutal torture.

News of his capture spreads across the country. Riots erupt. Five thousand zealots are arrested, four hundred killed outright. Fearing more bloodshed, authorities release the Ayatollah and place him under house arrest.

Eventually, he is given an ultimatum. Publicly apologize or leave Iran. His response: “Allahu Akbar”—“God is great.”



At midnight, November 4, 1964, the Ayatollah’s face is covered with a black blindfold. He is then driven across the border into Turkey, where he is taken in by other exiled Iranians.



Soon, the Ayatollah moves to Iraq, but he is quickly deported by dictator Saddam Hussein to France. The government in Paris has a long history of accepting political dissidents and agrees to the transfer.

For the first time, Khomeini has access to Western media. He releases statements, gives interviews, and records religious sermons that are smuggled into Iran.

Back in Tehran, the Shah knows danger is growing.



It is August 19, 1978, two weeks before the Jaleh Square massacre.

The sun sets over the city of Abadan, a wealthy village on the northern shore of the Persian Gulf.

Tonight, five hundred people sit inside the Cinema Rex movie theater. The large crowd eats popcorn and sips Coca-Cola as The Deer plays on-screen. The film is an Iranian drama about a drug addict who works small jobs to pay for his addiction. The subject matter is considered controversial.

At 8:15 p.m., four masked men approach the theater. They block the doors, then douse the building in gasoline.

A match is tossed.

The inferno sweeps through the theater. The film reels, made from flammable nitrate, instantly combust. Within seconds the crowd is engulfed in flames. Just one hundred manage to escape through a rear door; four hundred people are burned alive.

The Shah immediately blames the incident on Muslim fanatics. Thousands of fundamentalists are arrested.

In reality, the arson is carried out by members of SAVAK with the Shah’s full knowledge. His plan to blame the Islamists fails.*



The bloodletting begins.

It is dawn, January 15, 1979. Tehran’s 4.5 million residents are on edge. The cool morning temperature rises to forty-five degrees. The mountains surrounding the city are capped with snow.

Under his command, the Ayatollah’s forces attack military bases, police stations, government buildings. Five hundred thousand religious fanatics are unleashed. They roam the streets broadcasting taped warnings from megaphones: all women must cover their hair, each man is ordered to carry a copy of the Holy Quran, dissent means death.



Slowly, a heavy crane is driven into Jaleh Square, now known as Martyr’s Square. A long plastic cable hangs from the top of the thirty-foot structure. At the end is a noose. Other cranes are placed throughout the capital.

They will soon be put to use.



The Shah is secretly dying.

As the capital burns, Mohammad Pahlavi recovers from abdominal surgery at his garish estate. There, seven thousand loyal soldiers stand guard outside. The troops gaze down onto the simmering streets of Tehran. The sound of gunfire echoes through the canyon; acrid smoke rises from the burning city.

Inside, the Shah rests. His bedroom is adorned with Persian rugs, marble pillars, a gold throne, and furniture imported from France. Behind the headpost is a seven-foot portrait of the royal family. Heavy purple drapes cover the windows. Though it is nearly 10:00 a.m., the room is dark. The Shah’s nightstand is littered with empty vials, syringes, and discarded pills.

Unknown to the public, the fifty-nine-year-old has lymphatic cancer. He suffers mild seizures and extreme pain in his back, stomach, and legs. Weeks earlier, Pahlavi sought experimental treatments in Mexico, Egypt, and Germany. None have worked.

Without warning, the Shah’s bedroom door swings open. General Nasser Moghadam, the head of SAVAK, rushes into the chamber. Sweating profusely under full military regalia, he brings news from the front line. The Ayatollah’s forces are gaining ground. Members of the Imperial Army are abandoning their positions. Those captured by the fanatics are hanged, their bodies left to rot under the Persian sun.



Khomeini’s forces now control half of Tehran.

The zealots are approaching the palace.

The Shah knows the end is near. He rises from bed, summoning his wife, Empress Farah. The royal couple, accompanied by ten staffers, ransack the palace, stuffing jewelry, gold bars, and diamonds into boxes and plastic bags.

One hour later, the dictator, wearing a white imperial suit with gold trim, military medals, a red sash, and a long sword, enters a Mercedes-Benz limousine.

The car speeds off.

In the distance lifeless bodies hang from cranes, swaying in the wind.*



Three thousand miles away, Ayatollah Khomeini prepares his dinner.

The religious zealot stands in his French kitchen, slicing vegetables. He is cooking his favorite meal: stewed eggplant, raisins, and ground lamb. The exotic scent of Persian spices, saffron, cumin, coriander, and cinnamon fill the tiny home.

From a small radio, broadcasters deliver the news in French. Khomeini listens. He has spent his time in exile learning the local language.

Suddenly, he stops. The Shah has left Iran for an “unscheduled vacation.”

The Ayatollah smiles: “Allahu Akhbar.”



Two weeks later, Khomeini’s plane touches down in Tehran.

Millions of people line the streets to celebrate. The flight, organized by the French government, carries the cleric, his extended family, top advisors, and doctors.

Hundreds of thousands gather at the airport, carrying large signs:
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Death to the Shah! Long live the Ayatollah!



Suddenly, the seventy-six-year-old appears from a balcony above the tarmac. There, he declares the end of the Shah’s reign and the establishment of a new Islamic Republic.

The frenzied crowd screams with approval.

The fanatics are in control.



The head of SAVAK is on the run.

Hours after the Ayatollah lands in Tehran, General Nasser Moghadam hides in an abandoned apartment. Outside, religious zealots hunt for high-ranking members of the Shah’s secret police. His second-in-command has already been captured.

It is midnight. The room is dark.

Abandoned by the Shah, the general plans to flee Iran on foot, first to Iraq, then Turkey. He will never get the chance.

Six hours earlier, an eighty-five-year-old merchant named Mirzaali Vaezzad alerts Khomeini’s forces to an intruder hiding above his carpet store. An investigation ensues.

Violently, the flat’s front door is kicked open. Eight men, wearing traditional Islamic garb of loose white trousers, a beige shirt, and a black vest, swarm the room. The general is apprehended without a fight. He is blindfolded, then taken to the dreaded Evin Prison, a complex he once oversaw.

There, he endures two months of torture. His body is burned and doused in corrosive chemicals; his fingernails are removed with pliers. Eventually, he reveals the identities and locations of other SAVAK officers. They are soon taken into custody.

Now useless to the Ayatollah, the general is brought to the prison courtyard. His neck is placed in a noose affixed to a crane. Slowly, the equipment rises. Moghadam’s feet leave the ground. His body convulses in the air, performing a grotesque dance.

The once-feared man loses consciousness after thirty seconds. Four minutes later, he is pronounced dead.

All captured members of SAVAK meet the same fate.*



Ayatollah Khomeini is growing bolder.

It is 6:30 a.m., November 4, 1979. Five hundred fanatical students gather outside the US embassy. The complex, constructed in 1962, covers thirty acres of land in the center of Tehran. The buildings are surrounded by metal fencing, iron security gates, and a fifteen-foot-high wall lined with razor wire.

Weeks earlier, American President Jimmy Carter allowed the ailing Shah to receive cancer treatments in Minnesota. Enraged, the Ayatollah accuses the United States of protecting Pahlavi from Islamic justice. To intimidate Carter, he directs his minions to surround the American embassy.†

Inside, sixty-six terrified Americans are trapped. They hide in small offices, under desks, in the basement. From reinforced windows they hear the chant: “Death to America!”

Outside, the angry mob swells to five thousand.

Slowly, a sixteen-year-old Iranian girl, known only as Anahita, approaches the embassy. She is covered head-to-toe by a chador, a long black robe concealing her face and body. Beneath the heavy fabric, she carries a pair of bolt cutters.

Anahita walks cautiously toward the chain-link fence surrounding the complex. From the roof, US Marines aim M-16 machine guns at the angry protesters. They have been given orders to shoot “only if fired upon.”

Rocks are hurled at the Americans.

The girl goes unnoticed. She puts the cutters to use.



The US embassy descends into chaos as American diplomats burn classified documents, dispatch encrypted messages to their families, then await the inevitable.

Suddenly, a loud siren blares. The sound means “Code Black”—the embassy has fallen. Just six people escape from a rear door.*

Thousands of Islamists rush through the chain-link fence. They break the iron gates, then scale the security wall. Windows and doors are pried open with crowbars. Within minutes, hundreds of Iranians violate the embassy. US Marine guards stand down.

American flags are destroyed, photos of President Carter smashed against the wall.

The screaming zealots search the facility room by room. In the ambassador’s office, they find a large picture of the Ayatollah. In the center of his face is a hand-drawn bull’s-eye. The image is pierced with dozens of metal darts. The sight enrages the invaders.†

By 10:00 a.m., fifty-two US citizens are taken hostage, including twelve marines.



Pleased, Ayatollah Khomeini releases a brief statement:
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Allah has finally delivered justice to the American Den of Spies!



In the United States, the public seethes with anger.



It is January 7, 1980. One of America’s most popular publications, Time magazine, releases its annual issue declaring the “Man of the Year.”

Previous honors were given to John F. Kennedy, Martin Luther King Jr., the Apollo astronauts.

The menacing image on the Time cover is the same one posted all over Tehran: Ayatollah Khomeini.*

Writes Time,


Unifying a nation behind such extremist positions is a remarkable achievement for an austere theologian who little more than a year ago was totally unknown in the West he now menaces. But Khomeini’s carefully cultivated air of mystic detachment cloaks an iron will, an inflexible devotion to simple ideas that he has preached for decades, and a finely tuned instinct for articulating the passions and rages of his people.





January 20, 1981. The hostage crisis enters its 444th day.

Tens of thousands gather outside the US Capitol in Washington. It is warmer than average, with temperatures rising to sixty degrees. A gentle breeze flows from the Potomac River.

On stage stands the newly elected President of the United States. Wearing a dark suit, white shirt, and gray tie, Ronald Reagan issues the following warning to Iran:


As for the enemies of freedom, those who are potential adversaries, they will be reminded that peace is the highest aspiration of the American people. We will negotiate for it, sacrifice for it; we will not surrender for it, now or ever.

When action is required to preserve our national security, we will act.



Behind the new president sits the defeated Jimmy Carter listening intently to Reagan’s warning to Iran.

The nation’s thirty-ninth president has been utterly humiliated. Carter was unable to secure the release of the hostages, which caused his job approval rating to plummet. On November 4, 1980, Jimmy Carter loses reelection to Ronald Reagan in a landslide.

Now, as he listens to Ronald Reagan’s Inaugural Address, Jimmy Carter is bitter, and he is about to be humiliated by Iran once again.



Six thousand miles east, the terrified American hostages are blindfolded and taken to the embassy’s basement. There, they are ordered into a fleet of vans. Many believe they are being taken to Martyr’s Square for a public execution.

Instead, the motorcade heads north, toward the airport.



Fearing Ronald Reagan’s incoming administration, the Ayatollah quietly reaches an agreement with US negotiators to free the captive Americans.

As a final insult to Jimmy Carter, Khomeini releases the hostages the moment Reagan takes the oath of office.*



Even as the president is speaking in Washington, a Boeing 727 sits on the tarmac of Tehran’s International Airport. Fifty-two hostages are escorted onto the jet.

The plane leaves Iran for Algeria. From there, the captives are flown to a US Air Force base in West Germany. The aircraft refuels in Ireland before crossing the Atlantic. Over the ocean, bottles of champagne are summoned. Cheeseburgers are consumed.

Eight days later, the ex-hostages are given a ticker-tape parade through New York City. Two million Americans attend the patriotic event in lower Manhattan. Tens of millions watch on television in the United States and around the world.

In Iran, Khomeini is hailed as a hero who “easily defeated the Great Satan.”

The Ayatollah’s power grows.*



Terror spreads.

Dusk, December 10, 1987. The Ayatollah Khomeini sits at the center of a long conference table inside his modest home in Jamaran, a quiet suburb north of Tehran. Nearby, the Shah’s former palaces have been destroyed and the American embassy converted to a museum dedicated to the “many crimes against Islam” allegedly committed by the United States.

The Ayatollah’s home is officially called Jamaran Hosseiniyeh, Religious Gathering Place. The second story is his personal residence.

The dictator now exerts total control over the public and military. He has one million soldiers and another 250,000 members of the maniacal Iranian Revolutionary Guard Corps, or IRGC. While the regular army is tasked with protecting the nation, the IRGC’s mission is to defend the Islamic faith—at home and abroad.

Across from Khomeini sits Mohsen Rezaee, the head of the IRGC. Rezaee, wearing a khaki uniform, a maroon beret, and knee-high black boots, is a killer. His face is covered with a dense brown beard, his menacing eyes surrounded by wire-framed glasses. Rezaee rose to prominence during the Islamic Revolution, murdering and torturing at the Ayatollah’s order. Now, he commands the IRGC with no restraint.

Sparkling water and prune juice are summoned; alcohol is forbidden. Pistachio nuts are eaten from small clay bowls, the shells discarded into waste bins.

Today, the two men discuss opening a new war against “the Little Satan”—Israel.

Six years earlier, Iran began financing a fanatical paramilitary group in southern Lebanon called Hezbollah—the Party of God. Tehran provides them rockets, money, and ammunition.

Now, a new organization is developing in Gaza, a two-square-mile stretch of barren land on the Israeli-Egyptian border. It is called Ḥarakat al-Muqāwamah al-ʾIslāmiyyah, the Islamic Resistance Movement, also known as Hamas.



The meeting ends.

The eighty-five-year-old Ayatollah agrees to give Hamas $100 million annually as well as two thousand lethal rockets. The money and weaponry will be funneled through the IRGC into Gaza. The terror group is just one of many proxies financed by Iran. The Islamic Republic now supports twenty jihadi networks around the globe.*

Khomeini believes terrorism and death will spread his fanatical ideology throughout the world. Within his lifetime, he predicts a global Islamist movement, ending with every country living under the Quran. But he knows he will not live to see that.

Ayatollah Khomeini’s time on earth will soon be over.



Death is near.

It is June 3, 1989. The dictator lies unconscious at a small hospital one block from his home in Tehran. Now eighty-six, the cleric has suffered five separate heart attacks in ten days.

His second-in-command, Ali Khamenei, stands over his body reciting verses from the Quran. Beside him are Khomeini’s wife, two sons, three daughters, and eight grandchildren.

Briefly, the Ayatollah regains consciousness.

Through shaking breath, he delivers his final words: “This life is an arduous path. Try not to sin.”*



During his lifetime, it is estimated that the Ayatollah Khomeini is responsible for the deaths of one million people. In addition, his religious police tortured hundreds of thousands of human beings, destroying many innocent people.

One of them is a woman named Farrokhroo Parsa.



In 1968, the Shah selects Ms. Parsa, a former biology professor and member of the Iranian parliament, to serve as the minister of education, the first female cabinet member in Persian history. At the time, Pahlavi wanted to present a more benign Iran to the world. This was an effective public relations move. For twelve years Farrokhroo Parsa champions the rights of women in Iran.

After the Islamic Revolution, the Ayatollah has her arrested for allegedly “promoting prostitution.” The fifty-eight-year-old is abducted by the IRGC, then dragged before an Islamic court.

Her trial lasts less than sixty seconds. The sentence is death.

For five months, the Ayatollah keeps Ms. Parsa captive in a six-foot steel cage located in the Evin Prison complex on the outskirts of Tehran. There, she is beaten daily. Her rations consist of rice and filthy water. Soon, she contracts dysentery, an agonizing affliction, but is given no medical attention.

On May 8, 1980, the IRGC enters Farrokhroo’s cell with pistols drawn. She is taken to the courtyard, blindfolded, then placed against a brick wall.

Khomeini’s death squad gathers.

Ten men point their rifles at the woman’s chest. Three seconds later, bullets tear through her body. Farrokhroo Parsa dies instantly.



In her cell, she leaves a note:

I am prepared to receive death with open arms rather than live in shame by being forced to wear a veil. I am NOT prepared to wear the Ayatollah’s black robes and step back in history.

Under the Ayatollah, thousands of Iranian women are killed by firing squad; others are maimed and mutilated by the regime’s torturers.*



While Farrokhroo Parsa dies alone, the Ayatollah Khomeini is lionized.

Ten million people take to the streets to see his closed coffin paraded through Tehran. It is brutally hot on this June day. Four hundred mourners are trampled to death trying to get closer to the body. Some in the distraught crowd sob. Women scream in agony; men rend their clothing.

Memorials for the Ayatollah are held in Iraq, Turkey, France, Great Britain, Gaza, even the Soviet Union.



In Tehran, the funeral is carried out as prescribed in the Quran. Khomeini’s body is washed and covered in a white shroud.

He is buried in a shrine on the outskirts of the city.

The fifty-year-old Ali Khamenei is immediately anointed the new ayatollah by a council of Muslim clerics.

He rules to this day.*



Islamic fundamentalism still shrouds Iran, as does violence.

Each year, thousands of political dissidents are hanged. Those accused of disrespecting the Muslim faith are sometimes beheaded in public. Alleged adulterers are buried to the neck, then stoned to death. Homosexuals are subjected to “execution by falling from great heights”—they are thrown from rooftops. Those convicted of stealing often have their left hands severed. Tongues of blasphemers are removed with knives.

All religious dissent is banned. Iran’s Jewish population, numbering two hundred thousand in 1950, falls to zero. The nation’s Christians are ordered to convert or leave the country.

Most do so.



Iran suffers greatly under the theocratic rule of Ayatollah Khomeini. In addition to a total loss of personal freedom, Iranians bore witness to a savage eight-year war with Iraq beginning in 1980.

The pointless conflict began as a small territorial dispute between Khomeini and Iraqi dictator Saddam Hussein. The situation spiraled out of control and was quickly declared a “holy battle” by the Ayatollah. The foolish feud between two evil men achieved nothing and claimed the lives of an estimated one million soldiers.*

Today, Iran wages proxy wars in Syria, Iraq, Israel, Yemen, and beyond. The nation is the single greatest sponsor of terrorism on earth.

Even worse, Iran continues to pursue a nuclear weapon. The United States and Israel have vowed that will not be permitted. So, the specter of war looms.

The hatred fostered by the Ayatollah Khomeini continues to be embraced by millions of fundamentalist Muslims. Under the guise of religion, innocent people are murdered every day in countries worldwide. The jihad lives on even as it embraces mass death.

The Ayatollah would be well pleased.

His legacy of evil remains intact.







CHAPTER ELEVEN
Vladimir Putin



DRESDEN, EAST GERMANY

DECEMBER 5, 1989

MORNING

The Red Menace is unraveling.

Lieutenant Colonel Vladimir Putin stares with rage through the frosted window of his office inside the KGB headquarters. The unassuming three-story villa is in the center of Dresden, one of the few buildings to withstand the Allied bombing campaign against Nazi Germany. Now, the town of five hundred thousand people is controlled by the Communist Party in East Berlin, which takes its orders from Moscow.

The KGB building boasts a communal kitchen, a recreation room, an armory, accommodations for visiting diplomats, and a lavish ballroom adorned with marble busts of Joseph Stalin and Vladimir Lenin.

On the ground floor, a hidden door reveals a subterranean complex of prison cells, torture chambers, and an execution space that is frequently used.

Three stories above, the thirty-seven-year-old Putin runs a vast network of undercover agents for his superiors in the Kremlin. His men have infiltrated many governments in Europe, including France, Great Britain, and Italy.*

The lieutenant colonel wears a brown suit, green tie, and smokes his favorite brand of German cigarettes, F6 Filters, exhaling plumes of tobacco as he watches a violent spectacle unfold on the street below. Putin is a muscular man of average height with blond hair slicked to the side. A thin mustache lines his upper lip.

The KGB man extinguishes his cigarette.

Removing a loaded pistol from his belt, Putin places it on the windowsill next to an ashtray. The gun is an anniversary gift from his wife, Lyudmila.

Outside, an angry mob is gathering.



It has been a fast rise for Vladimir Putin.

Born to World War II veterans and raised in the slums of Leningrad, the young man earns a rough reputation as a local gang leader and judo champion. He quickly gains the attention of undercover KGB agents and is recruited into the agency.†



The twenty-two-year-old Putin is trained in hand-to-hand combat, counterintelligence, and torture. His first assignment is the surveillance of foreigners in Leningrad. For five years, Vladimir hunts Russia’s perceived enemies. Dozens of alleged spies are taken into custody by the KGB. Many are innocent. Some vanish.

The Communist leaders in Moscow are pleased.

In 1985, Putin is promoted to lieutenant colonel and assigned to lead the KGB’s operations in East Germany, a major job.

There, his training in torture is put to use.

First target: Freya Klier.

The pro-Western theater director is allegedly spreading “democratic propaganda” through underground newsletters. Under Putin’s order, the thirty-six-year-old woman is placed under constant surveillance. She is soon arrested in Dresden and subjected to “Zersetzung”—corrosion. For weeks, she endures isolation, surveillance, threats, and efforts to destroy her reputation and personal relationships.

Freya ultimately relents.

Facing certain death, the activist accepts expulsion from Dresden and is forcibly relocated to West Germany, destitute and alone.

Freya Klier escapes with her life. Many of Putin’s enemies are not so fortunate.*



Dresden is on edge.

Across the street from Colonel Putin’s headquarters is the main office of the Ministerium für Staatssicherheit, Ministry of State Secrets. To Germans, this place is known to house the dreaded Stasi. Modeled after the Nazi SS, tens of thousands of plainclothes agents scour East Germany arresting all “political opponents.”

The Stasi officially operates under orders from East Berlin, but the group is really controlled by the KGB—and Putin himself.

Over the years, millions of innocent civilians are detained. Many are violently interrogated. Some die. Subjected to torture, family members (including children) testify against each other. The East German police state descends into barbarity.



Communism is collapsing.

After half a century of repression and murder, pro-democracy movements are sweeping the continent. In November 1989, thousands of protesters dismantle the Berlin Wall—the symbolic and physical barrier between totalitarianism and democracy.

Germany, divided into two countries since its defeat in World War II, is in turmoil. The Marxist government that controls the eastern half of the nation is disintegrating quickly.

Vladimir Putin is bearing witness. He does not like it.



Drastic measures are approved.

Putin’s modest second-story office is a hive of activity. There, the ruthless colonel conducts meetings under a framed portrait of Soviet leader Mikhail Gorbachev. Privately, he detests Gorbachev for embracing some capitalist reforms. For Putin, an admirer of Stalin, these are acts of treason, but, at this point, Putin’s political leanings matter not. A pro-democracy demonstration has now reached the offices of the KGB.

Spurred by the protest, Colonel Putin calmly walks toward his desk, removes a key from his breast pocket, and unlocks a hidden drawer. He retrieves a white folder with red lettering:


Секретный материал для Советского государства

Sensitive Material for the Soviet State



The document details information about the KGB’s extensive network of spies throughout Europe: names, dates, locations. This information cannot fall into the hands of the enemy.

Putin takes a silver cigarette lighter and sets the material ablaze; the flaming pages are thrown into a metallic waste bin.

Outside, the agitated crowd grows even larger.

Putin walks to the window. He sees thousands of activists, some waving American flags. That is a crime punishable by death in East Germany. But now anarchy reigns.

Suddenly, rocks smash through the windows of the Stasi and KGB headquarters. Soviet guards draw their machine guns. Putin himself has seen enough.

He walks toward a wooden bureau, retrieving his military uniform: jet-black fatigues, shirt, and tie. His collars are affixed with Soviet stars. A Communist Party pin hangs from his left lapel. He holsters a pistol on his right hip.

Though the temperature outside is nearly zero, Putin wears no jacket or hat as he walks out of the building to face the protesters.



At this point, about fifty thousand freedom seekers are roaming the streets of Dresden. They are targeting any Russian presence. After gathering in the city center, the group marches toward Putin’s KGB building on the northern bank of the Elbe River.

The mob quickly turns violent, storming buildings, screaming, “Freiheit!”—“Freedom!” The guards are overwhelmed. Hundreds of civilians try to breach the KGB complex to search for missing family members.

The Russian guards quickly leave the street, retreating inside Putin’s headquarters.

Panic ensues.

Suddenly, the wooden door of the KGB villa swings open.

Vladimir Putin emerges onto the street with a pistol drawn. He is alone.

The Russian spy marches toward the furious mob. The group falls silent. Without emotion, Putin issues the following declaration in fluent German:


Don’t try to force your way into this property. My comrades are armed, and I have authorized them to use their weapons in an emergency. Disperse now or face the consequences. You have ten minutes.





Somewhat amazingly, the crowd disbands. Many have experienced past violence.

Putin then returns to his office, picking up a telephone with direct access to the Kremlin. Five minutes later, Sergei Akhromeyev, leader of the Soviet Army, is on the line. Putin requests two tanks be dispatched for his protection.

He is denied. No further explanation is forthcoming.

Instead, Putin receives a terse order: “Burn everything.”*



Unknown to the disbanding protesters, there is an active horror taking place inside the KGB headquarters. In the basement, several detainees writhe in agony. Arrested hours earlier, the captives are secretly delivered into the hands of Vladimir Putin.

The KGB gets to work.

The activists are taken to different cells, stripped naked, then tied to metallic chairs. Electrical conductors are attached to the seat and legs. On the other end of the cable is a Volkswagen car battery.

The victims are doused with salt water. Every ten minutes, Putin’s men flip a wall switch, activating the battery. An excruciating electrical current courses through the protesters’ bodies.

The process goes on for six hours. Eventually, the captives reveal the secret locations of the pro-democracy leadership.

Now useless to the KGB, the bloodied civilians are taken from the basement and thrown naked into the frigid streets of Dresden under the orders of Colonel Putin.†

Three stories above, the brutal man is hungry.

Putin dispatches a guard to his favorite restaurant, Kraftwerk Dresden. Thirty minutes later, the soldier returns with two pints of German beer, sausages, sauerkraut, cabbage soup, and a pack of F6 Filter cigarettes.

Putin feels no empathy for the civilians he has just tortured.

The psychopath eats alone.



The Soviet Union is also under pressure.

Joseph Stalin’s “Communist utopia” slowly unravels. In 1985, reformer Mikhail Gorbachev becomes General Secretary of the Communist Party. To revive the floundering economy, he institutes a series of proposals called perestroika (restructuring) and glasnost (political openness).

The policies fail.

American President Ronald Reagan then launches a new arms race with the USSR. To maintain military parity, Russia spends 20 percent of its entire GDP on missiles and other weapons.

One year later, the Chernobyl Nuclear Power Plant explodes in northern Ukraine. Radioactive debris is thrust into the atmosphere, falling on places as far away as Sweden.

Moscow is utterly humiliated, its invincibility shattered.*

In addition, Communist governments in eastern Europe soon fall: Poland, Lithuania, Latvia, Georgia, Estonia, then ten more.

The last to leave the USSR is Ukraine. That decision enrages Vladimir Putin. Like Stalin, he sees the region as “sacred Russian territory.”



So, he makes a personal vow: Ukraine will one day be his.*



In Moscow, Russian leaders know that Communism has been defeated. High-ranking officials, including Vladimir Putin, watch the Berlin Wall come down on television. Now, a new world order will emerge.

However, Colonel Putin is not convinced the pro-democracy movement will prevail and makes his opinion known to the leadership in Moscow. His words are ignored.

That’s because Russia has now entered a deep economic depression.

Supplies disappear; food is scant. Millions demand reform. Fearing retribution, hundreds of devoted Communists flee Moscow.

Under tremendous pressure, Soviet leader Gorbachev resigns. On Christmas Day, 1991, he issues his final order:


I hereby discontinue my activities at the post of President of the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics. That office is now extinct. We live in a new world. The Cold War has ended, the arms race has stopped, as has the insane militarization which mutilated our economy, public psyche, and morals. The threat of a world war has been removed.



Amid the upheaval, Colonel Putin returns to Leningrad without a job. The KGB is no longer active. Putin’s paychecks cease. He searches for work, first at Leningrad State University, then in law enforcement.†

No one hires the former spy.

Vladimir Putin seethes.



Soon, a relatively unknown bureaucrat named Boris Yeltsin is installed as president of the new Russian Federation. Frequently inebriated, Yeltsin takes no action against atrocities committed by the KGB. His own security is provided by the Russian military.

The spies remain in the wind.

Because of his contacts in Leningrad, Putin is eventually hired to advise the mayor of the city. Here, he uses coercion, extortion, even physical violence to accumulate personal wealth and power, as the local government protects him.



Boldly, Putin begins to extort businesses using threats of government reprisals. Cash flows into the mayor of Leningrad’s coffers with “the advisor” skimming a percentage of the ill-gotten gains.

As local officials in Leningrad begin to become wealthy, Vladimir Putin steps up his criminal activities with their tacit approval.

He recruits military veterans and members of organized crime syndicates to run a new network of gun smuggling, drug trafficking, and prostitution.

Those who oppose Putin’s operation are beaten, sometimes murdered.

He becomes one of the most feared men in Russia, totally dominating the underworld of Leningrad.

At home, Vladimir Putin lives in a modest apartment with his wife, Lyudmila, and their five-year-old daughter, Maria. He does not spend much time with them, preferring to run his various criminal enterprises and conducting affairs with young women.

Apart from his various criminal operations, Putin is preoccupied with martial arts, hunting, swimming, and games of chess. He believes all are necessary for a well-balanced life.



It is October 17, 1994. Journalist Dmitry Kholodov walks cautiously toward his parked car in the center of Saint Petersburg. For three years, he has been investigating the city government, including Vladimir Putin.

The thirty-one-year-old Kholodov has short hair, a clean-shaven face, dark eyes, and a long nose. He is slender, wearing a plaid suit and a long leather coat. The reporter opens the driver’s-side door of his black Volkswagen Beetle, entering the vehicle.

He places the key in the ignition. The engine turns with a loud sputter.

Kholodov is nervous.

Suddenly, he notices a black bag behind him in the back seat. The package is neatly folded and tied with string.

Instinctively, he reaches for the bundle.

That motion triggers six pounds of concealed plastic explosives. The car is instantly engulfed in a thirty-foot inferno of fire, tangled metal, and glass.

Dmitry Kholodov is obliterated.

There is no investigation into his death.



The twelve-year-old boy digs through the rubble.

It is dusk, October 7, 1964, thirty years before the assassination of Vladimir Kholodov.

Young Vlad Putin sifts through the remnants of a bombed munitions factory in central Leningrad. The city, destroyed two decades earlier by the Nazis, remains in ruins. There is little electricity, running water, or food. Putin’s primary school, Education Facility Number 193, is a Communist indoctrination camp, focusing on the exploits of Karl Marx, Vladimir Lenin, and Joseph Stalin.

The boy idolizes them all.

Now, Vlad forages for items to sell at the Vasileostrovsky Market: copper fittings, brass, steel, and, if he is lucky, gold jewelry or porcelain plates. Though the sale of private goods is illegal in Communist Russia, Leningrad’s black market is thriving. For many poor households, it is a significant source of income.

After an hour, the boy is finished. He walks one mile to his family’s small apartment at 12 Baskov Lane. Tonight, his mother, Maria, is baking a rarity—buttercream cake.

It is Vlad’s birthday.

He is the family’s only surviving child. His older brother Albert died in infancy; the other sibling, Viktor, perished during the Nazi siege of Leningrad in 1944 at the age of two.

Emotionally, the family has not recovered.

In line with Marxist policies, there is no private property in Leningrad. The Putin family is directed to live in this dingy apartment by the Communist Party. The weathered brick building has a large communal kitchen and bathroom. The Putins’ dwelling is just one room, measuring two hundred square feet. The space is heated by a small wood-burning furnace.

Tonight, his mother is using the primitive stove as a makeshift oven. The sweet scents of cinnamon, butter, and raisins fill the tiny room. To celebrate the occasion, she has spent weeks bartering for luxury ingredients with other residents.

Caked in dirt, Vlad enters the apartment.

The boy’s impoverished neighbors call him “Okhotnik na krys”—the Rat Hunter. Because of his propensity for violence, residents reward young Vlad with candy and pocket change for exterminating vermin. He relishes the kill.*

Though it is early fall, evening temperatures plummet below freezing. Vlad and his mother savor the sweet birthday dessert in near darkness. The only source of light is a small candle and the furnace fire.

Putin’s father, Spiridonovich, is not here for his son’s celebration. The family’s patriarch works the night shift at a nearby furniture factory. Like many other Soviet veterans of World War II, Spirodon is a violent man, prone to fits of rage. He often beats young Vladimir for what he calls a “lack of discipline.” Putin endures the attacks in silence.†

Soon, it is time for bed.



Sleep does not come easy.

Vlad lies down on a heap of rags, dirty clothing, and handmade woolen blankets. For warmth, he wears his outdoor winter coat and fur-lined hat.

The apartment has just one mattress. It is used by Spiridonovich Putin during the day after he returns from work. Silence is imposed in the small flat, so Vlad spends most of his time outside, even in freezing temperatures.

Through thin walls, hungry Russians can be heard fighting, laughing, and drinking to excess. Outside, men huddle around garbage cans filled with burning branches, smoking cigarettes. It is a hard life for all.

By his forty-seventh birthday, the boy sleeping on the wood floor will control an army of one million and the planet’s largest stockpile of nuclear weapons: forty thousand warheads—enough to destroy the earth a hundred times over.



Violence is now a way of life for young Vladimir.

It is June 1, 1967. The now fifteen-year-old and his gang of teenage thugs control the streets surrounding his dilapidated apartment building. They protect the complex from thieves, rapists, drug dealers, and other so-called enemies.

Today, a rival crew has accidentally wandered into the neighborhood.

That is a mistake.

Under Putin’s orders, his group corners the interlopers in a filthy courtyard. Garbage, vodka bottles, and cigarette butts litter the ground. Wild dogs roam free. At each end of the complex are rusting soccer goal posts, the nets stolen and converted to fishing lines by hungry residents.

Vlad Putin orders children as young as six to bring him weapons. They do. Chunks of cement appear. Soon, they are hurled at the “invaders.” Rocks smash into eyes and noses; blood splatters onto the pavement.

Six teens are gravely injured and carried away by their comrades.

Laughing, Putin’s crew celebrates the victory with cigarettes and beer.



Time passes quickly.

At age thirty-seven, Vladimir Putin has risen quickly through the political ranks. Impressed by his success in Leningrad, Russian President Yeltsin himself summons Putin to serve as the head of the Presidential Property Department in Moscow. The agency manages millions of acres of real estate. Putin uses his new position to amass more money. He soon becomes one of the largest landowners in Russia by manipulating his corrupt department. Anyone who does not comply with Putin’s “rules” has their land seized by “the government.”

Vladimir Putin has learned that bribery is his ticket to power. In addition to amassing cash for himself, he spreads money around to bureaucrats in Moscow.

Quickly, he is promoted to lead the Federal Security Service. Then, Putin becomes the presidential chief of staff, an unelected position controlled by Boris Yeltsin.

It seems there is no stopping the former KGB agent or the cash that flows from his criminal enterprises.



Now, Boris Yeltsin is dying.

After decades of alcohol abuse, Boris Yeltsin unexpectedly resigns from office on New Year’s Eve, 1999, but not before appointing Vladimir Putin the “acting president” of Russia. It is a stunning move, and Putin wastes no time consolidating power.

All government contracts are to be approved by him. Key industries like oil and gas are seized by Moscow. Independent media outlets are disbanded.

As for Putin’s political rivals, they all know the new president literally controls their lifespans.



A former comrade has turned on Vladimir Putin.

It is noon, November 3, 2006. The Russian defector has just three weeks to live.

Alexander Litvinenko reclines in a leather chair in the lobby of the Millennium Hotel in London. Outside, light rain falls on the British capital. The forty-four-year-old, wearing a black dress shirt, green jacket, and blue jeans, eats salted nuts and sips English tea while waiting for his “associates.” He is a tall man with thick blond hair, prominent eyebrows, and thin lips.

Beginning in 1991, Litvinenko served as Putin’s top deputy at the Federal Security Service, disseminating orders through the lower ranks. The two men had weekly meetings, often at Putin’s private office. During one exchange, Litvinenko is ordered to assassinate a Russian oligarch, Boris Berezovsky, but the underling refuses to do it.*

In 1999, Litvinenko was not happy that his acquaintance ascended to the Russian presidency. He saw Putin as a violent dictator who would steer Russia into totalitarianism.

So, Litvinenko began to criticize Putin. That led to dark threats, and, eventually, he decided to flee Russia for England. The United Kingdom quickly grants him asylum even as he continues to criticize his old comrade, Vlad.

Now, the door of the Millennium Hotel swings open. Two Russians, Andrei Lugovoy and Dmitry Kovtun, enter the building. Both are former KGB agents who worked alongside Litvinenko. The men embrace, exchange gifts, then retire to a secluded corner of the lobby. The old friends gathered for a reunion.

More tea is ordered.



Death can be delivered in small doses.

After an hour of conversation, Litvinenko excuses himself, walking toward the restroom. His “associates” act quickly, carrying out orders from President Putin.

Carefully, they remove a small glass vial from a leather briefcase. The material inside the vial is lethal. Two tiny pellets, no larger than grains of sand, contain a deadly radioactive isotope, polonium-210.

The vial is opened, its contents covertly dropped into Litvinenko’s porcelain cup.

Soon, the dissident returns and begins sipping his tea.

His fate is sealed.



Twenty days later, Alexander Litvinenko writhes in agony at the University College Hospital in central London. He is now completely bald, weighing just 110 pounds. The level of radiation in his bloodstream is ten times higher than that of the victims of the Chernobyl disaster. For their own protection, doctors and nurses are forbidden from touching the Russian without special gloves and lead-lined safety gear.

The nuclear material causes the dissident’s blood vessels to collapse. His lungs fill with fluid; other organs fail. With his veins disintegrating, doctors are unable to administer pain medication. It is a torturous death.

Through rattling breath, Alexander Litvinenko dictates his final message:


You may succeed in silencing one man but the howl of protest from around the world, Mr. Putin, will reverberate in your ears for the rest of your life.



In Moscow, news of the dissident’s demise reaches President Putin. He then issues his own statement: “Fortunately for us all, Mister Litvinenko is not Lazarus, and cannot rise from the dead.”*



Aided by unlimited power, Vladimir Putin becomes perhaps the richest man in the world. By 2007, the boy born in the slums of Leningrad is now worth at least $250 billion. But more importantly, he rules Russia unopposed.†

The only check on his power is the President of the United States.



Barack Obama is in a bad mood.

It is March 20, 2014. A warm breeze blows off the Potomac River through Washington, DC. The scent of blooming cherry blossoms fills the humid air.

Inside the White House, the president sits behind the Resolute Desk in the Oval Office, reviewing his prepared remarks.

Two days earlier, Vladimir Putin invaded Crimea, a Ukrainian peninsula along the Black Sea. Publicly, the dictator claims the ethnic Russians who live there are being targeted by “neo-Nazis.” Privately, Putin acknowledges the land seizure is a strategic move against the United States. He is testing Barack Obama.



That places the US president under immense pressure. Though Ukraine begs for support, Secretary of State John Kerry and Vice President Joe Biden believe any military intervention would start a global conflict.

Flanked by staffers and Press Secretary Jay Carney, Obama departs the Oval Office for the south lawn of the White House. Reporters rise from their seats as the Commander-in-Chief takes the podium.

In Moscow, President Putin and his top generals watch the satellite TV feed with anticipation.



Wearing a dark suit, blue shirt, and lavender tie, Obama begins:


Over the last several days, we’ve continued to be deeply concerned by events in Ukraine. We’ve seen an illegal referendum in Crimea; an illegitimate move by the Russians to annex Crimea; and dangerous risks of escalation, including threats to Ukrainian personnel in Crimea and threats to southern and eastern Ukraine as well. Because of the situation in Crimea, the United States is moving to impose new sanctions on Russia and senior officials of the Russian government.



After a few more remarks, the president leaves the podium, departing for Orlando, Florida, to meet with students at Valencia College. There, they discuss climate change and workers’ rights.

Inside the Kremlin, Putin is pleased.*

The Obama administration does little to halt the Crimea aggression. So, Vladimir Putin begins plotting a full-scale invasion of Ukraine.



The Russian dictator dines in luxury.

It is August 23, 2023. One year earlier, Vladimir Putin’s forces march into Ukraine. Now, the two nations are embroiled in a bloody conflict.

Already two hundred thousand Russians have been killed and half a million wounded, according to British intelligence. Ukrainian casualties are astronomical as well.

Putin prosecutes the war from the safety of his opulent palace on the Black Sea and from the Kremlin in Moscow. The country residence spans eight thousand acres and features a central mansion, riding stables, ten pools, beachfront cottages, a wine vineyard, and seven ballrooms. His private quarters boast a sauna, a steam room, gilded furniture, and a four-post bed covered with silk sheets.

The property is guarded by five hundred loyal soldiers. Two submarines and a battleship protect the shoreline. The basement of the mansion is lined with concrete that can withstand a thermonuclear explosion.

Tonight, the seventy-one-year-old eats dinner alone. His ex-wife, Lyudmila, lives in Moscow with their two adult children. After thirty years of marriage, the couple divorced in 2013 for “amicable reasons.” Secretly, the separation was caused by Putin’s obsession with young women, including thirty-one-year-old Olympic gymnast Alina Kabaeva, whom Putin met during the international games.*

Forty servants serve Putin’s dinner: roasted lamb, salt cod, and copious amounts of wine. Vladimir Putin sips the libation from a hand-cut crystal goblet.

Although once an avowed Communist, he now enjoys the finer things in life—all of which are readily available.



In Moscow the situation is similar. Putin owns a lavish mansion seven miles from the Kremlin. The enormous estate is one of the most opulent homes in the world. Each morning begins with fresh fruit and tea. He then completes his “daily cleanse,” an hour-long steam bath followed by a ten-minute plunge into a frigid concoction: ice, salt water, and dried branches of white birch, oak, and eucalyptus.

Putin often takes English lessons, using popular American songs to learn difficult phrases and cultural references. However, he refuses to speak the language in public, believing it is a sign of weakness.

From his palatial retreats, Putin once entertained world leaders, but now he is a global pariah. Since invading Ukraine in 2022, the Russian president has been denounced by the United Nations, booted from international alliances, and charged with war crimes by the International Criminal Court located in the Hague, Holland. On March 17, 2023, the court issued a warrant for the dictator’s arrest.

Today, Vladimir Putin can travel to only a handful of nations: China, Iran, Turkey, North Korea.

In Russia, he is also isolated. Fearing assassination, Putin’s security apparatus closes Moscow’s entire highway system when the dictator travels to and from the capital by car. Motorists are forced to exit the roadway, often for hours on end. Shops are closed, restaurants shuttered. Many residents simply stay home.

Obviously, Putin does not care to see anyone.



The fighting in Ukraine is intense.

To bolster his position, Putin hires a vicious mercenary army known as the Wagner Group. The organization supplements the Russian army, operating outside the norms of international law. Rarely are prisoners taken, and, if they are, torture is almost assured.

But trouble is brewing.

On August 21, 2023, the Wagner leader, Yevgeny Prigozhin, publicly accuses Putin of “mismanaging” the Ukrainian conflict. Prigozhin is angry because he is not receiving the supplies he believes are needed to wage the war. He also knows his mercenaries are fed up with the corrupt Russian army.

So, Prigozhin goes public and tries to ignite a mutiny against Putin. His troops begin to march toward Moscow.

After twenty-four hours of hostility, a deal is brokered. Prigozhin is granted asylum in Belarus. His mercenaries lay down their arms and leave the battlefield. Foolishly, the Wagner chief believes he will survive his defiance.



The Wagner Group owns a private jet, an Embraer 600 that seats twenty passengers.

Now, the plane flies thirty-two thousand feet above Russia. One day earlier, Yevgeny Prigozhin was summoned to Moscow for “meetings” in the Kremlin. Vladimir Putin was not present. Prigozhin finishes the discussions, then returns to the airport to fly to Belarus.

He will never reach his destination.

The sixty-two-year-old is a rugged man with a bald head, clean-shaven face, and bulbous nose. The brutal merc has fought in seven foreign conflicts, his arms and legs lined with scars from shrapnel. To him, human life is currency.

On the plane are ten senior members of the Wagner Group. Sitting at a circular table, the men discuss a potential Russian contract to provide “security” in Africa and Syria. They drink and eat until satisfied.

Thirty minutes into the flight, a massive explosion tears the aircraft apart.

Everyone on board is instantly killed. Remnants of the plane fall over vast sections of northern Russia. Prigozhin’s remains are never found.

Six hours after the explosion, Vladimir Putin releases a message from his presidential mansion on the Black Sea: “Yevgeny Prigozhin was a talented person, who had, unfortunately, recently made serious mistakes in his life.”

Putin denies sabotaging the Wagner jet.

The official Russian cause of the crash is listed as “engine failure.”

No international investigation is permitted.



It is Christmas Eve, 2024.

Half a million people sleep in Kharkiv, Ukraine’s second-largest city. The town lies just twenty miles from the border with Russia. Smoke billows from the chimneys of Soviet-style apartment buildings; snow covers the streets and roofs. Outside, temperatures plummet well below freezing. On the outskirts of town is Ukraine’s largest power plant, providing electricity to more than half the country.

At 5:00 a.m. on Christmas, the dark skyline of Kharkiv is illuminated with violent flashes of yellow and orange. Without warning, Russian missiles and drones attack the city. Homes, restaurants, churches, and factories are instantly destroyed. Eighty rockets hit the power station.

Much of Ukraine plunges into darkness.

Terrified, hundreds of thousands of civilians seek shelter in metro stations and underground bunkers. Three hundred miles west, the capital of Ukraine, Kyiv, is cut off from power and heat.



In Moscow, Vladimir Putin, a self-proclaimed “devout Christian,” well knows it’s Christmas. Since the beginning of the Ukrainian war, which he alone started, more than fifty thousand civilians are dead from starvation and deprivation.

By 2024, the United Nations estimates Ukrainian civilian casualties will reach more than one hundred thousand. Another ten million have fled the country.

The pointless war Putin wages in Ukraine is the greatest catastrophe in Europe since World War II. It causes much suffering and destruction throughout eastern Europe and Russia.

One man is responsible. The dictator Putin remains unrepentant even in the face of the Russian economy dramatically declining, bringing suffering to his own people.



As stated, Putin can no longer travel to the West. Russia is banned from the G8 (now G7) conferences, and, with the near collapse of the Russian ruble, trade deals outside the Communist world are few.*

Nevertheless, Vladimir Putin continues to wreak havoc.

Through vast payments, Putin keeps the loyalty of powerful Russian generals and the criminal oligarchs who protect him. But his power card is threatening to use nuclear weapons, which he has done numerous times since the Ukrainian war began in February 2022.

The recent presidents of the United States, Joe Biden and Donald Trump, well understand the threat.



Vladimir Putin is an unstable individual who obviously does not value human life at all. It is likely that evil Vlad will meet a grisly end, and history will record him as one of the worst tyrants in modern times. But, as of this writing, it is impossible to predict when that might happen.



What is easy to ascertain is that Putin’s entire life has been based on violence. And the destruction he continues to sow has harmed millions of innocent people.

That is a classic definition of evil.







CHAPTER TWELVE
The Drug Cartels



SIERRA MADRE MOUNTAINS, MEXICO

FEBRUARY 2, 2012

EVENING

The most feared man in Mexico kneels at the altar.

Joaquín Guzmán, the head of the Sinaloa drug cartel, wears blue slacks, a white polo shirt, and cowboy boots. He makes the sign of the cross, whispering prayers in his private chapel. The smoke from burning incense fills the small space; flickering candles cast ominous shadows across the stone walls.

Inside the small church on his property, the fifty-four-year-old drug dealer turns from a golden crucifix and statue of Mother Mary toward a more sinister display. Next to the altar stands a ghastly figure. Human bones form a six-foot statue. A black wig is placed atop the skull. The disturbing image is covered in a dark robe; its left hand clutches a metal scythe. Decaying teeth clench a freshly cut red rose.

The demonic figure, Santa Muerte, Holy Death, is the patron saint of the drug cartels that control Mexico.

Guzmán, known throughout the world as “El Chapo,” Spanish for “Shorty,” bows his head. He asks for blessings, safety, prosperity, power, protection, and the elimination of his enemies. In exchange, he pledges loyalty to the dark saint.*



Guzmán is an unassuming man. Stocky and muscular, he has a round face, black hair, dark eyes.

El Chapo rises.

The hillside chapel is situated near the entrance of his ranch in the Sierra Madre. The remote estate is only accessible through a narrow dirt road or airstrip. The compound features fortified walls, anti-aircraft guns, a restaurant, bar, swimming pool, hiking trails, armory, and gym. In the center of the one-hundred-acre complex is Guzmán’s private mansion.

The hacienda is built in the style of southern Spain. The Andalucian architecture is a combination of Muslim, Moor, and medieval Christian structures. The lavish courtyard features a reflecting pool lined with sweeping archways. The exterior is illuminated with gaslit fixtures. From a distance, the hillside estate shimmers like a castle from the Middle Ages. Beneath the compound are hundreds of miles of escape tunnels.

They will soon be used.

El Chapo walks a half mile from the church to his mansion, smoking a Montecristo cigar. The cool mountain air drops to a pleasant sixty degrees after sunset. Though it is 10:00 p.m., the ranch is busy. Guards bark orders at each other. Masked workers move narcotics with forklifts—cocaine, heroin, marijuana, and crystal meth. Each package is stamped with El Chapo’s personal insignia: a female skull and bones, Santa Muerte. The drugs are taken and placed into hidden compartments of cars, SUVs, and semitrucks.

Destination: the United States of America.



Sixteen hundred miles north of El Chapo’s mountain estate, a blizzard descends over Detroit, Michigan. Blankets of snow sweep the Midwest; temperatures hover around zero.

Francine Doermann sits in the back seat of her dilapidated Toyota Camry. The car is parked outside her parents’ home in the working-class suburb of Woodhaven. The family brings her food, extra blankets, and hot tea. She is not allowed to enter the home.

The car engine idles, a stream of warm air venting from the dashboard. Snow covers the front and rear windshields, the only light a digital screen on the laptop. Pop music plays softly from its broken speakers.

The nineteen-year-old addict wears a hooded sweatshirt, pajama pants, a wool hat, and gloves. She is in pain. Though the temperature in the car is just fifty degrees, the young woman sweats profusely. Behind the driver’s seat, Franny removes a small leather satchel. From it, she retrieves a syringe, spoon, lighter, and a small bag bearing a skull-and-bones logo.

Fran drops the powdered heroin onto the spoon, adds a few drops of water, then places the lighter underneath. Thirty seconds later, the dark mixture is boiling. She sucks the concoction into a syringe … *

Instantly, Francine vomits on herself, then loses consciousness, the needle hanging like an evil appendage from her left arm.

Two hundred feet away, Franny’s three-year-old daughter, Elise, sleeps inside the house, completely unaware of the evil unfolding outside.



It is February 10, 2012.

Joaquín Guzmán eats breakfast in the garish dining hall of his mountain fortress. The elaborate meal is delivered on silver trays: fresh eggs, fruit, juice, Mexican pastries, tea, coffee, and champagne.

Around the table are his top lieutenants: Ismael “El Mayo” Zambada handles drug production, Juan “El Azul” Moreno smuggles the merchandise, Vicente Niebla is the organization’s senior sicario—assassin.

The men finish their breakfast. They depart the mansion for the horse stables, discussing a lucrative business opportunity. A powerful new narcotic is emerging from China. The synthetic opioid, fentanyl, is one hundred times more powerful than heroin and five hundred times stronger than morphine.

Unlike traditional narcotics that require the cultivation of plants, thousands of acres of land, irrigation, and hours of manual labor, fentanyl is made in laboratories and shipped by the ton from Asia to Mexico, where it is smuggled into the United States.



In 2025, an average dose of fentanyl costs just ten dollars on the street.*

El Chapo and his chieftains are pleased. Orders are given. The Sinaloa Cartel will soon be the biggest distributor of fentanyl on earth.

The drug dealers enjoy the afternoon on horseback. At 5:00 p.m., they retire for fish tacos and rounds of tequila.

Meanwhile, millions of people are risking death all over the world.



Francine Doermann paces outside a Detroit Metro Airport motel.

Ten days earlier, she was caught stealing jewelry from her family’s house. It was not the first time. Expelled, the parking lot of this dingy motel is her home.

Desperate, Franny needs money to buy narcotics.

Her few possessions include the Camry, the laptop, a high school yearbook, photo albums, and a collection of DVDs.

Despite the freezing temperatures, she wears a silver miniskirt, high heels, and a tank top, under a light leather jacket. A frigid wind blows off Lake Erie. Fran’s teeth chatter as she struggles to inhale smoke from a Marlboro Light.

Francine’s world is now completely chaotic. Her family will not deal with her, and she has no source of income. So, she offers her “services” to the men who frequent the Metro Airport motel. Some accept her advances. A few let her keep the room once their “date” has concluded.

Introduced to drugs by her cousin five years earlier, the nineteen-year-old’s life has been a continual horror. By her sixteenth birthday, she is pregnant. After giving birth, Francine goes back on drugs and is now homeless. The baby is in the care of her parents.

The sun sets. One by one, the neon streetlights illuminate the parking lot of the decaying motel. Because of the blizzard, few planes are landing. There are no “customers.”

Frantic, Franny returns to her car and stares at the dashboard. The gas gauge hovers near empty, but there is enough fuel to reach the women’s shelter two miles away.

There, she hopes to find not only a bed but, most importantly, more heroin.



The evil man drinks his cocktail, staring at the terrified girls assembled before him.

It is July 4, 2013. El Chapo sips a Mexicano 75, tequila mixed with champagne, at his beachfront villa in the coastal town of Mazatlán. The modern mansion boasts ten bedrooms, five fireplaces, a pool, elaborate fountains, lush gardens, and panoramic views of the Pacific Ocean.

The drug lord has been married to Emma Coronel Aispuro, a twenty-four-year-old beauty queen, for six years. The couple have two young daughters, Maria and Emali. El Chapo also has ten other children from extramarital affairs. But everybody knows the rules. The family is only together when Guzmán orders it. The rest of the time, he does what he wants.

It is dusk; the setting sun casts an orange glow over the hacienda. The sounds of gulls and waves crash against the rugged shoreline.

El Chapo and his crew gather on the pool deck. He sits in a chaise lounge, his right hand clutching the libation, a cigar smoldering between his index and middle fingers.

Before him are twenty-five girls abducted from nearby villages. They are between eleven and fifteen years old.

They cry. At gunpoint, the children walk before the drug dealer. Emotionless, he surveys his “options.”

Chapo eventually raises his glass toward a twelve-year-old from the nearby town of El Rosario. Quickly, the others are dismissed. Once outside, they run screaming from the mansion. Though local police know about the situation, they dare not intervene.

One hour later, El Chapo returns from his bedroom. His victim is placed in an SUV and driven away. He hands his top lieutenant a folded piece of paper. It contains the girl’s name and address. For their daughter’s “services,” her parents receive a bouquet of roses and 20,000 Mexican pesos, the equivalent of $1,000.



The scent of garbage and human waste fill the air.

Francine Doermann lies in squalor inside a tiny tent. For the last twelve months, this fifty-square-foot canvas dwelling has been her permanent home. Above her, hundreds of cars rush across the busy overpass of Interstate 96 in downtown Detroit. Most motorists are unaware of the massive homeless camp beneath their commute.

Franny prefers “Tent City” to the homeless shelters. There, too many rules are imposed: no fighting, no stealing, no prostitution. Incredibly, the city-run facility does allow the homeless to use narcotics on the premises. But, still, Franny prefers to be with her street peers.

Beneath the overpass, hundreds of addicts peddle drugs, stolen merchandise, and their own bodies. There are no police, no sanitation workers, no controls whatsoever.

Now, Francine is thoroughly addicted to fentanyl.

Open sores line the sides of her neck and arms. She weighs less than eighty pounds. The drugs cause her gums to bleed. Franny has not seen her daughter, Elise, or her parents since the blizzard one year earlier.

While the rest of America celebrates the Fourth of July, the twenty-year-old retrieves a tiny plastic bag from her backpack. Again, the container is stamped with the image of a female skeleton with long hair, Santa Muerte. She keeps the small package hidden inside a used candy-bar wrapper. Robberies are common in “Tent City.”

The young woman empties the bag on the top of her hand between her thumb and index finger, then inhales the drug through her right nostril. The effects are instantaneous.

A warm rush moves from the center of her chest toward her extremities. She lies back in the stained sleeping bag, her pupils constricting. Franny’s breathing slows to dangerously low rates, causing her to lose consciousness. Her brain is starved of oxygen. One minute later, Francine begins to shake uncontrollably; her lips and fingernails turn blue. Above the dying girl, a color Polaroid of her four-year-old daughter hangs from the tent’s circular ceiling.

After a fit of violent spasms, Franny’s body falls still.

She goes undiscovered for one week.

Throughout her short life, Francine Doermann has given El Chapo more than $40,000.

That is the price of her death.*



The scourge of drug abuse has a long history.

In the nineteenth century, the center of the global drug trade is based in Shanghai, China. At the time, more than 25 percent of China’s population is addicted to opium.

After the Communist Revolution of 1949, Mao Zedong begins executing both drug dealers and users, causing panic across the country. The narcotics industry quickly moves to the dense jungles of southeast Asia, an area known as the Golden Triangle, which has no effective government.

Between 1965 and 1973, half a million young Americans travel to southeast Asia to fight in the Vietnam War. There, many abuse heroin to escape their hellish conditions. The veterans bring their addiction home, creating a new market for narcotics in American cities.

The anti-war counterculture movement also popularizes other drugs—marijuana, cocaine, and psychedelics like LSD.

The phrase “sex, drugs, and rock and roll” enters the lexicon.

The demand for hard drugs surges.



In South America, an impoverished farmer from the mountains of Colombia seizes the opportunity. By 1980, he will be one of the most powerful men in the Western Hemisphere, second only to the President of the United States.



It is noon, Christmas Day, 1984. Pablo Escobar sits behind a marble desk at the Hacienda Nápoles, his massive estate on the outskirts of Medellín, Colombia. He is perspiring.

His home is one of the most lavish structures in South America. The compound is completely self-sufficient, containing its own power plant, water supply, airport, zoo, and theme and water park. The entrance is lined with the fossilized bones of dinosaurs. No extravagance is beyond the feared drug dealer.

Now, the thirty-six-year-old drug trafficker clutches a gold-plated pistol in his right hand. Before him are three crystal bowls, each filled to the brim with cocaine. Despite his dangerous reputation, he is a jovial man with a warm smile. His wavy black hair is combed to the side; a thick mustache lines his upper lip, which is now caked in white powder.

Wearing a short-sleeved orange polo, brown jacket, and blue jeans, Escobar takes a silver spoon, retrieves cocaine from the bowl, then inhales the drug.

He rises, walking toward the elaborate, Spanish-style balcony of his private office. Below him are hundreds of children and their families.

To celebrate Christmas, the drug lord has opened his grounds to the public. The locals adore Escobar, who provides them food, money, and security. The once-impoverished region is now one of the wealthiest in Latin America. For the first time, some residents can even afford air conditioning.

On this joyous occasion, thousands file underneath the balcony, waving upward toward “El Patrón”—the Boss.

Pablo Escobar smiles back.*



Life was once hard for El Patrón.

Born to a family of Colombian coffee farmers, he longed for power and money at a young age. He saw his opportunity when the coca plant began to replace coffee in the mountains of Colombia. The Americans’ appetite for cocaine presented a lucrative opportunity for those who understood it.

Through bribes and threats, Escobar forces poor farmers to begin harvesting coca. He converts his home into a cocaine lab, where workers process paste from coca leaves into high-purity narcotics.

Escobar forms alliances with local police, politicians, and rival drug traffickers. Those who refuse are given a simple choice: “plata o plomo”—silver or lead. That means take the bribes or die.

The choice is easy.

Soon, Escobar’s organization becomes known as the Medellín Cartel, named after Pablo’s region of birth. The gang eventually controls 90 percent of the cocaine exported into the United States. Along the way, Escobar becomes the largest employer in Colombia, with more than 150,000 workers on his payroll.

Within a decade, Pablo Escobar accumulates $5 billion.



As the Christmas spectacle continues at Escobar’s manor, a nightmare is unfolding in the basement. The subterranean complex is a labyrinth of escape tunnels, weapons caches, explosives, food rations, and torture chambers.

Today, Jhon Jairo Velásquez Vásquez, Escobar’s second-in-command, is interrogating suspected traitors. Vásquez, known as “Popeye” or “El Gato”—the Cat—is a violent man who has escaped death numerous times. His associates joke that he has nine lives to give to the cartel.

Vásquez surveys the underground prison. Before him is a local police chief, a senior lieutenant of a rival cartel, and a member of Pablo’s private security team, Javier Figueroa.

Once one of Escobar’s most trusted men, Figueroa is now accused of conspiring with Colombia’s antidrug forces, and potentially, the United States Drug Enforcement Agency (DEA). Though there is no proof, hearsay is enough for the Cat.

El Gato goes to work.

Vásquez’s favorite form of torture is mutilation. Figueroa is tied to a chair, his ears sliced off with a straight razor. He refuses to confess.

Soon, El Gato brings in his favorite companion, a two-year-old pit bull named Sunny.

The dog viciously bites Figueroa’s arms and legs. Soon, the man falls into unconsciousness as his blood flows. He is awakened by the sting of gasoline as it enters his trembling body. Figueroa again cries he is innocent. It does not matter. El Gato ignites a Zippo lighter, then sets the man on fire.

A few moments later, a tuxedo-clad servant enters the room, carrying a garden hose. Figueroa’s body is extinguished.

Two stories above, the children of Medellín enjoy Christmas with rides, animal shows, and candy.

Pablo Escobar relishes the spectacle.*



The most powerful man in the world has had enough.

President Ronald Reagan warns the government of Colombia that its drug problem must be solved … or else.

In 1984, lawmakers in the capital city, Bogotá, propose new legislation that would extradite convicted drug traffickers, including Pablo Escobar, to the United States.



In response, the Medellín Cartel launches a campaign of assassinations against government officials and their families. Drug assassins kill about four thousand police officers, judges, journalists, and politicians. Along the way, the “narcos” demand Colombia end its extradition treaty with the United States.

President Belisario Betancur Cuartas refuses.†



It is 11:35 a.m., November 6, 1985. Downtown Bogotá hums with midday traffic. The sounds of car horns and pigeons fill the streets as vendors sell empanadas, salted mango, tamales, and roasted corn.

The day is overcast, with dark clouds blocking the South American sun. Most pedestrians carry an umbrella, as afternoon thunderstorms are predicted.

The Palace of Justice sits in the center of the capital. The ornate building boasts three distinct chambers, an elaborate entrance, and a large courtyard. It is the home of the Colombian Supreme Court, a twenty-five-person panel that will decide the legality of Colombia’s extradition agreement with the United States.

Suddenly, three pickup trucks pull into the square.



Thirty-five members of the Medellín Cartel walk toward the rear of the building, carrying dark-green duffel bags. They descend a flight of external stairs, entering a wooden door leading to the basement. AK-47s are distributed.

On the main floor, a second group of terrorists, dressed as civilians, open the security gate leading to the cellar.

The assassins gather in the lobby.

Without warning, they open fire on everyone. Four security guards and eleven cafeteria workers are killed in the first volley of bullets. Windows explode; shrapnel and glass ricochet through the building. The narcos ransack the Palace of Justice. On the fourth floor, they find the president of the Supreme Court, Alfonso Echandia, hiding under a desk. He and three hundred others are taken hostage by Escobar’s men.



The government’s operation to regain control of the Palace of Justice lasts forty-eight hours. Organized by President Cuartas with direct support from the American CIA, the bloody shootout leaves thirty-three narcos dead.

Eleven of the twenty-five Supreme Court judges, including Chief Justice Echandia, are murdered.

In retaliation, Colombia declares war on Pablo Escobar.



In Mexico, an illiterate twenty-eight-year-old drug pusher hears about the “war” and sees an opportunity.

Joaquín “El Chapo” Guzmán gathers his associates in the seaside town of La Tuna—a resort in Sinaloa province. The men meet in a shack overlooking the Pacific Ocean and swear an oath of loyalty to Guzmán.

With Colombia under siege, it is time for Mexico to take over the worldwide transshipment of narcotics.

The Sinaloa Cartel will make that happen.



On the run, Pablo Escobar could not care less about what is happening in Mexico.

It is December 2, 1993. Escobar moves from safehouse to safehouse in the mountains of Colombia. Today, he is hiding in a middle-class apartment complex outside of Medellín.

After finishing a modest lunch of rice, chicken, beans, and a fried egg, Escobar uses a satellite phone to call his wife and children in Bogotá.

The Americans are listening.

Using a new technology developed to spy on the Soviet Union, the US DEA traces the call and notifies Colombian authorities. Within an hour, two hundred members of the Special Forces gather outside Escobar’s hiding place.

Suddenly, the drug merchant leaps from a third-story window onto a small awning. After a brief chase, the forty-four-year-old is cornered.

But he has no intention of being taken alive.

Escobar raises a pistol concealed in his waistband.

Immediately, Colombian soldiers fire at the drug dealer. He is struck in the leg, torso, right arm, shoulder, and head. But he is still alive.

Not for long.

A single bullet enters Escobar’s head behind his right ear. The execution has ended his evil reign.



With their charismatic leader gone, the Medellín Cartel fractures. The organization, once numbering in the hundreds of thousands, is reduced to a few hundred criminals.

The United States has successfully dismantled the Colombian drug operation.

An hour after the death of Pablo Escobar, President Bill Clinton dispatches a private letter to the President of Colombia:

I just learned of the success of your long struggle to bring Pablo Escobar to justice. Hundreds of Colombians, brave police officers, and innocent people, lost their lives as a result of Escobar’s terrorism. Your work honors the memory of all of these victims. I pledge to you our continued cooperation in our joint efforts to combat drug trafficking.

But unknown to Clinton, a new enemy is emerging, this one closer to home. Unlike Escobar’s organization, this threat shares a two-thousand-mile border with the United States.

Evil comes closer.



It is dawn, November 24, 2011. Joaquín “El Chapo” Guzmán sleeps in his mountain estate as a massacre is taking place in the city of Guadalajara. There, a rival drug network, the Zetas, are competing against the Sinaloa Cartel.

El Chapo dispatches his sicarios—hitmen—to deal with the situation.

At 5:00 a.m., one hundred assassins rampage through the slums of Colonia Jalisco, a dangerous neighborhood controlled by the Zetas. Men, women, even children are taken at gunpoint to a public park in the center of the city.

There is no police presence. The Mexican military, whose leadership is now receiving monthly bribes from El Chapo, is never deployed.

Forty-six people with “connections” to the Zetas kneel before the sicarios. Six of them are under the age of twelve.

One by one, the hitmen fire bullets into the backs of their heads. The executions take fifteen agonizing minutes. Those who attempt to flee are shot down.

Once dead, the victims are mutilated with machetes. The corpses are thrown into a garbage truck. They are driven to highway overpasses throughout Guadalajara to be displayed on roads. There, the dismembered bodies sway for weeks—onlookers too frightened to take them down.



More horror.

It is 11:00 p.m., New Year’s Eve, 2012. Two million Mexicans celebrate the holiday in the border city of Juarez. Once a peaceful manufacturing town, Juarez is now the most dangerous city in the world.

Located across the Rio Grande from El Paso, Texas, the town has become the biggest drug smuggling depot in human history. Each year, ten thousand pounds of fentanyl pour into the United States, enough to kill every living American.

Much of the poison passes through Juarez.

At exactly midnight, hundreds of Sinaloa Cartel members descend on the city. They round up civilians, members of the military, and federales—law enforcement agents who work for the federal government.

The sound of gunfire mixes with fireworks through the hills of northern Mexico.

By dawn, 250 people are dead. The bodies are collected, then dumped into Parque Revolucion, a public square near the US-Mexico border. Before departing, the narcos leave behind a dark message: A small card is pinned to each corpse. A smiling female skull with flowing dark hair—Santa Muerte.

Five hundred feet away, American border agents watch the nightmare unfold through binoculars.

There is nothing they can do.*



Drug corruption spreads like a contagious virus.

Mexican politicians are infiltrated, intimidated, sometimes executed by sicarios. In 1990, three thousand people are murdered throughout the country. By 2014, that figure explodes to fifteen thousand, with another thirty thousand missing and presumed dead.

In Mexico, the cartels now operate almost unopposed.

Drugs and guns rule.



The man in the back seat has sixty seconds to live.

It is March 20, 2014. Gabriel Gomez Michel sits behind the driver of a black SUV, reviewing paperwork during his long evening commute home. Outside, cars idle on the dilapidated highways connecting Guadalajara to its surrounding suburbs.

Wearing a black suit, white shirt, and blue tie, Michel stares through the tinted glass. He is apprehensive. The forty-nine-year-old is a tall man with brown hair and a well-trimmed goatee. He was recently appointed a deputy for the Party of the Democratic Revolution in the Jalisco State Legislature. He is a vocal advocate for justice, security, and anticorruption.

Gabriel delivers speeches, demanding strict penalties for drug dealers.

For this “offense” he must die.

As the SUV rolls forward slowly, three cars surround it. The driver slams on the brakes.

Nine men emerge carrying automatic machine guns. They open fire. Hundreds of rounds of ammunition penetrate Gabriel’s vehicle, killing him and the driver.

The politician is one of five hundred Mexican civil servants murdered in 2014.

The bloodstained SUV remains on the road for an entire week. Tens of thousands of commuters drive past the gruesome display.



The body count mounts.

Fentanyl and heroin crush American cities. First Portland, Oregon, then Seattle, Baltimore, Chicago, Miami, Los Angeles, San Francisco, Boston, New York City. Within five years, at least a quarter million US citizens are dead from overdoses.

El Chapo gets richer.

But President Barack Obama has had enough.

With public pressure mounting, he demands the Mexican government crack down on the Sinaloa Cartel.

Although hesitant, the authorities in Mexico City know they must act or face economic consequences.

El Chapo is eventually arrested. But it is a ruse. Through bribes and extortion, he escapes prison twice. No one is held accountable.

Now on the run, his organization splinters. New, and even more violent, cartels gain power. They murder at will.

But El Chapo has now become the face of cartel violence.

He has to go.



It is almost over.

2:00 a.m., January 8, 2016.

The fifty-nine-year-old drug merchant retreats to a small safehouse in the city of Los Mochis, Sinaloa. The townspeople know El Chapo is in their proximity. So does the American DEA, which deploys satellite technology to spy on Chapo’s small house overlooking the Pacific.

“Operation Black Swan” is authorized. Twenty marines from the Mexican Naval Forces surround the hacienda by land and sea. Their orders are explicit: Joaquín Guzmán is not to escape.*

Sensing danger, El Chapo and his bodyguard run toward the basement. There, they remove a plank from the wooden floor. The men lower themselves into a dirt tunnel, lined with fluorescent yellow bulbs.

They crawl through the passage, eventually emerging from a cave one mile away. There, Guzmán ambushes a car at gunpoint. He throws the woman driver onto the street and speeds off.

A nationwide alert is issued.



One hour later, the stolen vehicle approaches a military checkpoint near the town of Juan Jose Rios. El Chapo and his bodyguard, both wearing hats and dark sunglasses, roll down the window. Calmly, the drug lord delivers a message to the soldiers: “Let us go, or you’re all going to die.”

Petrified, the Mexican soldiers hesitate. A call is made. Orders come back. “Take El Chapo and hide him.” Satellite video shows a squad of forty drug assassins are on route to rescue Joaquín Guzmán. The soldiers move quickly.

The drug merchant and his lieutenant are taken to a nearby motel. Military reinforcements arrive. The traffickers are quickly placed aboard a helicopter, then flown to a maximum-security prison in Mexico City. The eight-hundred-mile journey takes six hours and requires three stops for refueling.

The next day, in the motel’s parking lot, authorities discover four abandoned trucks owned by the Sinaloa Cartel, each loaded with sniper rifles, machine guns, body armor, and grenade launchers.

But the narcos arrived too late. Joaquín “El Chapo” Guzmán is finally apprehended.



One year later, El Chapo is again in the air. This time, aboard a Gulfstream G500 owned by the US government. The drug dealer stares out the window at gathering clouds. Handcuffs in place, he knows his end is near.

The stocky narco’s health is fading. He has lost twenty pounds, his dark hairline receding.

Once the most powerful man in the Western Hemisphere, Guzmán now faces murder charges in Chicago, San Diego, New York City, New Hampshire, Miami, and Texas.

All involved in the trial, including lawyers, judges, jurors, and members of the press, are given armed security.

On February 12, 2019, El Chapo is found guilty of hundreds of crimes and sentenced to life in prison. He is ordered to repay $12.6 billion to his victims. They never see a dime.*

Leaving the federal courtroom in lower Manhattan, Joaquín Guzmán boards a federal plane and is whisked off to the supermax prison in Colorado.



President Donald Trump is enraged.

It is November 5, 2019. The Commander-in-Chief sits behind the Resolute Desk in the Oval Office, sipping a Diet Coke. On speakerphone is Cristopher Landau, the US ambassador to Mexico.

One day earlier, a group of nine Mormon missionaries was ambushed while driving in northern Mexico. Mistaking the convoy as a potential threat, cartel members open fire, killing three women and six children. All are Americans.

President Trump now considers drastic measures.

Under the Immigration and Nationality Act, the President of the United States has the power to designate an external enemy as a “Foreign Terrorist Organization,” or FTO. Once approved by the attorney general and secretary of the Treasury, the FTO can be targeted with financial and military operations.†

In Mexico City, President Andrés Manuel López Obrador pleads with the American ambassador to avoid the terrorist declaration. He calls the maneuver a “blatant violation of Mexican sovereignty.”



Obrador has done little to curtail the drug cartels. His philosophy is “hugs not bullets.” During his six-year tenure, more than a quarter million Mexicans are killed or disappear. Obviously, the cartels do not fear Andrés Obrador.

Back in Washington, President Trump must decide what to do. He asks the author of this book, Bill O’Reilly, his opinion. O’Reilly suggests a military option. But the president has another idea. Through negotiation, he secures President Obrador’s promise to put Mexican military troops on that country’s southern and northern borders. Trump hopes that will stop the massive wave of illegal immigration into the United States.

In the end, the Immigration and Nationality Act is not invoked as Obrador deploys troops to stop illegal migration. However, six years later, Donald Trump does brand the Mexican cartels as terror organizations. The date is January 21, 2025. Trump signs an executive order designed to humiliate the Mexican government and frighten the cartels at the same time. Now, the US military can directly confront the narcos.*



It is January 2, 2024—a normal day in “the Alcatraz of the Rockies.”

Life inside the United States Penitentiary Administrative Maximum Facility in Florence, Colorado, is brutal.

Joaquín “El Chapo” Guzmán is forced from bed with a blaring siren at 5:00 a.m. His tiny seven-by-twelve-foot cell is instantly illuminated with blinding neon light. The walls are barren; he is prohibited from displaying anything. The cell has a concrete bed, stool, desk, metal toilet, a sink, and a fixed shower. In the center of the floor is an exposed drainpipe. From it, dozens of cockroaches enter and exit the cell.

But there is no exit for Guzmán, who also is not allowed any visitors. He can only write letters.

El Chapo receives his meager breakfast through a slot in the steel door. Today, the meal is powdered eggs, instant coffee, and toast. Once finished, the sixty-seven-year-old is allowed to enter the snowy yard for sixty minutes of exercise. The remaining twenty-three hours is spent alone in his cell.

At 11:00 p.m., the cell lights are turned off, plunging the cell into total darkness. There are no windows.

There is also no escape.*



Other members of the Sinaloa Cartel eventually face American justice.

Guzmán’s second-in-command, Ismael “El Mayo” Zambada, sits in a courtroom in downtown Brooklyn, New York. It is January 16, 2025. The now seventy-seven-year-old wears an orange jumpsuit and white sweatshirt. He listens to the judge through a court-appointed translator.

The bearded criminal is stunned. As part of a plea deal to secure his own freedom, Zambada’s son, Vicente Zambada Niebla, will testify against his father. That will seal El Mayo’s fate.

Back in Mexico, the remnants of the Sinaloa Cartel fight for power. More than six hundred traffickers are killed within a span of six months.

Death is everywhere, every day.



The Mexican drug cartels continue to wreak havoc all over the world. The gangs generate $600 billion each year smuggling narcotics as well as human beings across the US-Mexican border.

Under President Biden, cartel profits soar as an open-border policy is instituted. Upon taking office in January 2025, Donald Trump rescinds that policy.*



The criminal career of Joaquín “El Chapo” Guzmán spans twenty-five years. During that time, more than one million Americans die from drugs.

The country of Mexico recently changed presidents as Obrador was term-limited out, and Claudia Sheinbaum, a socialist, was elected.

The drug cartels, however, remain dominant. But now, President Trump has the authority to destroy them.

History is watching.



There is no negotiating with evil. It exists to do harm. It corrupts, destroys, and ultimately, only force can contain it.

The suffering perpetuated by the Mexican drug gangs is incalculable, the evil unabated. It is doubtful this wicked industry will ever be fully eradicated. The most that good people should expect is harsh punishment for the narcos and their cohorts on America’s streets.

But in the United States, that is not happening in many places. Therefore, people like Francine Doermann suffer and die while drug merchants amass wealth.

The evil of narcotics is plain for all to see. Yet, many in power look away.

A situation that leads to even more evil.






Afterword


LONG ISLAND, NEW YORK

FEBRUARY 15, 2025

AFTERNOON

As you have read, the victims of evil behavior are countless. Yet, some folks still don’t believe in the concept. Often, those in the secular-progressive precincts object to moral judgments. There’s always an excuse. That’s called “relativism.”

Examples. The dope sellers say they are only providing a product that is sought after. The lobby promoting leniency for heinous criminals cites an unjust society—especially in racial matters—as an excuse not to punish harmful conduct. Individual abusers often say the atrocities they commit are not their fault because they, themselves, were abused.

That’s all pathetic avoidance, of course. It’s malevolent sleight of hand. Destructive people must be confronted or the suffering of innocents will grow, as history demonstrates.

Here’s my definition of evil: harming a human being without remorse.

Vivid. Concise. Nothing more needed.

Of course, self and family defense as well as “righteous” war situations are not part of the evil equation.

In this world, the primary drivers of wickedness are money, power, and zealotry.



The decline of theological belief and the embrace of selfish behavior have elevated evil to a level never before seen on earth. As people reject a higher power that implores justice and compassion, it becomes easier to ignore moral boundaries.

And now wickedness has a personal delivery system: high tech. Every destructive act is a click away. Evildoers find each other with ease. Disturbing behavior is available to anyone, anytime.

Think about that when you see children obsessed with their cell phones.

My mother, Winifred Angela O’Reilly, never confronted evil. She lived modestly, protected from outside intruders. She found solace in her family, faith, and friends. She was a good woman who lived a good life.

Her son has seen far too many atrocities. El Salvador. Northern Ireland. The World Trade Center rubble. Dachau. Afghanistan. Iraq. Drug dens full of lost souls committing slow suicide. Thailand’s child slavery market. Black mass sites. Corporate boardrooms, where the embrace of barbaric behavior for profit can be as common as ordering lunch.

Your humble correspondent has spoken to jihadist killers in Guantanamo Bay, tracked serial murderer Ted Bundy, watched Argentine soldiers gun down civilians in Buenos Aires, listened to an uneducated elderly Italian woman speak Aramaic in a Vatican exorcism case.

I have overnighted in a palace owned by Saddam Hussein. Stood at the sight of ancient human sacrifice in Zambia. And, on a reporting trip to Saigon, conversed with South Vietnamese vets broken by torture in “reeducation” camps.



In addition, I extensively covered a Kansas doctor who, for five thousand dollars up front, would provide an abortion for any reason at any time in the pregnancy. For that exposition, bad people attacked me with ferocity.

So, I KNOW there’s active evil in the world. I have seen it up close and very personal.

Therefore, I react with emotion when I hear fools say things like selling hard drugs is not a violent crime. It is. You sell poison; that’s a violent act. Millions have been killed by the poison. Don’t enable that. You don’t want to be on that team.

And how about the “look away” crew? Most of us have done that. We know something is wrong, but we ignore it by making excuses not to get involved. In effect, putting the welfare of ourselves above a crusade for justice.

We do this at our peril. Good people must stand up against those who would do harm. We should not allow pernicious behavior to unfold by standing aside. Throughout this book, we have seen entire societies surrender to evil. Rome, Russia, China, Germany, Mexico, Gaza, the list goes on and on.

Sorry for the lecture, but we write with purpose. There will come a time when most of us have to select a side. And by not choosing—you choose.

Evil is a plague upon every land. It can be defeated, as the monster Adolf Hitler found out. But far too often, destructive behavior continues unabated. That is life’s greatest frustration.



We Americans have vanquished evil governments in Germany, Japan, Russia, Iraq, and other far-off places. Our blood and treasure have literally provided freedom for billions of people throughout history. But today, around the world, we get little credit as memories fade.

While thinking about ending this book, I came across a song by Murray Head called “One Night in Bangkok.” The tune warns of powerful temptation while providing some relevant caution as we wander through life:


Can’t be too careful with your company,

I can feel the devil walking next to me.



Many of us have had that feeling.

Thanks for reading this book.

We hope it will do some good.






Notes and Sources










Prologue

“October 7th Mass Casualty Attack in Israel: Injury Profiles of Hospitalized Casualties”

National Institute of Health

https://pmc.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/articles/PMC11415105/


On Saturday, October 7th, approximately 3000 Hamas-led terrorists infiltrated Israel’s southern border and attacked civilians and soldiers. Terrorists murdered close to 1200 people, abducted hundreds, and injured thousands. This surprise attack involved an unprecedented number of casualties.

A total of 630 hospitalized casualties (277 civilians and 353 soldiers) suffered from gunshot wounds (90%), explosion-related wounds (19%), and multiple injury mechanisms (16%). The median age for civilians was 33 years (ages <1–88) and 21 years for soldiers. The most frequently injured body regions were lower (49%) and upper (42%) extremities, abdominal (28%), and thoracic (23%) injuries. Four hundred thirty-one (68%) patients underwent surgery, of which 240 within 12 hours. Over half of the severe and critical (Injury Severity Score 16+) casualties were discharged to a rehabilitation center. In-hospital mortality rate was 2.5%.



“Moskowitz, Mills Lead Legislation Calling on U.S. Government to Ramp up Efforts to Dismantle Illicit Drug Used by Hamas and Other Terrorist Organizations”

https://moskowitz.house.gov/posts/captagon-hamas


Congressman Jared Moskowitz

Recent news reports said Hamas used the drug during their terrorist attack in Israel; captagon is supplied to terrorist organizations across the Middle East by the Assad regime in Syria.



Official Inquiry from the Israel Defense Forces

https://www.idf.il/en/mini-sites/7–10-the-inquiries/all-of-the-7–10-inquiries/battle-of-kibbutz-be-eri-the-inquiry/


The findings reveal that approximately 340 terrorists infiltrated the kibbutz, including about 100 Nukhba terrorist operatives of Hamas, who carried out murderous massacres, abductions of hostages, looting, and other brutal crimes. According to updated estimates from the inquiry team, about 100 terrorists were eliminated within the kibbutz. The houses in the kibbutz sustained heavy damage, and the recovery process for the kibbutz is expected to take a long time.














Chapter One: Caligula

The Roman Empire in the First Century

https://www.pbs.org/empires/romans/empire/caligula.html

Caligula’s family: Caligula had numerous siblings; nearly all were killed due to political power struggles. His eldest brother, Nero Julius Caesar, was accused of treason by Emperor Tiberius and dispatched to the island of Pontia, where he starved to death. His second brother, Drusus Julius Caesar, was also accused of plotting against Tiberius and imprisoned in Rome, where he also starved to death.

Agrippina the Elder, his mother, was exiled by Tiberius and died of starvation or forced suicide. Caligula’s sisters, Agrippina the Younger, Drusilla, and Julia Livilla, were initially favored during his reign. Drusilla was Caligula’s closest sibling, and rumors suggested an incestuous relationship. She died in 38 CE, possibly of illness, and was deified by Caligula. Julia Livilla likely died of starvation or execution in exile. Agrippina the Younger, however, survived and eventually became the mother of Emperor Nero before being assassinated by her son.

Roman historian Suetonius: The Lives of the Caesars, The Life of Caligula

Originally published AD 121


He used to send his soldiers on the day before the games and order silence in the neighbourhood, to prevent the horse Incitatus from being disturbed. Besides a stall of marble, a manger of ivory, purple blankets and a collar of precious stones, he even gave this horse a house, a troop of slaves and furniture, for the more elegant entertainment of the guests invited in his name; and it is also said that he planned to make him consul.

Chaerea came up behind, and gave him a deep cut in the neck, having first cried, “Take that,” and that then the tribune Cornelius Sabinus, who was the other conspirator and faced Gaius, stabbed him in the breast. Others say that Sabinus, after getting rid of the crowd through centurions who were in the plot, asked for the watchword, as soldiers do, and that when Gaius gave him “Jupiter,” he cried “So be it,” and as Gaius looked around, he split his jawbone with a blow of his sword. As he lay upon the ground and with writhing limbs called out that he still lived, the others dispatched him with thirty wounds; for the general signal was “Strike again.” Some even thrust their swords through his privates.

The History of the Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire, sometimes shortened to Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire, by English historian Edward Gibbon. First published in 1776, the work is rumored to be the favorite book of President John Quincy Adams.












Chapter XXXVI: Total Extinction Of The Western Empire.—Part I.


Sack Of Rome By Genseric, King Of The Vandals.—His Naval

Depredations.—Succession Of The Last Emperors Of The West,

Maximus, Avitus, Majorian, Severus, Anthemius, Olybrius,

Glycerius, Nepos, Augustulus.—Total Extinction Of The

Western Empire.—Reign Of Odoacer, The First Barbarian King

Of Italy.














Chapter Two: Genghis Khan

Khan’s early family: Genghis Khan, born as Temujin around 1162, had a violent early life. He was the son of Yesügei, a tribal warlord of the Borjigin clan, and his mother, Ho’elun, who was kidnapped. When Temujin was about nine years old, his father was poisoned by rivals, leaving his family vulnerable. His tribe abandoned his mother and siblings, forcing them to survive alone in the harsh Mongolian wilderness.

Khan’s descendants: It is estimated that around sixteen million men across Asia today are direct male-line descendants of Genghis Khan. This estimate comes from a 2003 genetic study that found a unique Y-chromosome lineage—traced back to a single man in the thirteenth century—present in about 8 percent of men in regions once controlled by the Mongol Empire, including Mongolia, China, Central Asia, and parts of Russia.

“Europe and the Mongol Invasions,” by Oxford Academic J. R. S. Phillips

“Lost Cities #5: How the Magnificent City of Merv Was Razed—and Never Recovered,” published by the Guardian

“The Complete History,” by Arab historian Ibn al-Athir, published in AD 1231

The Nine Dreams of Genghis Khan, by Mongolian author Galsan Tschinag


Mongolian General Subutai: One of the most brilliant military strategists and generals of the Mongol Empire, Subutai served under Genghis Khan and his successor, Ögedei Khan. A master of warfare, Subutai played a key role in the Mongol conquests across Asia and Europe. Subutai died of old age in 1248, likely in Mongolia. Unlike many great generals who met violent ends, Subutai retired from military service and lived out his final years in relative peace.














Chapter Three: Henry VIII

Royal historian Edward Hall chronicled Anne Boleyn’s final words in 1542:


Good Christian people, I have not come here to preach a sermon; I have come here to die. For according to the law and by the law I am judged to die, and therefore I will speak nothing against it. I am come hither to accuse no man, nor to speak of that whereof I am accused and condemned to die, but I pray God save the King and send him long to reign over you, for a gentler nor a more merciful prince was there never, and to me he was ever a good, a gentle, and sovereign lord. And if any person will meddle of my cause, I require them to judge the best. And thus I take my leave of the world and of you all, and I heartily desire you all to pray for me.

O Lord have mercy on me, to God I commend my soul. To Jesus Christ I commend my soul; Lord Jesu receive my soul.



“The Execution of Sir Thomas More,” by English historian James Froude, published in 1872


He began to speak to the people, but the sheriff begged him not to proceed, and he contented himself with asking for their prayers, and desiring them to bear witness for him that he died in the faith of the holy Catholic Church, and a faithful servant of God and the King.

He then repeated the Miserere psalm on his knees; and when he had ended and had risen, the executioner, with an emotion which promised ill for the manner in which his part in the tragedy would be accomplished, begged his forgiveness. More kissed him. “Thou art to do me the greatest benefit that I can receive,” he said. “Pluck up thy spirit, man, and be not afraid to do thine office. My neck is very short. Take heed therefore that thou strike not awry for saving of thine honesty.” The executioner offered to tie his eyes. “I will cover them myself,” he said; and binding them in a cloth which he had brought with him, he knelt and laid his head upon the block.



Catholic-Protestant violence: According to estimates, between 6.5 and 17 million Europeans were killed during the Protestant-Catholic Wars, also known as the European Wars of Religion, which took place primarily in the sixteenth and early seventeenth centuries. The most significant of these conflicts was the Thirty Years’ War, where the death toll is estimated to be around eight million people.













Chapter Four: The Slavers

A detailed account of Isaac Franklin’s sale of slaves from his ship the United States can be found in Smithsonian magazine’s article “Before the Civil War, New Orleans Was the Center of the U.S. Slave Trade.”

https://www.smithsonianmag.com/history/civil-war-new-orleans-was-center-us-slave-trade-180977532/


Just before dawn on October 2, Armfield had roused the enslaved he had collected in the compound he and Franklin rented on Duke Street in Alexandria. He had sorted the men, most of the women, and the older children into pairs. He had affixed cuffs and chains to their hands and feet, and he had women with infants and smaller children climb into a wagon. Then he had led them all three-quarters of a mile down to the Potomac River and turned them over to Henry Bell, captain of the United States, a 152-ton brig with a ten-man crew.

On October 21, after 19 days at sea, the United States arrived at the Balize, a dismal place where oceangoing ships often stopped to hire one of the boat pilots who resided there and earned a living ushering larger vessels upriver. As Henry Bell brought the United States around the last turn of the Mississippi the next day and finally saw New Orleans come into view, he eased as near as he could to the wharves, under the guidance of the steam towboat Hercules.



The New Orleans Police Department: Before 1806, the city of New Orleans was patrolled by the military and local militias. Once created, the department was heavily armed and used to enforce strict racial laws. Today, New Orleans is one of the most dangerous cities in the world.

Congressional Act Prohibiting Importation of Slaves: An act to prohibit the importation of slaves into any port or place within the jurisdiction of the United States, from and after the first day of January, in the year of our Lord, one thousand eight hundred and eight.













Chapter Five: Nathan Bedford Forrest and the Ku Klux Klan

The American Battlefield Trust, “Nathan Bedford Forrest”

https://www.battlefields.org/learn/biographies/nathan-bedford-forrest


At the outbreak of the Civil War, Forrest volunteered as a private before deciding to raise and equip an entire unit at his own expense. He was commissioned lieutenant colonel, and issued this call to arms in June 1861: “I wish none but those who desire to be actively engaged. COME ON BOYS, IF YOU WANT A HEAP OF FUN AND TO KILL SOME YANKEES.”

Forrest and his men slipped away, through the snow, and fought at the Battle of Shiloh less than two months later. That summer he began to make the kind of lightning raids that made him perhaps the single most feared cavalry commander of the entire war and earned him the nickname “the wizard of the saddle.”



Fort Pillow Massacre: “‘The Most Terrible Ordeal of My Life’: The Battle of Fort Pillow”

https://www.battlefields.org/learn/articles/most-terrible-ordeal-my-life-battle-fort-pillow


Named for Confederate General Gideon Pillow, the work had been constructed to protect Memphis. When the city fell to Union forces in June 1862 it was abandoned and occupied by the Federals, who improved upon the defenses. Built in the shape of a half-moon and facing east, the fort consisted of three separate lines. Major Lionel Booth commanded the garrison which consisted of a section from the 2nd U.S. Colored Light Artillery, one battalion from the 6th U.S. Colored Heavy Artillery and the Unionist 13th West Tennessee Cavalry. The three units combined numbered almost 600 men.



Memphis Heritage: Gayoso Historic District


Gayoso-Peabody Historic District consists of certain blocks within the limits of Monroe Avenue and Peabody Place (formerly McCall Place), and Front and South Third Streets. The original Gayoso House and Peabody Hotel, for which the district is named, dated from 1842 and 1868 respectively and were joined by commercial buildings that supported adjoining Cotton Row and the cotton brokerage business.



The Ku Klux Klan, by Henry P. Fry, published 1922—full oath


My first intimate contact with the “Invisible Empire” took place in upper East Tennessee, a section of the United States where one would least expect such a movement to take a definite foothold. That night we conferred until very late, going over the entire work, and I had several papers which had to be made out. One of these papers was one of the most remarkable documents I have ever seen. It is called the “Kleagle’s Pledge of Loyalty,” and reads as follows:

“I, the undersigned, in order to be a regular appointed Kleagle of the Invisible Empire, Knights of the Ku Klux Klan (Incorporated), do freely and voluntarily promise, pledge and fully guarantee a lofty respect, whole-hearted loyalty and unwavering devotion at all times and under all circumstances and conditions from this day and date forward to William Joseph Simmons as Imperial Wizard and Emperor of the Invisible Empire, Knights of the Ku Klux Klan (Incorporated). I shall work in all respects in perfect harmony with him and under his authority and directions, in all his plans for the extension and government of the Society, and under his directions, with any and all of my officially superior officers duly appointed by him.

“I shall at any and all times be faithful and true in all things, and most especially in preventing and suppressing any factions, cisms or conspiracies against him or his plans and purposes for the peace and harmony of the Society which may arise or attempt to rise. I shall discourage and strenuously oppose any degree of disloyalty or disrespect on the part of myself or any klansman, anywhere and at any time or place, towards him as the founder and as the supreme chief governing head of the Society above named.

“This pledge, promise and guarantee I make as a condition precedent to my appointment stated above, and the continuity of my appointment as a Kleagle, and it is fully agreed that any deviation by me from this pledge will instantly automatically cancel and completely void my appointment together with all its prerogatives, my membership in the Society, and I shall forfeit all remunerations which may be then due me.

“I make this solemn pledge on my Oath of Allegiance and on my integrity and honor as a man and as a klansman, with serious purpose to keep same inviolate.”















Chapter Six: The Robber Barons

National Park Service, “Sagamore Hill”

https://www.nps.gov/sahi/index.htm

Millersville University, “Historical Coal Mining Disasters in Pennsylvania”

https://mapmaker.millersville.edu/pamaps/MineDisasters

Indiana University of Pennsylvania, “The Ernest Mine Disaster”

Susan Berfield, The Hour of Fate: Theodore Roosevelt, J.P. Morgan, and the Battle to Transform American Capitalism


Morgan began to speak. He demanded to know why Roosevelt hadn’t warned him. “This is just what we did not want to do,” said Roosevelt. “If we have done anything wrong,” Morgan replied, “send your man to my man and they can fix it up.” “That can’t be done.” “We don’t want to fix it up,” Knox interjected. “We want to stop it.” “Are you going to attack my other interests, the Steel Trust and the others?”



Supreme Court decision— United States v. Northern Securities Co.


Congress may place restrictions and limitations upon the right of corporations created and organized under its authority to acquire, use and dispose of property. It may also impose such restrictions and limitations upon the citizen in respect to the exercise of a public privilege or franchise conferred by the United States. But Congress certainly has not the power or authority under the commerce clause, or any other provision of the Constitution, to limit and restrict the right of corporations created by the States, or the citizens of the States, in the acquisition, control and disposition of property. Neither can Congress regulate or prescribe the price or prices at which such property, or products thereof, shall be sold by the owner or owners, whether corporations or individuals. It is equally clear that Congress has no Jurisdiction over, and cannot make criminal, the aims, purposes and intentions of persons in the acquisition and control of property, which the States of their residence or creation sanction and permit.

To suppress competition in that way is one thing, to suppress it by fusion is another. The law, I repeat, says nothing about competition, and only prevents its suppression by contracts or combinations in restraint of trade, and such contracts or combinations derive their character as restraining trade from other features than the suppression of competition alone. To see whether I am wrong, the illustrations put in the argument are of use. If I am, then a partnership between two stage drivers who had been competitors in driving across a state line, or two merchants once engaged in rival commerce among the States whether made after or before the act, if now continued, is a crime.














Chapter Seven: Joseph Stalin

CIA Official Report: The Red October Steel Factory

https://www.cia.gov/readingroom/docs/CIA-RDP80–00810A004000690005–7.pdf

The Presidential Library of Vladimir Putin, Vasily Ivanovich Chuikov, Soviet Military Commander, Marshal of the Soviet Union (1955), Twice Hero of the Soviet Union (1944, 1945)


In 1925, Vasily Ivanovich Chuikov graduated from the Frunze Military Academy, in 1927—the Oriental Faculty of the Academy. In July of the same year, he was appointed military adviser in China. Since September 1929, Chuikov acted as head of the department at the headquarters of the Special Red Banner Far Eastern Army V. K. Blyukher, and since 1932—head of the advanced training courses of the command staff at the 4th Directorate of the Red Army Headquarters. In 1936, he graduated from the Academic Courses at the Military Academy of Mechanization and Motorization of the Red Army. Since 1936, he served as the commander of a mechanized brigade, since April 1938—commander of the rifle corps of the Belarusian Special Military District. Since July 1938, he commanded the Bobruisk Army Group of Troops. During the Soviet-Finnish War (1939–1940), he commanded the 9th Army. From December 1940 to March 1942, Chuikov worked as a military attaché in China.

From China, Vasily Ivanovich Chuikov, with the rank of lieutenant General, was sent to Tula and appointed commander of the 1st Reserve Army (in July 1942, it was transformed into the 64th army). From September 1942, he commanded the 62nd Army. He remained its commander until the end of the war. The 62nd Army under the leadership of Vasily Chuikov became famous for the heroic defence of Stalingrad. In the fierce battles for the city, the military talents of the commander, who developed and creatively applied various methods and techniques of combat operations, were particularly successful. The name of Vasily Ivanovich Chuikov, who received the nickname “general-storm”, is associated with the formation of assault groups that were used during urban battles. For the mass heroism and steadfastness of the personnel, in April 1943, the 62nd Army was transformed into the 8th Guards.



A firsthand account of Russian soldiers firing on their own civilians can be found in the personal diary of German Lieutenant Colonel Friedrich Roske (https://www.historyextra.com/period/second-world-war/stalingrad-friedrich-roske-account-testimony/), who led the German assault on the Red October Steel Factory.

Library of Congress, Revelations from the Russian Archives

https://www.loc.gov/exhibits/archives/sovi.html


Having come to power in October 1917 by means of a coup d’état, Vladimir Lenin and the Bolsheviks spent the next few years struggling to maintain their rule against widespread popular opposition. They had overthrown the provisional democratic government and were inherently hostile to any form of popular participation in politics. In the name of the revolutionary cause, they employed ruthless methods to suppress real or perceived political enemies. The small, elite group of Bolshevik revolutionaries which formed the core of the newly established Communist Party dictatorship ruled by decree, enforced with terror.

This tradition of tight centralization, with decision-making concentrated at the highest party levels, reached new dimensions under Joseph Stalin. As many of these archival documents show, there was little input from below. The party elite determined the goals of the state and the means of achieving them in almost complete isolation from the people. They believed that the interests of the individual were to be sacrificed to those of the state, which was advancing a sacred social task. Stalin’s “revolution from above” sought to build socialism by means of forced collectivization and industrialization, programs that entailed tremendous human suffering and loss of life.

Although this tragic episode in Soviet history at least had some economic purpose, the police terror inflicted upon the party and the population in the 1930s, in which millions of innocent people perished, had no rationale beyond assuring Stalin’s absolute dominance. By the time the Great Terror ended, Stalin had subjected all aspects of Soviet society to strict party-state control, not tolerating even the slightest expression of local initiative, let alone political unorthodoxy. The Stalinist leadership felt especially threatened by the intelligentsia, whose creative efforts were thwarted through the strictest censorship; by religious groups, who were persecuted and driven underground; and by non-Russian nationalities, many of whom were deported en masse to Siberia during World War II because Stalin questioned their loyalty.

Although Stalin’s successors also persecuted writers and dissidents, they used police terror more sparingly to coerce the population, and they sought to gain some popular support by relaxing political controls and introducing economic incentives. Nonetheless, strict centralization continued and eventually led to the economic decline, inefficiency, and apathy that characterized the 1970s and 1980s, and contributed to the Chernobyl nuclear disaster. Mikhail Gorbachev’s program of perestroika was a reaction to this situation, but its success was limited by his reluctance to abolish the bastions of Soviet power—the party, the police, and the centralized economic system—until he was forced to do so after the attempted coup in August 1991. By that time, however, it was too late to hold either the Communist leadership or the Soviet Union together. After seventy-four years of existence, the Soviet system crumbled.














Chapter Eight: Adolf Hitler

Holocaust Historical Society, “Ernst Röhm and the Night of the Long Knives”

https://www.holocausthistoricalsociety.org.uk/contents/germanbiographies/ernstrohm.html


Röhm was awaken by Hitler and a detachment of SS troops and he was taken to Stadelheim Prison in Munich’s Giesing district. Röhm was executed two days later, at midday on July 1, 1934, by SS-Gruppenfuhrer Theodor Eicke and his adjutant Michael Lippert, after refusing to take his own life. The Blood Purge, more famously known as the “Night of the Long Knives,” led to the deaths of seventy-seven Nazis and at least one hundred others, including General Kurt von Schleicher, and his wife.

Röhm was posthumously branded a traitor and accused of hatching a nationwide plot to overthrow the government. The Nazi regime professed to be scandalised by the homosexual activities in Röhm’s entourage, although this had been well known and tolerated for years. Röhm and his followers were charged with having wanted “revolution for the sake of revolution,” an accusation which was closer to the real reason why he met his death. By the end of 1934, the SA had lost any political function in the new Nazi State and with Röhm gone, Hitler no longer had to choose between the nationalist and socialist wings of his movement.



Imperial War Museum, “What Was the Battle of the Somme?”

https://www.iwm.org.uk/history/what-was-the-battle-of-the-somme

Anne Frank Museum, Amsterdam, Netherlands

https://www.annefrank.org/en/timeline/139/hitler-as-a-soldier-in-the-first-world-war/


At the start of the First World War, Adolf Hitler volunteered for the German army with enthusiasm. He was assigned to the ground troops on the Western Front. As a courier, he conveyed messages from the leadership to the front. The work was dangerous, but much less so than that of the soldiers at the front. In December 1914, Hitler received the Iron Cross, second class, for his bravery. In a letter to his old landlord, he wrote: “It was the happiest day of my life.” In October 1916, he was wounded by shrapnel. Five months later, he was back on the Western Front. Half of Hitler’s regiment was wounded or killed during attacks in April 1918, but he was not. Hitler received his second decoration, the Iron Cross, first class—possibly through the intercession of a Jewish officer.



Berlin Historical and Tourism Society, “House of the Wannsee Conference”

https://www.visitberlin.de/en/house-wannsee-conference


The mansion at Großen Wannsee 56–58 was the location for a conference with earth-shattering consequences. In 1942, leading figures in the Nazi government and SS meet here to discuss their so-called Final Solution to the Jewish Question. The exhibition in the House of the Wannsee Conference gives an insight into this criminal meeting, and how the plan was put into practice. It details the genocide perpetrated on the European Jews through the use of original documents and audiovisual presentations.



The house is first constructed in 1914 by pharmaceutical manufacturer Ernst Marlier. He then sells the villa to industrialist Friedrich Minoux. The Lowensteins take possession of the manor shortly before Hitler’s consolidation of power. The SS seizes the property in 1942.

Yad Vashem, “Notes from the Wannsee Conference”


SS Obergruppenfuehrer Heydrich pointed out that those Jews would not be evacuated in any case, in accordance with the directives approved by him for the implementation of the current evacuation Aktion.

Secretary of State Dr. Buehler put on record that the Government-General would welcome it if the final solution of this problem was begun in the Government-General, as, on the one hand, the question of transport there played no major role and considerations of labor supply would not hinder the course of this Aktion. Jews must be removed as fast as possible from the Government-General, because it was there in particular that the Jew as carrier of epidemics spelled a great danger, and, at the same time, he caused constant disorder in the economic structure of the country by his continuous black-market dealings. Furthermore, of the approximately 2½ million Jews under consideration, the majority were in any case unfit for work.















Chapter Nine: Mao Zedong

Stanford University, “Introduction to the Cultural Revolution”

https://spice.fsi.stanford.edu/docs/introduction_to_the_cultural_revolution


The roots of the Cultural Revolution date back to the early 1960s. After the catastrophic Great Leap Forward, in which more than 20 million people died, Chairman Mao Zedong decided to take a less active role in governing the country. More practical, moderate leaders, such as Vice-Chairman Liu Shaoqi and Premier Zhou Enlai, introduced economic reforms based on individual incentives—such as allowing families to farm their own plots of land—in an effort to revive the battered economy. Mao detested such policies, as they went against the principles of pure communism in which he so firmly believed. Nevertheless, China’s economy grew strongly from 1962 to 1965 with the more conservative economic policies in place.



The New York Times, “China’s Cultural Revolution, Explained”

https://www.nytimes.com/2016/05/15/world/asia/china-cultural-revolution-explainer.html

The United States Army, Moving the Enemy: Operational Art in the Chinese PLA’s Huai Hai Campaign

https://www.armyupress.army.mil/Portals/7/combat-studies-institute/csi-books/bjorge_huai.pdf


One significant gap in the hills was once the old course of the Yellow River when the river flowed through Xuzhou, Shuanggou, and Gupi on its way to the Yellow Sea. The other major gap is the Hanzhuang-Taierzhuang corridor of the Grand Canal east of Weishan Lake. Within this area of hills, the largest contiguous area of elevated terrain lies southwest of Xuzhou. Between Xuzhou and Fuliji several hills reach more than 1,000 feet in height, and the high ground between them forms a significant terrain feature.

The most prominent terrain of the area, however, is the east China plain. The plain is nearly level with an almost imperceptible gradient of increasing elevation going from east to west. Hongze Lake, the large lake southeast of the campaign area, is only 5 meters above sea level, and at Guzhen and Bengbu, 280 km from the seacoast, the elevation is only 20 meters. A report on Chinese geography the US Far East Command prepared in December 1947 noted that basically the entire plain south of a line from Haizhou through Suxian to Fuyang was poorly drained with ditches, canals, and small rivers creating serious barriers to movement.



Selected Works of Mao Zedong, volume 1, published 1937


THE PRESENT STAGE OF DEVELOPMENT OF CHINA’S EXTERNAL AND INTERNAL CONTRADICTIONS

1. As the contradiction between China and Japan has become the principal one and China’s internal contradictions have dropped into a secondary and subordinate place, changes have occurred in China’s international relations and internal class relations, giving rise to a new stage of development in the current situation.

2. China has long been in the grip of two acute and basic contradictions, the contradiction between China and imperialism and the contradiction between feudalism and the masses of the people. In 1927 the bourgeoisie, represented by the Kuomintang, betrayed the revolution and sold China’s national interests to imperialism, thus creating a situation in which the state power of the workers and peasants stood in sharp antagonism to that of the Kuomintang, and, of necessity, the task of the national and democratic revolution devolved upon the Chinese Communist Party alone.














Chapter Ten: Ayatollah Khomeini

Official website of the Ayatollah of Iran, “Jaleh Square Massacre”


Shahrivar 17th, the Black Friday, remembered as a day of bloodshed in the Iranian history; the incident took place on September 8, 1978, only about 6 months before the Islamic Revolution became victorious. On this day, people took to the streets in order to protest against the Pahlavi dictatorship, most of them unaware that just a few hours ago, the regime had imposed martial law to prevent anti-regime protests. As a result, hundreds of peaceful protesters were gunned down by Shah military forces near and about Jaleh Square and other parts of southern Tehran. The soldiers had direct orders to shoot and kill. Historical sources say that about 4000 people were shot down by tanks, guns and military helicopters. Our youth should not forget these memories. One of my concerns is that our young generation—that is thankfully wise, insightful, motivated, prepared and revolutionary and that is in the middle of the arena—gradually forgets these important events and these instructive lessons of the contemporary era. This is because of our laziness—the laziness of us organizations in charge. These events should not become outdated. The historical memory of a people should not become weak. If our youth throughout the country do not know about these events and if they cannot analyze them, they will make a mistake in knowing their country and the future. Youth should correctly understand these events. They should know what happened and who did them. Youth should know these things.



The Biography of Nasser Hoghadam, by Lambert Surhone, Mariam Tennoe, and Susan Henssonow

The Ronald Reagan Presidential Library, Inaugural Address 1981


As for the enemies of freedom, those who are potential adversaries, they will be reminded that peace is the highest aspiration of the American people. We will negotiate for it, sacrifice for it; we will not surrender for it, now or ever.

Our forbearance should never be misunderstood. Our reluctance for conflict should not be misjudged as a failure of will. When action is required to preserve our national security, we will act. We will maintain sufficient strength to prevail if need be, knowing that if we do so we have the best chance of never having to use that strength.

Above all, we must realize that no arsenal or no weapon in the arsenals of the world is so formidable as the will and moral courage of free men and women. It is a weapon our adversaries in today’s world do not have. It is a weapon that we as Americans do have. Let that be understood by those who practice terrorism and prey upon their neighbors.

I’m told that tens of thousands of prayer meetings are being held on this day, and for that I’m deeply grateful. We are a nation under God, and I believe God intended for us to be free. It would be fitting and good, I think, if on each Inaugural Day in future years it should be declared a day of prayer.

This is the first time in our history that this ceremony has been held, as you’ve been told, on this West Front of the Capitol. Standing here, one faces a magnificent vista, opening up on this city’s special beauty and history. At the end of this open mall are those shrines to the giants on whose shoulders we stand.















Chapter Eleven: Vladimir Putin

BBC, “Vladimir Putin’s Formative German Years”

https://www.bbc.com/news/magazine-32066222


It is 5 December 1989 in Dresden, a few weeks after the Berlin Wall has fallen. East German communism is dying on its feet, people power seems irresistible. Crowds storm the Dresden headquarters of the Stasi, the East German secret police, who suddenly seem helpless. Then a small group of demonstrators decides to head across the road, to a large house that is the local headquarters of the Soviet secret service, the KGB. “The guard on the gate immediately rushed back into the house,” recalls one of the group, Siegfried Dannath. But shortly afterwards “an officer emerged—quite small, agitated.” “He said to our group, ‘Don’t try to force your way into this property. My comrades are armed, and they’re authorised to use their weapons in an emergency.’” That persuaded the group to withdraw. But the KGB officer knew how dangerous the situation remained. He described later how he rang the headquarters of a Red Army tank unit to ask for protection. The answer he received was a devastating, life-changing shock. “We cannot do anything without orders from Moscow,” the voice at the other end replied. “And Moscow is silent.” That phrase, “Moscow is silent” has haunted this man ever since. Defiant yet helpless as the 1989 revolution swept over him, he has now himself become “Moscow”—the President of Russia, Vladimir Putin.



Official USSR records of the Chernobyl disaster

Translated by the Woodrow Wilson Center on Foreign Policy


Dissatisfaction is being expressed in connection with the fact that those evacuated are being better provided for than the local people.

In one case, KGB workers eliminated the preconditions for a negative incident. On May 5 at 19.00, a truck loaded with vodka arrived on the central square of the city and began selling. A crowd of around 1,000 people formed, and there were pushing and scandals. The truck was sent to the border of the city / 5 km /, which allowed the crowd to disperse and normalized the situation.

In the city and the district, many unemployed individuals and hooligan elements, who take 10–15 bottles of vodka [at a time], have accumulated. It is necessary to strengthen the work of the police. Near the building of the District Committee, many people are gathering and spreading panicked rumors. 3 persons have been subjected to preventative measures.

There are 6 persons in the district hospital with signs of radiation sickness. 2,965 persons out of those evacuated remain.

1 person has been excluded from membership in the CPSU for willful departure from his or her place of work as a strict reprimand for a second offense.

A precise count of those dispersed has not been done / they are being searched for / . There are complications in questions of food, since the only [available] food is from the cooperative store, where prices are high. Workers from the sanitary epidemiological station are not sufficiently inspecting foodstuffs that are being sold or sent for processing.

There are 17 persons in the district hospital.



The Moscow Times, “Thousands Mourn the Murder of Russian Reporter Dmitry Kholodov,” published October 21, 1994


Thousands of mourners braved the cold Thursday to pay their final respects to investigative reporter Dmitry Kholodov, who was killed this week by a booby trap bomb, and demanded the resignation of Defense Minister Pavel Grachev.

An emotional throng of some 5,000, many bearing flowers and carrying photographs of the slain Moskovsky Komsomolets reporter, filed silently past the coffin of Kholodov, his face barely visible through the white cloth that covered it.

Kholodov, 27, had been investigating corruption at top levels of the military before he was murdered Monday and had shortly been due to reveal his findings to the State Duma’s committee on defense.

As mourners flowed into Moscow’s Palace of Youth, Kholodov’s colleagues and many top officials paid tribute to him outside, among them presidential spokesman Vyacheslav Kostikov and reformist leader Yegor Gaidar.



Vladimir Putin’s childhood home: “Cradle to Kremlin: How Putin’s Childhood Casts a Shadow,” by The Week magazine


“As he himself admits, it was then, in neighborhood brawls, that he learned lessons that he has followed ever since—to take on any and all adversaries, never to retreat, and to fight to the finish,” says William Taubman in The Boston Globe.



BBC, “Russia Behind Alexander Litvinenko’s Murder, Rules European Rights Court”


Litvinenko, a former Russian spy who became a British citizen, was fatally poisoned with radioactive polonium-210 in London in 2006.

A UK public inquiry conducted 10 years later concluded that the killing was “probably approved” by Russian President Vladimir Putin.

Russia has always denied any involvement in his murder.

The UK inquiry said former KGB bodyguard Andrei Lugovoi and another Russian, Dmitry Kovtun deliberately poisoned Mr Litvinenko, probably by putting the radioactive substance into his tea.

Litvinenko’s widow, Marina, took the case against Russia to the Strasbourg-based rights court, which has agreed with the UK inquiry’s conclusion.

“The court found in particular that there was a strong prima facie case that, in poisoning Mr Litvinenko, Mr Lugovoi and Mr Kovtun had been acting as agents of the Russian state,” the ECHR ruled.

It concluded that Russia’s failure to refute claims that it had organised the killing further pointed towards the state’s responsibility.

Both Mr Lugovoi and Mr Kovtun have denied any involvement in the killing.














Chapter Twelve: The Drug Cartels

Santa Muerte: Santa Muerte, or “Holy Death,” is a religious folk saint venerated primarily in Mexico and parts of the United States. Despite her popularity, Santa Muerte is not officially recognized by the Catholic Church, as her worship blends indigenous beliefs, Catholicism, and esoteric traditions. She is often depicted as a skeletal figure, dressed in robes similar to the Virgin Mary, and holding symbolic objects such as a scythe (representing death’s inevitability) and a globe (symbolizing her power over the world).

The origins of Santa Muerte worship trace back to pre-Columbian Mesoamerican death deities, combined with Catholic influences brought by the Spanish. Her following has grown significantly in the past few decades, particularly among marginalized groups, including the poor, criminals, LGBTQ+ individuals, and those seeking protection from violence. Devotees pray to Santa Muerte for love, prosperity, justice, and even revenge.

BBC, “Santa Muerte: The Rise of Mexico’s Death ‘Saint,’” published October 31, 2017

https://www.bbc.com/news/world-latin-america-41804243

Americas Quarterly magazine, “Mexican Drug Cartels Use Christmas to Expand Their Fanbase”


They might be taking their cues from legendary Colombian drug lord Pablo Escobar, who was famous for helping out numerous communities in Colombia and donating parks and recreation centers to unprivileged communities. Or maybe they’re inspired by the legend of Jesús Malverde, the so-called narco-saint folk hero from Sinaloa, sometimes seen as a Mexican version of Robin Hood. On the other hand, they may feel threatened by the “self-defense” groups spawning in Michoacán and Colima—civil vigilante groups that have taken up arms against the cartels after declaring that local authorities are unable or unwilling to tackle organized crime battles head-on.

For whatever reason, drug cartels in different parts of Mexico took to the streets this holiday season in order to “give back,” and—ironic as it may sound—spread holiday cheer.



The New York Times, “Colombia Starts to Feel Side Effects of Drug Trade,” May 20, 1984

https://www.nytimes.com/1984/05/20/weekinreview/colombia-starts-to-feel-side-effects-of-drug-trade.html


The United States, which receives 90 percent of its cocaine and 60 percent of its marijuana from Colombia, warmly welcomed the change. Two of the 23 drug operators whose extradition was requested by Washington last year have been arrested and the President has signed a five-month-old extradition order for a third dealer, Carlos Lehder Rivas, who reportedly has fled to Peru.

But dismantling the drug empire will not be easy. With estimated annual revenues of $2 billion, it employs thousands of Colombians to grow coca leaf and process coca paste from Bolivia and Peru. It has also invested in legitimate businesses, weakened the judiciary through threats and corruption and has infiltrated politics.



Death of Pablo Escobar: Drug Enforcement Agency

https://museum.dea.gov/museum-collection/collection-spotlight/artifact/pablo-escobar-life-mask


In the late 20th century, Pablo Escobar was a leader of the Medellín Cartel—a violent drug cartel that primarily operated from Colombia. At that time, Colombian cartels produced and exported between 500 and 800 tons of cocaine a year. Members of the Medellín Cartel, including Escobar, bribed, terrorized, and even killed Colombian citizens and government officials to move and sell drugs.

Law enforcement targeted Escobar as the cartel’s kingpin. In June 1991, Escobar surrendered to authorities and was imprisoned. However, as a condition of his surrender, Escobar’s handpicked bodyguards were allowed to secure the prison. Escobar continued to operate his drug empire protected from both the Colombian government and his rivals.

The life mask was likely made during this “Golden Age” behind bars. Little is known about the mask’s production or materials, but Escobar would have sat for it to be cast. The eyes, lips, and skin are painted on to resemble the imprisoned kingpin.

Escobar escaped prison in July 1992, beginning the largest manhunt in Colombia’s history. DEA assisted the Colombian National Police in the pursuit of Escobar. On December 2, 1993, Escobar’s exact location was determined using electronic, directional-finding equipment. Escobar and his bodyguard attempted to escape by running across the roofs of adjoining houses, but the Colombian National Police shot and killed them.

The life mask was presented to DEA Administrator Thomas Constantine by the Colombian National Police along with a death mask of Escobar. The death mask is now on display at the DEA Museum, a grave reminder of the Medellín Cartel’s violent history.



“Who Really Killed Pablo Escobar?”

https://www.aetv.com/real-crime/pablo-escobar-death-murder-or-suicide


Escobar died via a gunshot wound to his head alongside a bodyguard on a Medellín rooftop while trying to flee from a hideout. It was the end of a manhunt that had started when Escobar escaped from La Catedral, a custom-built luxury prison, in July 1992.

To this day, it’s unclear which of Escobar’s enemies fired the fatal shot. The official story credits the Search Bloc—members of the special division even posed with Escobar’s corpse as proof of their work.

But others—like Escobar’s son, Sebastian Marroquin (who changed his name from Juan Pablo Escobar)—claims the world’s wealthiest drug dealer committed suicide when cornered. In an exclusive interview with the Sun Online in November 2016, Marroquin said, “I have the absolute certainty that my father committed suicide … Coroners who did the autopsy were threatened and forced to change the official record.”



Donald Trump’s executive order designating drug cartels as global terrorists, January 2025


The Cartels have engaged in a campaign of violence and terror throughout the Western Hemisphere that has not only destabilized countries with significant importance for our national interests but also flooded the United States with deadly drugs, violent criminals, and vicious gangs.

The Cartels functionally control, through a campaign of assassination, terror, rape, and brute force nearly all illegal traffic across the southern border of the United States. In certain portions of Mexico, they function as quasi-governmental entities, controlling nearly all aspects of society. The Cartels’ activities threaten the safety of the American people, the security of the United States, and the stability of the international order in the Western Hemisphere. Their activities, proximity to, and incursions into the physical territory of the United States pose an unacceptable national security risk to the United States.

Within 14 days of the date of this order, the Secretary of State shall take all appropriate action, in consultation with the Secretary of the Treasury, the Attorney General, the Secretary of Homeland Security, and the Director of National Intelligence, to make a recommendation regarding the designation of any cartel or other organization described in section 1 of this order as a Foreign Terrorist Organization consistent with 8 U.S.C. 1189 and/or a Specially Designated Global Terrorist consistent with 50 U.S.C. 1702 and Executive Order 13224.

Within 14 days of the date of this order, the Attorney General and the Secretary of Homeland Security shall take all appropriate action, in consultation with the Secretary of State, to make operational preparations regarding the implementation of any decision I make to invoke the Alien Enemies Act, 50 U.S.C. 21 et seq., in relation to the existence of any qualifying invasion or predatory incursion against the territory of the United States by a qualifying actor, and to prepare such facilities as necessary to expedite the removal of those who may be designated under this order.







[image: A marble bust of Caligula presents a youthful male face with short wavy hair, a straight nose, and a stern expression. The sculpture includes the neck and partial shoulders, mounted on a support.]
Caligula





[image: A painted portrait of Genghis Khan presents a seated figure with a calm expression, long mustache, and flowing beard. He wears a simple robe and a distinctive headdress with fabric panels draped at the sides.]
Genghis Khan





[image: A full-length portrait of King Henry VIII presents him standing with hands on his hips, wearing a richly decorated outfit with ornate jewelry, fur-trimmed sleeves, a wide hat, and a sword hanging at his side.]
King Henry VIII





[image: A painted portrait of Isaac Franklin presents him seated with a composed expression, dressed in a dark suit, waistcoat, and bow tie. His hands rest on his lap against a plain background.]
Isaac Franklin





[image: A portrait of John Armfield presents him in formal attire with a dark coat, waistcoat, and bow tie. He faces forward with a stern expression against a plain background.]
John Armfield





[image: A portrait of Nathan Bedford Forrest presents him facing forward with a stern expression, wearing a military uniform with double rows of buttons. His hair is parted and swept back, with a full beard.]
Nathan Bedford Forrest





[image: A portrait of J. P. Morgan presents him seated in formal attire with a stern expression. He wears a dark suit, waistcoat, and tie, with a watch chain and round glasses hanging from his vest.]
J. P. Morgan





[image: A portrait of John Davison Rockefeller presents him in formal attire with a composed expression. He wears a suit with a waistcoat, high collar, and tie, with a pocket square tucked into his jacket.]
John Davison Rockefeller





[image: A portrait of Joseph Stalin presents him in a military uniform with a high-collared jacket and cap. He holds a pipe in his hand and gazes slightly upward with a composed expression.]
Joseph Stalin





[image: A portrait of Adolf Hitler presents him in a military uniform with a peaked cap, tie, and a cross strap across his chest. A swastika armband is on his sleeve, with soldiers in helmets behind him.]
Adolf Hitler





[image: A portrait of Mao Zedong presents him smiling in a military uniform with a buttoned jacket. He wears a cap featuring a red star and stands against a plain backdrop.]
Mao Zedong





[image: A portrait of Ayatollah Khomeini presents him with a stern expression, wearing a dark turban, a long white beard, and a traditional robe. The background includes part of an interior space with muted details.]
Ayatollah Khomeini





[image: A portrait of Vladimir Putin presents him in a suit and tie with a composed expression. He wears a dark jacket, white shirt, and patterned tie, facing forward against a plain background.]
Vladimir Putin





[image: A portrait of Joaquín Guzmán, known as El Chapo, presents him facing forward with a neutral expression. He wears a plain prison uniform against a simple backdrop.]
Joaquín Guzmán, known as “El Chapo”





[image: A black and white mugshot of Pablo Escobar presents him smiling at the camera. He wears a patterned shirt and holds a prison identification board labeled Medellin with the number 128482.]
Pablo Escobar
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	* The name Caligula translates in Latin to “Little Boots.” It was given to Gaius Caesar Augustus Germanicus by his father’s troops as a reference to the military uniform the little boy constantly wore.









	


	* Some historians believe he was smothered with a pillow by an unknown assassin.









	


	* Modern doctors speculate that Caligula likely suffered from a brain tumor, severe epilepsy, or a partial stroke.









	


	* Agrippina was dispatched to the island of Ponza, Livilla the island of Pandateria.









	


	† The Bay of Bauli is now known as the Bay of Naples. The bridge was never completed.









	


	* Incitatus means “swift” in Latin.









	


	* The amphitheater is named after Roman senator Titus Statilius Taurus, who paid for its construction with his own resources in 29 BC.









	


	† Damnatio ad bestias is both a form of capital punishment and a sport. Since the second century BC, prisoners and gladiators have entered the arena to battle wild animals.









	


	* The Roman Colosseum is constructed by the Emperor Vespasian in AD 72.









	


	* Details of Caligula’s debauchery are documented in ancient Roman historian Suetonius’s work The Lives of the Caesars, published in AD 121.









	


	* On the Ides of March—the fifteenth day of the month—44 BC, forty-five conspirators stabbed Julius Caesar, the founder of the Roman Empire, at least thirty times.









	


	* Nero was the fifth Emperor of Rome from AD 54 to 68. He was infamous for his personal debaucheries and the persecution of Christians.









	
The ancient historian Suetonius writes that the “Great Fire of Rome” that nearly destroyed the entire city was ordered by Nero himself to clear land for the construction of his personal mansion. However, the common expression “Nero fiddled while Rome burned” is inaccurate. Fiddles were not invented until the ninth century.

For reasons unknown, Nero had his own mother, Agrippina, murdered in AD 59.

After bankrupting the empire, Nero committed suicide in AD 68 by stabbing himself in the throat. His final words recorded by his personal bodyguard were “Qualis artifex pereo!”—“Without me, the world has one less artist.”

His death threw Rome into confusion. In quick order, three emperors ascended, and all were killed in less than one year. The general Vespasian became emperor in AD 69, ending the family dynasty that began with Julius Caesar. Vespasian ruled for ten years.


	* Odoacer spares the life of Romulus Augustulus. The boy is exiled to a small village on the southern coast of Italy and given a pension from Odoacer himself. Augustulus lives the rest of his life in obscurity. The exact date of his death remains unknown.









	


	† After the fall of Rome, central governments collapsed all over Europe. Using mercenary armies, wealthy individuals ruled so-called fiefdoms—areas of land. Between AD 476 and 1300, wars, famine, disease, and general poverty killed two hundred million people. The infant mortality rate during the Dark Ages was 50 percent. The average life expectancy throughout Europe was twenty-four years.









	


	* Khan is a title that essentially means “king.” The origin of the word is in dispute. Chingass is the Mongolian word for “universal.” The popular spelling has been changed to Genghis.









	


	* The Mongols operated an extensive spy network that reached the Atlantic Ocean. The organization consisted of local informants, merchants, even European defectors. They sent word to Genghis Khan of political situations, army movements, and terrain.









	


	* Temujin is the Mongolian word for “iron.”









	


	* It is estimated Khan had between six hundred and one thousand children throughout his life. Eight percent of all Asians living today are direct descendants of Genghis Khan.









	


	* The historian’s account can be found in “Lost Cities #5: How the Magnificent City of Merv Was Razed—and Never Recovered,” published by the Guardian.









	


	* The legend appears in The Nine Dreams of Genghis Khan, by Mongolian author Galsan Tschinag.









	


	† The women were slaves taken from areas conquered by the Mongolian army. They include Indians, Europeans, Persians, and Asians.









	


	* It is believed by some that Hitler’s black-clad SS were fashioned to resemble these Mongolian warriors.









	


	† The Jin Dynasty ruled parts of China starting in 1115. They are defeated by the Mongolian army in 1234. Kung fu means “skill.” It was developed by Buddhist monks in northern Asia around the year 300 BC.









	


	‡ The principalities of Kiev, Galicia, Chernigov, and Smolensk represent the modern-day regions of eastern Ukraine, eastern Poland, and western Russia.









	


	* The Asia Center at the University of North Carolina estimates Genghis Khan killed between twenty and thirty million people to quell potential uprisings.









	


	* A description of Khan’s funeral was reported by explorer Marco Polo, who writes, “I tell you as a certain truth, that when Mongul Khan died, more than 20,000 persons, who chanced to meet the body on its way, were slain.”









	


	* Officially called “the King’s Body Guard of the Yeomen of the Guard,” the soldiers earned the name “Beefeater” from the large ration of beef they are given each day.









	


	* In the early to mid-sixteenth century, armed rebellions in Germany called “the Peasants’ War” and other religious conflicts between Catholics and Protestants claimed the lives of between 450,000 and 600,000 people.









	


	* Royal historian Edward Hall was present at Anne Boleyn’s execution and chronicled the day’s events. History does not record an explanation as to Anne Boleyn’s forgiveness of Henry.









	


	* Anne Boleyn’s skeleton was identified during renovations of the Tower of London in 1876. By order of Queen Victoria, Anne was given a formal burial at the tower in 1877.









	


	* The legend of Robin Hood is likely based on a real person who lived in Nottingham, England, in the thirteenth century. The outlaw is famous for “stealing from the rich and giving to the poor.”









	


	* Whitehall Palace was destroyed by fires in 1691 and again in 1698. The estate was demolished in 1769. Today, one original structure remains. It houses the prime minister’s Cabinet Office.









	


	* Henry VII was a relatively successful and popular king. His reign lasted twenty-four years and is remembered for economic prosperity and the construction of royal palaces.









	


	* The British Royal Society estimates Henry VIII executed up to seventy thousand British subjects during his entire reign.









	


	* A description of More’s death appears in “The Execution of Sir Thomas More,” by English historian James Froude, published in 1872.









	


	† Jane Seymour was twenty-eight years old at the time of her death.









	


	* The so-called Exeter Conspiracy did not end with the family executions. Henry VIII uses the plot to eliminate others he perceives as opponents. Thousands are arrested, at least seventy executed.









	


	* The National Geographic Society estimates between eleven and seventeen million Europeans were killed in religious wars between 1530 and 1710.









	


	* Bayou is the Choctaw Indian word for “swamp.” De la Croix is French, meaning “of the Cross.”









	


	† Most of the slaves disembarking in New Orleans originated in regions like present-day Senegal, Gambia, Guinea-Bissau, and Mali. Often, warring tribes in Africa practiced kidnapping and sold their captives into slavery.









	


	* The New Orleans Police Department was created not to protect citizens but to supervise the slave trade and enforce strict racial laws. It was incorporated under Mayor Jean Étienne de Boré in 1806, himself a slave owner.









	


	* In 1828, $500,000 is the equivalent of $15 million today. The detailed records of slaves sold from the ship United States in New Orleans are well documented by the National Museum of African American History and Culture at the Smithsonian Institute in Washington, DC.









	


	† The Kingdom of Dahomey and the Ashanti Empire were located in what is now the African nations of Benin and Ghana.









	


	* Historical evidence indicates that Thomas Jefferson treated his slaves indifferently. He did father six children with Sally Hemings. That has been a controversial piece of history, but it happened. Ironically, Jefferson never prospered financially from his plantation. He was always in need of money because he did not pay attention to the agriculture business. Some believe that dishonest overseers brutalized Jefferson’s slaves and actually stole money from him.









	


	* In time, Israel Gillette becomes a trusted asset to Thomas Jefferson. He is promoted from the tobacco fields to grooming horses. After Jefferson’s death, the Gillettes eventually move north to Cincinnati in 1844 and start a ferry business across the Ohio River.









	


	† Congressman Cilley was shot to death by Kentucky Representative William Graves in 1838 after he accused the lawmaker of bribery and corruption. Graves died from natural causes ten years after the duel, as he was not prosecuted because dueling was legal.









	


	* John Quincy Adams was a member of the Whig Party. Founded in the early 1830s, the party collapsed in the 1850s. Its former members then founded the Republican Party in 1854.









	


	* Hundreds of slaves helped construct the US Capitol between 1793 and 1800 and rebuilt the complex between 1815 and 1826. By 1840, forty enslaved people work on the grounds.









	


	* John Calhoun launched multiple campaigns for the presidency in 1824, 1828, and 1832. He planned another bid for the White House in 1844, but the Democratic nomination was won by James K. Polk, who went on to defeat Henry Clay in the presidential election.









	


	* Franklin names his plantation “Waverly” after a popular novel by Scottish author Sir Walter Scott. His works are well read in the antebellum South because of their depiction of chivalry, honor, and the aristocratic lifestyle.









	


	† “Quadroon” describes an individual with varying degrees of African ancestry. The term originally applied to a person who was one-quarter African but eventually means any mixed-race person.









	


	* Modern doctors believe Isaac Franklin suffered from lung disease and undiagnosed stomach cancer the last five years of his life. He often coughed and vomited blood.









	


	† Franklin’s partner John Armfield survives the Civil War. He dies at the age of eighty-one. His Alexandria townhouse is now a museum and National Historic Landmark.









	


	* General Forrest earned the moniker in November 1863 after his victory at the Battle of Fort Sanders near Knoxville, Tennessee.









	


	* A firsthand report of Major Lionel Booth’s death is published in the American Battlefield Trust’s account of the Battle of Fort Pillow.









	


	* A personal letter from Confederate Sergeant Achilles Clark describes the massacre: “The slaughter was awful. Words cannot describe the scene. The poor deluded negros would run up to our men fall on their knees and with uplifted hands scream for mercy but they were ordered to their feet and then shot down. The white men fared but little better. The fort turned out to be a great slaughter pen. Blood, human blood stood about in pools and brains could have been gathered up in any quantity. I with several others tried to stop the butchery and at one time had partially succeeded but Gen. Forrest ordered them shot down like dogs and the carnage continued.”









	


	* During the nineteenth century, the United States had no standardized national currency as we know it today. Instead, money was issued by private banks. US currency was nationalized under the National Banking Act of 1863.









	


	* A full account of the final battle is chronicled in Bill O’Reilly’s book Killing Lincoln.









	


	* Changing Clan to Klan was simply a form of alliteration.









	


	† A popular beverage at the Maxwell House Hotel is their unique blend of coffee. The business begins selling the beans in 1892 under the name Maxwell House. Today, the brand is valued at $3 billion.









	


	* Copies of the nineteenth-century “Oath of Allegiance” to the Ku Klux Klan can be found at the National Museum of American History and Culture at the Smithsonian Institute in Washington, DC.









	


	† Prominent KKK members included the governors of Tennessee, South Carolina, Georgia, Louisiana, and Alabama.









	


	* The Supreme Court ruled in multiple decisions that federal forces could not be used to enforce state law. The court’s decision laid the groundwork for the Jim Crow Era.









	


	* The monuments can be found in Tennessee, Florida, and Alabama. A statue honoring Nathan Forrest was removed from downtown Memphis in 2017.









	


	* According to White House records, Theodore Roosevelt often drank one gallon of coffee each day.









	


	* The term robber baron derives from the German word Raubritter, which translates to “robber knights.” During the Middle Ages, Raubritters were European landowners who charged outrageous fees for civilians to access roads and bridges.









	


	† Miners could be as young as eight years old. The first federal child safety laws were passed in 1916 and 1938. The life expectancy of a coal miner in 1902 is forty-seven years.









	


	* Lillie Langtry was a prominent actress of the London theater. Apart from her relationship with J. P. Morgan, she also had a well-publicized affair with King Edward VII.









	


	* $100 million in 1902 is the equivalent of $3.8 billion today.









	


	† A memorial in Scranton, Pennsylvania, was dedicated in 2002 to mark the one hundredth anniversary of the Lackawanna Mine Disaster.









	


	* Dr. Henry DuBois is the great-grandson of John Jay, the first chief justice of the United States Supreme Court.









	


	* $3 billion in 1902 is the modern equivalent of $90 billion.









	


	* John Rockefeller’s father, William “Devil Bill” Rockefeller, was a traveling salesman who sold fake “health elixirs” under the alias Dr. William Levingston. He died in 1906 at the age of ninety-five, estranged from his son.









	


	† $400 in 1902 is the modern equivalent of $9,000.









	


	* The complete transcript of the September 29, 1902, phone call between J. P. Morgan and President Roosevelt can be found at the National Archives. The conversation lasts less than three minutes.









	


	* A permanent home for the Supreme Court was completed in 1932 and remains operational to this day. Its original office in the US Capitol is now called the Old Supreme Court Chamber.









	


	* A full copy of the Supreme Court’s decision of United States v. Northern Securities Co. can be found at the website www.supremecourt.gov.









	


	* Today, JPMorgan Chase & Co. is one of the largest financial services companies in the world. It currently employs 320,000 people and has a total market value of $780 billion.









	


	* James 5:1.









	


	* The Red October Steel Factory was constructed to commemorate Russia’s Communist Revolution in October 1917.









	


	† Stalingrad was called Tsaritsyn before the Communist Revolution. It is renamed Stalingrad by order of Joseph Stalin in 1925. Since the fall of the Soviet Union, the city is known as Volgograd.









	


	* Gulag is an acronym for Glavnoye Upravleniye LAGerey, Russian for “Main Camp Administration.”









	


	† Soviet historian Roy Medvedev estimates Joseph Stalin killed twelve to fifteen million people before the start of World War II. His findings were published in the Russian newspaper Argumenti I Fakti on February 4, 1989, and reprinted in the New York Times.









	


	* NKVD is an acronym for Narodnyy komissariat vnutrennikh del, Russian for “the People’s Commissariat for Internal Affairs.”









	


	* A firsthand account of Russian soldiers firing on their own civilians can be found in the personal diary of German Lieutenant Colonel Friedrich Roske, who led the German assault on the Red October Steel Factory.









	


	* A detailed account of Stalin’s abusive childhood is told in Young Stalin, by British historian Simon Sebag Montefiore.









	


	* Bolshevik is derived from the word Bolshinstvo, Russian for “majority.”









	


	† Baku is present-day Azerbaijan.









	


	‡ Stalin’s comments were part of a speech he delivered to railway workers and published in the state-run Soviet newspaper Pravda on June 8, 1926.









	


	* Five hundred Russian rubles in 1909 is the modern equivalent of $23,000.









	


	* A detailed account of Stalin’s escape from Siberia appears in historian Robert Conquest’s 1991 book Stalin: Breaker of Nations. Conquest was awarded the Presidential Medal of Freedom by President George W. Bush in 2005.









	


	* Stalin’s private train is called Poyezdka lidera, Russian for “the Ruler’s Official Secured Rail.” It comprises nine separate cars; each is reinforced with steel and metal armor. It is resistant to bullets, grenades, and artillery strikes.









	


	* British historian Martin Sixsmith writes, “Beria spent his nights having teenagers abducted from the streets and brought home for him to rape. Those who resisted were strangled and buried in his wife’s rose garden.”









	


	† Detailed statistics about the NKVD can be found in “Documented Homicides and Excess Deaths: New Insights into the Scale of Killing in the USSR,” by Steven Rosefielde.









	


	‡ Nikita Khrushchev becomes the Supreme Leader of the Soviet Union in 1953. A detailed account of his time in the Politburo can be found in Khrushchev: The Man and His Era, by William Taubman.









	


	* The swastika originated in ancient India around 3000 BC. It was used to signify wealth and spirituality. The Nazis appropriate the swastika as a symbol of the Aryan identity.









	


	* SturmAbteilung is German for “Storm Troopers.”









	


	† The SS stands for Schutzstaffel, German for “Protection Squadron.”









	


	* Born in Munich, Heinrich Himmler grew up in a conservative Catholic family. As an adult he was a chicken farmer and later became involved in nationalist and paramilitary groups in the chaotic years following World War I, during which Germany faced political and economic turmoil. In 1923, Himmler joined the Nazi Party, and by 1925, he became a member of the SS. Himmler was a key figure in implementing Adolf Hitler’s racial policies. He oversaw the Einsatzgruppen (mobile killing units), the mass deportation of Jews, and the operation of extermination camps, making him directly responsible for the deaths of millions.









	


	* Established in March 1933, Dachau was the first Nazi internment camp. Initially created to detain political opponents, such as Communists and Social Democrats, it became a model for other camps. Dachau developed the brutal structure and methods later replicated across the camp system. Early prisoners endured forced labor, beatings, and harsh conditions. As the Nazi regime grew, Dachau expanded to incarcerate Jews.









	


	* Adolf Hitler is a failed artist born in the Austrian town of Braunau am Inn. He was unable to develop any marketable skills. That angered the young man, who continues painting for the rest of his life as a hobby.









	


	† After World War I, Adolf Hitler holds the rank of Gefreiter, the equivalent of lance corporal. Despite his low rank, he was awarded the Iron Cross, First Class, and the Iron Cross, Second Class, honors that were uncommon for someone of his position. These awards were reportedly due to his bravery and dedication in carrying out his courier duties.









	


	‡ The Weimar Republic gets its name from the town of Weimar in central Germany, where the constitution assembly first meets.









	


	* Angela “Geli” Raubal commits suicide in Adolf Hitler’s apartment on September 18, 1931, by shooting herself in the head.









	


	† “My Political Awakening” is co-opted by Hitler in his book Mein Kampf. There, he espouses that the German people are the master race. He brands Germans as “Aryan”— a mythical group of supposedly superior human beings.









	


	* General Hindenburg was a World War I hero but at eighty-six years old is nearing the end of his life. Adolf Hitler ultimately flattered and threatened the old man until he named him chancellor. Hindenburg had been in declining health for months before his death, suffering from ailments associated with old age, including lung problems and arteriosclerosis. Despite his frailty, he remained a symbolic figure of stability in a tumultuous era. His death removed the last significant check on Hitler’s ambitions.









	


	* At this point most organized opposition to the Nazi Party has collapsed. All dissenters are subject to imprisonment and even death. The party completely controls the German press and forbids any criticism. Even religious clerics are silenced under the threat of incarceration.









	


	† By 1943, Adolf Hitler controlled a vast population across Nazi Germany and its occupied territories. At its height, the Third Reich directly governed approximately eighty million people in Germany itself. However, when including the populations of occupied territories and puppet states, such as Poland, France, the Netherlands, Belgium, Norway, Denmark, parts of the Soviet Union, and others, the number swelled to an estimated two to three hundred million people under Nazi control.









	


	‡ Adolf Hitler’s hatred of Jews began before World War I. While living as an artist in Vienna, he was exposed to antisemitic rhetoric in Austrian newspapers and political pamphlets. After the war, Hitler blamed Germany’s defeat on the Jewish people, who he believed “stabbed the Fatherland in the back” by pushing for a peace treaty with France. Ironically, Adolf Hitler’s favorite childhood caregiver, a hired nanny named Toni, was likely of Jewish descent. However, their warm relationship had no lasting impact on Hitler’s attitude toward Jews later in life.









	


	* Lowenstein was arrested by the SS in 1938 but escaped to the United States, where he died penniless in 1943. His extended family is killed in the Dachau camp.









	


	† The Geheime Staatspolizei (Secret State Police), shortened to Gestapo, was established in 1933 as an offshoot of the SS. Led by Heinrich Himmler and later Reinhard Heydrich, its primary role was to eliminate opposition to the Nazi regime through surveillance, intimidation, and terror. The Gestapo investigated and arrested political dissidents, Jews, Communists, and other groups deemed undesirable by the state. It operated without judicial oversight. Most small towns in Germany had a Gestapo presence.









	


	* One copy of notes from the Wannsee Conference survives. It was written by the personal assistant of Adolf Eichmann, who kept a detailed account of the meeting. It was translated from German to English in 1945 and used against Nazi leaders at the Nuremberg Trials. A full transcript can be found at Israel’s official Holocaust remembrance website: Yad Vashem.









	


	* Reinhard Heydrich dies from injuries he sustains during an assassination attempt six months later in Czechoslovakia. The mission is carried out in Prague by resistance fighters trained by British Special Forces. In retaliation, the Nazis execute thousands of innocent civilians.









	


	† These concentration camps were all located outside of Germany to avoid scrutiny by the German people.









	


	* 95 percent of people deported to Auschwitz are killed on arrival. Most who avoid the gas chambers are worked to death within two months. The longest-surviving prisoners are Polish Catholics arrested for hiding Jews. They live an average of eighteen months.









	


	* Runes are letters and symbols from the old German language spoken before Europe’s conversion to Christianity around the second century AD.









	


	* Details of Himmler’s Nazi temple can be found in “‘Himmler’s Castle’ Becomes Chilling SS Museum,” published by the Independent on April 16, 2010.









	


	* The exact number of Germans killed by Soviet forces during the Battle of Berlin (April 16–May 2, 1945) is difficult to determine due to the chaotic nature of the events. It is estimated that 100,000 to 150,000 German soldiers and civilians perished. Two hundred thousand women are raped in Berlin, another two million throughout Germany. A detailed account of these atrocities can be found in the book Crimes Unspoken: The Rape of German Women at the End of the Second World War, by Miriam Gebhardt.









	


	† For more on the collapse of the Nazi Party and the subsequent hunt for German war criminals, please read Bill O’Reilly’s book Killing the SS.









	


	* Adolf Eichmann’s body was cremated, his ashes scattered in the Mediterranean Sea, away from Israeli shores, so that no grave or memorial could be made for him. Despite his calm demeanor, Eichmann’s execution marks the end of the life of one of the most notorious figures of the Holocaust, a man responsible for the logistics of the mass deportations and the systematic murder of millions of Jews.









	


	* Kuomintang is Chinese for “National People’s Party.” The political organization was formed in 1911 to overthrow the ruling Qing dynasty. Chiang Kai-shek assumes command in 1925.









	


	* Mao Zedong did not join the Chinese army, believing it was corrupt. Instead, he and his Communist band fought the Japanese using guerilla tactics. Mao spent much of the war in Mongolia and southeast China.









	


	† Between 1937 and 1945, the Japanese Imperial Army kills twenty million Chinese people through mass executions, military action, forced labor, destruction of infrastructure, and intentional famine. In 1938, the “Nanjing Massacre” results in the deaths of three hundred thousand unarmed civilians.









	


	* Peking becomes stylized as Beijing by the United Nations in 1980 as the standard spelling for the Chinese capital using Western characters. It more accurately reflects the local pronunciation in its native language.









	


	* China is the third-largest nation in the world after Russia and Canada. It comprises 3.7 million square miles, slightly more than the United States.









	


	* A detailed account of the Battle of Shuangduiji and the broader Huai Hai Campaign of 1949 can be found in historian Gary J. Bjorge’s book Moving the Enemy: Operational Art of the Chinese PLA’s Huai Hai Campaign.









	


	† Chiang Kai-shek and his family flee mainland China with 170,000 kilograms of gold, the modern equivalent of $10 billion.









	


	* Chiang Kai-shek rules Taiwan as the leader of the Republic of China until his death in 1975 at the age of eighty-seven. His reign was repressive, violent, but largely celebrated as an alternative to Communism. The government he established rules Taiwan to this day and is subject to daily pressure from the Communists on the mainland.









	


	† Tong is the Chinese word for “gathering place” or “secret society.” The first tong appears in China in 1644 under the Ming dynasty.









	


	* Throughout his life, Mao Zedong had four wives and ten children. Two marriages ended in divorce. His second wife, Yang Kaihui, was captured and executed by Chiang Kai-shek in 1930. She was twenty-nine years old at the time of her murder. Mao also maintained many extramarital affairs, all of which were concealed from the public.









	


	* The Communist Party releases Kung Pin-Mei from prison in 1985 due to growing international pressure. After serving thirty years, the eighty-four-year-old bishop is placed under house arrest. In 1988, Pope John Paul II names him “cardinal in pectore” (cardinal in secret). Kung Pin-Mei dies March 12, 2000, at the age of ninety-eight. He is beatified by the Vatican in 2020, the first step before becoming a saint.









	


	* The Great Famine is the worst civilian disaster in history in terms of total fatalities and the scale of human suffering.









	


	* These firsthand accounts and others can be found in the New York Times article “Voices from China’s Cultural Revolution,” published May 16, 2016.









	


	* Wuhan is the center of the Communist Party in east China. Mao Zedong orders the construction of the Wuhan Institute of Virology in 1956. There, scientists study bat-borne diseases. Many global health experts believe the Wuhan Institute is the likely source of the COVID-19 pandemic that emerges in late 2019 / early 2020.









	


	† When Mao Zedong took control of China in 1949, 25 percent of the adult population was addicted to opium. That caused massive problems. Mao quickly moved against the drug industry, arresting and executing tens of thousands of users, dealers, and growers. By 1952, the Communist Party had largely eradicated the use of opium and other narcotics inside China. The opium industry and poppy growers relocated to northern Thailand, from where they continued to operate.









	


	* After Mao Zedong’s death, Hua Guofeng accuses Zedong’s wife, Jiang Qing, of a treasonous plot to consolidate power. She is arrested and sentenced to life in prison. Qing kills herself inside a Communist prison in 1991 at the age of seventy-seven. She leaves behind a suicide note, stating, “Chairman, your student and fighter is coming to see you.” Guofong leads China for just four years before being peacefully replaced.









	


	* Mao’s embalming process was inspired by the methods used to preserve Vladimir Lenin’s body in Russia. However, there were challenges during the preservation process, and there are claims that a wax figure may now be used for display during some parts of the year to protect the remains. The mausoleum remains a significant site for many who wish to pay respects to the founder of the People’s Republic of China.









	


	† Under Mao Zedong’s dictatorship, foreign reporters were rarely allowed inside China, and the domestic press could not print or broadcast any criticism of the dictator whatsoever.









	


	‡ Lennon’s appreciation for Mao Zedong, Vietnamese socialist Ho Chi Minh, and Communist principles inspired his 1971 song “Imagine.” In it, he fantasizes about a world with no religion, countries, or possessions.









	


	* Shah is an ancient Persian title meaning “king of kings.” The term first appears in 500 BC under the rule of Cyrus II.









	


	* SAVAK, Sazeman-e Ettela’at va Amniyat-e Keshvar, is Persian for “Organization of Intelligence and National Security.” Formed in 1957, the group receives formal training from CIA officers, the Israeli Mossad, and former SS members who defected to the United States and Great Britain after World War II.









	


	* Though the official death count remains unknown, historians estimate between 500 and 1,200 people were killed in the Jaleh Massacre. Early French reporting places the death toll at 4,000.









	


	* At this point in history, there are several Muslim sects. The Ayatollah Khomeini belongs to the Shi’ite Wahabism movement. He believes that violence is condoned by Allah, the God of Islam. The Ayatollah bases his belief on the prophet Mohammed, who led Muslim expansion in the seventh century. Mohammed instructed his followers to spread the faith “through the sword.” Other sects of Islam are peaceful, refusing to embrace the violence of the Wahabi movement.









	


	* The Shah of Iran was infamous for his extravagant spending on luxury items. He hosted the $200 million Persepolis Celebration in 1971, an opulent event with imported food, lavish décor, and global dignitaries. The Shah’s wife, Empress Farah Diba, wore exquisite custom-made jewelry, often sourced from the Iranian Crown Jewels. He also owned luxury cars, yachts, and designer wardrobes.









	


	† The word Aryan is derived from the ancient Persian language, meaning “free and noble people.” It is co-opted by Hitler in the late 1920s to mean “superior race.”









	


	* Under the Shah’s rule, British Petroleum operates 40 percent of Iran’s oil industry. Royal Dutch Shell holds a 14 percent share, Standard Oil 16 percent, and Chevron 16 percent.









	
The total value is estimated to be more than $25 billion annually, which is the modern equivalent of $125 billion.


	* A detailed description of the Ayatollah’s abduction can be found in Arab historian Baqer Moin’s biography Khomeini: Life of the Ayatollah.









	


	* The Shah’s deadly plan was modeled after the 1937 Reichstag Fire in Berlin that Adolf Hitler ordered. There, the German people did believe that Communists were responsible. But in Iran, the people rejected the Shah’s propaganda after decades of censorship, media manipulation, and outright falsehoods from his regime.









	


	* The Shah and his family leave Iran on January 16, 1979. He travels first to Mexico, then the United States, Europe, and Panama, before settling in Cairo, Egypt. Pahlavi is able to buy his way into countries, utilizing some of an estimated $20 billion in foreign banks.









	


	* After the 1979 Iranian Revolution, the Ayatollah’s forces targeted SAVAK members and facilities. Many were arrested, tried, and executed by the new Islamic government, which sought to purge remnants of the Shah’s regime. The new Islamic Republic replaced SAVAK with its own security organizations—the Ministry of Intelligence and the Islamic Revolutionary Guard Corps (IRGC). These groups did essentially the same thing SAVAK did: instill fear in the Iranian population.









	


	† The Shah leaves medical treatment in the United States for Cairo, Egypt, where he dies on July 27, 1980, from lymphatic cancer at the age of sixty. A proud nationalist until the end, Mohammed Pahlavi leaves this world with a bucket of Iranian soil beneath his hospital bed.









	


	* Six American diplomats avoided capture by fleeing to the home of a Canadian embassy staffer. They are later smuggled out of Tehran using fake passports. The operation is dramatized in the 2012 film Argo, starring Ben Affleck, which won the Academy Award for Best Picture of the Year in 2013.









	


	† The US ambassador to Iran, William Sullivan, left the country ten months earlier after the Shah fled the nation. His departure was part of a broader evacuation of many American diplomats and citizens due to the unstable political situation inside Iran. The marines guarding the embassy never fired their weapons on order from the State Department. They became part of the hostage cadre.









	


	* Time magazine had previously selected other evil men as its Man of the Year, including Adolf Hitler in 1938, Joseph Stalin in 1939 and 1942, and Vladimir Putin in 2007. Editors have previously stated that selections are not endorsements but reflections of power, influence, and an overall impact on society. The title “Man of the Year” was changed to “Person of the Year” in 1999.









	


	* In Bill O’Reilly’s book Confronting the Presidents, it is stated that the Ayatollah feared Ronald Reagan’s wrath. Khomeini understood that the new president would be much more aggressive in dealing with the hostage crisis. Reagan made it clear during his campaign that he would take a hard line against Iran. Khomeini thought that might include US military action against his country.









	


	* Ayatollah Khomeini often referred to the United States as “the Great Satan,” the United Kingdom as “the Great Satan’s Servant,” and Israel as “the Little Satan.” He blamed the three nations for orchestrating a grand conspiracy against his regime and the Iranian people.









	


	* By 1987, Iran is financing Hezbollah, the Palestinian Liberation Organization (PLO), Hamas, Islamic jihad, the al-Dawa terror network in Iraq, Kurdish fighters, and other militias in Bahrain, Saudi Arabia, and Kuwait.









	


	* The Ayatollah Khomeini lived an austere life. He did not smoke tobacco, drink alcohol, or have extramarital affairs.









	


	* Between 1979 and 1989, forty million Iranian women were subjected to political repression and physical violence according to the National Institutes of Health. They were stripped of all legal protections and forced to comply with strict dress codes. It is estimated between five thousand and ten thousand women were executed by the regime during the revolution. Millions more were raped and sexually abused for so-called crimes against Islam. The actual figures will never be known.









	


	* As of 2025, Ali Khamenei, the Supreme Leader of Iran, continues to hold significant power in the country. Now eighty-five years old, the ayatollah lives in Tehran with his wife, Mansoureh Khojaste Bagherzadeh, and their four children. No person has been officially declared as the heir to the current leader or as a nominee, though it is believed the line of succession has been decided but not disclosed to the public.









	


	* The University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill estimates between 500,000 and 1.2 million people were killed in the Iran-Iraq War.









	


	* The Komitet Gosudarstvennoy Bezopasnosti, or KGB, is Russian for “Committee for State Security.” It was established after the death of Joseph Stalin in 1953 and remained the Soviet Union’s main security agency until its dissolution in 1991.









	


	† Vladimir Putin begins practicing the Japanese martial arts of judo and jujitsu at the age of eleven. He competes in regional tournaments and earns his black belt, the highest achievable rank, by his eighteenth birthday. Putin frequently cites his experience in judo as the source of his principles for political and military leadership.









	


	* Freya Klier settled in West Berlin. Today, she lives as an author, activist, theater director, and filmmaker.









	


	* In an interview published by the BBC, Vladimir Putin recalls his final days at the KGB headquarters in Dresden. Said Putin, “I personally burned a huge amount of material. We burned so much stuff that the furnace burst.”









	


	† All men released by the KGB on December 5, 1989, return to their pro-democracy activities. A detailed account of the pro-democracy protests can be found in End Game: The 1989 Revolution in East Germany by Ilko-Sascha Kowalczuk.









	


	* The Chernobyl Nuclear Power Plant exploded during routine testing on April 26, 1986, spewing more radiation into the atmosphere than four hundred nuclear warheads. Global health experts believe the initial blast killed fifty people; another twenty thousand deaths are caused by cancer and other related illnesses. According to official USSR records, just nine people died from the incident and aftermath.









	


	* Vladimir Putin published an essay in July 2021, “On the Historical Unity of Russians and Ukrainians.” In it, he describes his long-held belief that Ukraine is “holy” Russian territory, and the current government exists as part of an “anti-Russian project” under the control of NATO and the United States.









	


	† Founded by Russian Czar Peter the Great in 1703, the city of Saint Petersburg was renamed Leningrad after Vladimir Lenin’s death in 1924. It reverted to Saint Petersburg in 1991 after the collapse of the Soviet Union.









	


	* Vladimir Putin’s childhood is documented in Russian historian Vazha Tavberidze’s work “From Chasing Rats to Blood Baths: How Putin’s Childhood Shaped His Leadership.”









	


	† Vladimir Putin’s eighty-seven-year-old mother dies in 1998. His father passes one year later at the age of eighty-eight. Both publicly praised their son’s leadership throughout their lives.









	


	* Boris Berezovsky fled Russia for the United Kingdom in 2003. He was found dead inside a London mansion ten years later. His body was discovered in a locked bathroom with ligature marks around his neck. No arrests have been made, and the cause of death was ruled “strangulation” by Scotland Yard.









	


	* A subsequent investigation from the UK government concluded Vladimir Putin was personally responsible for ordering the assassination of Alexander Litvinenko and smuggling radioactive material into the United Kingdom—two violations of international law. However, the British government has not issued any warrants for Putin’s arrest.









	


	† Vladimir Putin’s wealth is scattered around the globe using cryptocurrency, shell corporations, loyal family members, and real estate purchases. According to Forbes magazine, the Russian dictator has bank accounts in Cyprus, the British Virgin Islands, Dubai, and Switzerland. He owns properties in France, Italy, the UK, United Arab Emirates, and Monaco. Today, Putin is limited in where he can travel because of sanctions—and thus cannot access much of his money.









	


	* In the spring of 2014, Obama issues a series of executive orders placing financial sanctions on Putin and other Russian officials. They were mostly symbolic and had little effect.









	


	* It is rumored Vladimir Putin fathered two sons with Alina Kabaeva and several daughters with other mistresses. Ms. Kabaeva lives in Switzerland and has never commented on her relationship with the Russian president.









	


	* Russia was expelled from the G8, or Group of Eight Industrialized Nations, in 2014 after the annexation of Crimea. The organization is now known as the G7.









	


	* The Catholic Church condemns the veneration of Santa Muerte as idol worship. Despite the Vatican’s opposition, ten to twelve million people in the Western Hemisphere are followers of Santa Muerte.









	


	* Francine Doermann related her ordeal to coauthor Josh Hammer, a longtime family friend.









	


	* Chinese-produced fentanyl is cheap because of China’s well-developed chemical and pharmaceutical industry. The low cost of raw materials and lax regulation helps further reduce the price.









	


	* Francine Doermann is buried in Mamaroneck, New York. Her daughter Elise, now fifteen years old, lives with her grandparents in Stamford, Connecticut.









	


	* Escobar spent millions of dollars each year to buy the loyalty of local communities. He built schools, roads, and churches for hundreds of impoverished villages. In exchange, poor residents often shielded him from the authorities.









	


	* The ordeal of Javier Figueroa is described during the trial of Carlos Lehder, a senior member of the Medellín Cartel, after his arrest in 1987. Lehder is convicted and extradited to the United States. He was released from prison in 2020 after serving thirty-three years and returned to Colombia.









	


	† The term narco is Spanish slang for narcotraficante—“drug dealer.”









	


	* Every few months, members of the Sinaloa Cartel would perpetuate massacres in Juarez to invoke fear.









	


	* The navy and marines are considered the only branches of the Mexican Armed Forces not in the pocket of El Chapo.









	


	* After Joaquín “El Chapo” Guzmán’s trial in the United States, the American government sought to seize his assets. However, the process of compensating victims has been complex. In 2021, a New York judge approved the creation of a “victim compensation fund,” which could potentially distribute money to those hurt by El Chapo, including individuals affected by his drug trafficking operations. The process of identifying victims and distributing the funds remains slow, and, as of now, there are no known cases of significant payouts.









	


	† President Trump declared ISIS affiliates in Asia, the Middle East, and North Africa “Foreign Terrorist Organizations” in 2018. The declaration gave him the authority to decimate the terror networks within the span of eighteen months. More details about that mission can be found in Bill O’Reilly’s book Killing the Killers.









	


	* President Trump’s 2019 threat to Obrador worked to some extent. In the last year of Trump’s first administration, illegal immigration dropped 75 percent.









	


	* Other notable prisoners at the supermax prison in Florence, Colorado, are Ramzi Yousef, the mastermind behind the 1993 World Trade Center bombing; Zacarious Moussaoui, a 9/11 conspirator; Dzhokhar Tsarnaev, the Boston Marathon Bomber; Terry Nichols, a conspirator in the Oklahoma City bombing; and Eric Rudolph, perpetrator of the 1996 Atlanta Olympic bombing.









	


	* It is estimated by the Department of Homeland Security that as many as fourteen million foreign nationals crossed into the US illegally during President Biden’s four-year term. In addition, record amounts of dangerous drugs pour into the United States as border patrol agents become overwhelmed by the unprecedented wave of migrants. President Biden has never explained his border policy.
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