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Chapter One – Facing the BEISTE 
 
 
You’ve  got  to  s tand  up ;  you ’ve  got  to  be  proud 
You’ve  got  to  be l i eve  in  th i s  wor ld  r ight  now 
Every  s econd count s ,  so  don ’ t  he s i ta te  
Or one  day  you ’ re  gonna wake  up  
It ’ l l  be  too  la te  
   -Song Lyr i c s  by  Denni s  Smith  
 
Just within the city l imits of Barboursvi l le ,  West 
Virginia, Baker's Hardware stood l ike a beacon of 
insolence and determination in a world 
dominated by the large chain stores.  I t  was an 
early spring morning and Baker’s had just 
opened their doors for another day’s business. 
 The old beat-up, red Ford F150 pickup 
pulled up to the curb across the street about 100 
yards north of Baker’s and turned off  i ts engine.  
There were three people in the truck – a woman 
and two men - and each looked as though they 
had been through some sort of  l iv ing hel l .   The 
man on the passenger side of the truck, a frai l  
and haggard-looking man with long hair and a 
long beard was Keith Coltrane.  His sad and 
sallow eyes saw that the street was empty except 
for three elderly joggers dressed in matching 
warm-up suits,  talking solemnly to one another 
as they passed the truck.  None of them even 
glanced at the old truck, although it was the 
only vehicle visible on the street.   As they jogged 
by, Keith noticed how white their jogging shoes 
were, r ight down to the shoelaces.  Even the 
soles of their shoes were clean.  He thought to 
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himself ,  “What a strange thing for me to notice 
at a t ime l ike this.”  The joggers were not 
smil ing, even though it was a beauti ful spring 
day, with the sun shining and the birds singing.  
Loss of humor – Keith Coltrane considered that 
the greatest of  al l  things lost during this 
dreadful t ime. 
 Keith’s eyes scanned north and south as 
far as he could see.  Across from the hardware 
store was a small  park, completely enclosed by a 
low concrete wall .   Another e lderly couple was 
walking on a cinder path that spanned the 
circumference of the park.  He thought perhaps 
they were talking to one another quietly,  but i f  
they were, they were trying to keep their words 
from being heard by anyone else.  Strange.  
There was no one else in the park.  Perhaps they 
were afraid the birds might hear them. 
 He found himself  wondering i f  their shoes 
were clean and shiny, too.   Even though his 
heart was threatening to beat r ight out of his 
chest,  he caught himself  smil ing.  The female 
passenger, Keith’s wife Betty, noticed the brief  
smile and for a spl it  second, a look of 
bewilderment replaced the look of abject grief  
she had carried for the past two weeks. 
 Betty Coltrane’s clothes were old and worn 
but spotlessly clean.  Through the signs of  
obvious wear on her face,  the beauty of  the 
woman within was easi ly visible.  Keith loved her 
more at this moment than ever before.  Instantly,  
the love was replaced by dread – the dread of her 
sorrow should they never again be together in 
l i fe .  
 The vehicle ’s driver,  a man of sl ightly 
larger stature than the passenger, was Keith’s 
and Betty ’s best fr iend, George Everman.  George 
was almost as hard-looking as Keith, the only 
real di f ference being that George had cut his 
hair and beard before making this tr ip. 
 Staring straight ahead, his face 
expressionless, George said, “You know, we don’t  
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have to do this.   We’ve survived this long and 
who’s to say how long we can keep right on 
surviving?  We can turn this truck around and 
be back in Carter County in less than an hour.   
Look at these people walking around in a fr iggin’  
daze.  They either don’t know what’s being done 
to them or they don’t give a shit .   Either way, 
what ’s  i t  to us – real ly?” 
 There was no reply from his two fr iends.  
George had not expected one. 
 Keith closed his eyes in an attempt to quell 
the deafening sound of his heart pounding in his 
ears.  Everything in him wanted desperately to 
agree with his fr iend and simply get out of this 
town and back in the country where he belonged.  
But they’d been al l  through this t ime and again 
since they had decided that this course of action 
was the only one they could l ive -  or die -  with.
 After a few moments, Keith said, more to 
the windshield to anyone in particular, “No, this 
deal is done.  Let ’s  get i t  over with.”  He thought 
he heard a quiet moan from his wife,  but wasn’t  
certain.  “Every minute you guys stay here puts 
you in graver danger.  We sure can’t  have you 
running into any problems between here and 
home.  So beat i t ,  you hear?” 
 George nodded his head ever so sl ightly as 
he opened the truck door and jumped out.  He 
was tal l  and thin and knew he probably looked 
l ike hel l  warmed over; he hoped he didn’t  stand 
out too much.  He made another quick scan of 
the area to make certain there weren’t any nosey 
cops around and then motioned for Betty to get 
out of the truck.  She sl id under the steering 
wheel and jumped l ightly and gracefully onto the 
pavement.   
 They walked to the back of the truck and 
l i f ted out a large wheelchair.   Keith watched 
through the rear-view mirror as his wife and best 
fr iend wheeled the chair around to the passenger 
side of the truck.  One last t ime, he fought down 
the urge to give up on this idea and run back to 
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Carter County.  But instead, he opened the car 
door and swung his legs around in the seat.   
 Unlike his fr iend, Keith had decided to 
keep his hair and beard.  For him, it  mattered 
not whether he was noticed now or later in the 
store.  Being noticed was al l  part of  the plan.  
For a second, he smiled again as he thought 
about what the joggers would think when he 
wheeled his chair down the sidewalk.  Living as a 
forest dweller for a long, long t ime takes a tol l  
on a person.  He had lost a lot of weight and his 
hair and beard were both prematurely gray. 
 George and Betty helped Keith into the 
chair and as soon as he was seated, he spun the 
chair around so that his back was to them.  He 
would try for a quick getaway and no tears.    
 “ I  love you both.”  With that, he started 
moving down the sidewalk.  His wife grabbed the 
handles and turned him back around, a l i tt le 
gingerly,  he thought.  They looked at one another 
for several seconds without saying a word.  Tears 
were f lowing freely down each of their cheeks 
and were pooling together on the concrete 
sidewalk.  He knew a goodbye l ike this was bad 
for each of them and, after a few moments, he 
waved them off .  
 “Guys, get outta here.  Your safe return is 
the most important thing here.  Go on.”   
 Betty and George laid their hands on 
Keith’s shoulders, placed quick kisses on the top 
of his head, then got back into the truck and 
drove away.  Keith wheeled his chair around 
quickly and headed down the sidewalk towards 
Baker’s Hardware Store.  He could not bear to 
see them leave.  He stared straight ahead and 
didn’t take a breath unti l  the sound of the 
truck’s motor was no longer audible. 
 He looked at the old wind-up Timex on his 
wrist.   I t  was 8:00 a.m.  The weather was 
splendid.  The sun was already making its way 
across the sky and its heat on his face fe lt  
wonderful.   The birds were singing and he was 
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already missing his wife,  his fr iends, and Carter 
County.  The grass and the trees in the park 
across the street were green and lush.  He could 
actually smell  the freshly mowed grass from 
where he sat.   
 He looked down the sidewalk toward the 
entrance of the store.  The windows were 
decorated with colorful s igns touting sale items 
and Items of the Week.  He had not been inside a 
store for a long, long t ime and it  was funny, but 
he hadn’t  missed stores al l  that much.  He had 
learned that sel f-suff iciency was dif f icult but not 
impossible.  You could learn to l ive without 
almost anything.  “Except freedom,” he thought 
to himself .   Sure,  there were things that they 
had needed over the years, sometimes in the 
worst way, that could only be bought in places 
l ike Baker’s.   Today, i f  al l  went well ,  he would 
buy something in Baker’s Hardware Store that 
the whole world could use. 
 He watched as a maroon Mercedes Benz E-
class pulled into Baker’s parking lot.   An elderly 
man got out of the Benz and started slowly 
walking towards Baker’s.   As the Benz owner 
started his approach toward Baker’s,  Keith 
started his own approach, as well .   The 
wheelchair rode smoothly and quietly on the 
sidewalk.  In fact,  he noticed that the sidewalk 
was not only smooth – it  was also clean, with no 
cracks and a gleaming white appearance.  He 
looked up and down Main Street.   I t  looked 
total ly dif ferent now than the way he 
remembered it  back when he used to shop in this 
town from time to t ime. 
 That was back before … before the entire  
world had been so drastical ly changed in the 
interest of  progress and eff ic iency. 
 Baker’s and al l  the other storefronts were 
immaculate.  Nowhere was there an abandoned 
or closed building.   There was no trash to be 
seen.  There were no homeless people cuddled 
into cubbyholes between buildings or within 
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doorways.  Everything looked alarmingly steri le.   
 He t imed his travel so that he got to the 
store entrance at exactly the same time as the 
man from the Mercedes.  He had intended to 
enter the store immediately behind this fe l low, 
but changed his mind at the last second and 
spun the chair around ninety degrees so the 
back of the chair was against the wall  o f the 
hardware store.  Second thoughts?  Maybe, but 
then again, what would be the point of that?  His 
r ide home was gone and he was al l  alone.  Too 
late for second thoughts now.   
 He looked up and down the street,  pulled a 
small  cloth bag out of  his jacket pocket,  and 
started rol l ing a cigarette.   The town was slowly 
coming al ive and a few more people were starting 
to mil l  about.  He was gett ing his share of 
attention, and no wonder.  Besides rol l ing a 
cigarette -  which he f igured no one did anymore -  
he had lost nearly 100 pounds since his last tr ip 
into town.  He was balding badly on top but his 
hair was shoulder-length on the sides and back.  
But he was clean and his clothes were clean.  
Betty had insisted on that. 
 Most of the handful of people who were out 
and about glanced his way but seemed afraid to 
approach him or talk to him.  He noticed the 
expressions on their faces.  Not a single person 
looked happy.  The expressions on people ’s faces 
ranged from distraction to desperation to 
helplessness.  I t  seemed that everyone’s mouths 
were t ightly shut and he could imagine that 
behind their t ightly closed l ips, their teeth were 
probably clenched.  Each set of  eyes seemed to 
be asking the same question, “How did we ever 
get in such a condit ion?”   
 He was sure his face probably looked 
helpless as well  because he damned sure fe l t  
helpless when it  came to f iguring out how human 
beings could have been so col lectively stupid.  
Why couldn’t people understand what they were 
doing to themselves by refusing to see what was 
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real ly behind the BEISTE  organization?  They 
had refused to see the truth unti l  i t  was much 
too late.  Now they seemed to know that they 
were being systematical ly screwed but were 
helpless to do anything about it .   Unfortunately,  
“they” now included Keith Coltrane, as well .   But 
where he came from, you weren’t  real ly helpless 
unless you were planted six feet under.  He 
currently resided on the surface of this Earth 
and, as long as he did, he was wil l ing and ready 
to f ight.  He was certain he looked 
ridiculously small  in the oversized, motorized 
wheelchair,  but that couldn’t  be helped.  The 
wheelchair ’s size was a gamble they had been 
forced to take in order to accommodate the 
chair ’s  oversized battery compartment.    
 He and his fr iends had charged the chair ’s  
batteries for two days with an old solar battery 
charger they had managed to hold onto.  The 
charger was seriously undersized for the task 
but it  was al l  they had.  Over the past few years, 
they had actually gotten pretty good at getting 
by.  Getting electricity any way other than from 
the sun without possessing the BEISTE  chip was 
impossible.  You must possess the chip in order 
to set up an account of any kind.  Even i f  you 
were able to f inagle an account,  you wouldn’t be 
able to pay the bi l l .   And not paying a bi l l  was 
the kiss of death in the modern world of today.  
 Hopefully,  the batteries were suff iciently 
charged to get through what he f igured to be a 
long day.  He reminded himself  that he ’d have to 
be as saving with the electricity as possible.  He 
would need a pretty good spark to carry out his 
plan i f  things went as wrong as he expected them 
to. 
 As he f inished his cigarette, he al lowed his 
mind to dri f t  back to last night.   His two 
companions and he had spent the night in their 
old truck.  As it  turned out, the night had been 
more memorable than they had antic ipated.
 To be honest,  i t  was nothing short of  a 
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miracle that their old Ford truck ever got them 
here in the f irst place.  I t  had not been driven or 
even started for a long, long t ime.  They had 
tr ied to charge the truck’s battery with the solar 
charger but that hadn’t worked; the battery was 
just too far-gone.  So they had been forced to get 
another battery through the only means 
available to them – they stole one.  Even with the 
stolen battery, they would never have gotten the 
thing running without George.  George could f ix 
anything. 
 He found it  strange that he could consider 
himself  lucky at a t ime l ike this, but he 
supposed he had been.  At least he and his 
fr iends had seen this thing coming and had had 
a l i t t le t ime to prepare.  Most people had had no 
time to prepare.  Keeping the truck hidden 
turned out to be a stroke of genius. 
 He had bought the truck at an auction just 
before “The Day” as he cal led it  and had not even 
bothered to get i t  t i t led in his name.  Instead, 
whenever he or George had needed to drive the 
old truck out on the main road, they’d used the 
l icense plates off  his wife ’s car.   That was a l i tt le 
risky, but back then – before Winfield had played 
his latest and greatest tr ick on humanity – you 
could get away with a few small  infractions.  
Mostly, al l  they had needed the truck for was to 
haul stuff  to their cabin in the woods of Carter 
County. 
 When it  became obvious that they would 
soon have no further need for an automobile, 
they asked a neighbor i f  he ’d let them store the 
truck in an old unused ramshackle barn that sat 
on a far corner of  his farm.  Fortunately, the 
neighbor had no objections.  One morning almost 
f ive years ago, he pulled the truck into his 
neighbor’s barn, covered it  with a heavy tarp, 
some old t ires and wheels and whatever e lse he 
could get his hands on easi ly, and there it  had 
remained unti l  last night.   His ef forts at 
disguising what was under the tarp must have 
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paid off  because it  had avoided the notice of 
roving patrols that were specif ical ly trained to 
notice such things.  
 Just before dark yesterday evening, George 
siphoned the gasoline from the tank of  a 
Hummer left  unattended by one of the forest 
patrols that hung out more and more frequently 
in their neck of the woods.  He le ft  just enough 
gas in the Hummer to get the patrol a mile or 
two.  Hopeful ly, the occupants of the mini-tank 
would then have to walk a few miles to get more 
gas or at least be forced to make the 
embarrassing cal l  to their of f ice for help.  I f  they 
le ft  the vehicle unattended for any period of 
t ime, other members of their group would be able 
to strip i t  of something valuable.  Litt le  things 
made a world of di f ference to the holdouts of  
Carter County, Kentucky. 
 They carried water in buckets from the 
creek and washed the dust off  the pickup before 
they le ft .   The tags on the truck last belonged on 
his wife ’s Pontiac Bonnevil le  and were, of  course, 
long expired.  They were depending upon a l i tt le  
luck to get them some place where they could 
steal a new l icense plate.  Now they wished they 
had thought to steal the plates off  the car when 
they’d taken its battery.  There was just too 
much on their minds.   
 They got the truck washed and running 
just before midnight.   They drove out of the barn 
and across a logging road toward Route 986, 
commonly referred to as Airport Road by the 
natives.  None of them had seen the fe l low who 
owned the barn since the day Keith had parked 
the truck there, so they didn’t know whether he 
had succumbed to BEISTE  or had somehow 
managed to hold out.  Probabil i t ies favored the 
former over the latter and therefore, they 
considered it  in their best interest to get gone 
with as l i tt le notice and delay as possible.   
 They hit Route 986 about 3 minutes later 
and a few minutes after that,  were heading down 
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Route 7 for Grayson.  The night was pitch black 
with no moon whatsoever.  Hopefully,  the 
darkness would give them the edge they needed.  
 Their luck held out as they made it  to 
Grayson without seeing more than half  a dozen 
cars total  and no cops or Ranger patrols.  They 
pulled the truck into the parking lot of  a 24-hour 
Wal-Mart right outside of town and turned of f  
the headlights.  George got a screwdriver out of  
the glove compartment, did a quick visual scan 
of the parking lot,  stepped out of the truck, and 
walked in a crouching posit ion to an old rusty 
Toyota Celica sitt ing directly in front of where 
they had parked.  George began loosing the 
screws that held the l icense plate to the Toyota.   
He and Betty were giving al l  their attention to 
what George was doing and that turned out to be 
a bad thing! 
 About the t ime that George removed the 
second screw, someone slapped the side of their 
truck.  Betty grabbed Keith with both hands and 
that was probably the only reason he hadn’t  hit  
the roof of the truck.  Before he even turned 
around to see what catastrophe was await ing 
them, his right hand found the Smith and 
Wesson .357 pistol  in his pocket.   “Don’t move,”  
he told Betty,  “don’t  even turn around.”  
 Ever so slowly, he turned his head around 
and had his worst fears confirmed.  A Wally 
World security guard, a white-headed man who 
looked to be at least 75 years old, was standing 
behind the truck, staring at the l icense plate.   
Obviously, he was not used to seeing expired 
tags, especial ly not tags that had been expired 
for as long as these had.  The guard looked up 
and saw the passengers in the truck looking at  
him.  He started walking toward the passenger 
side door.  Keith struggled to convince himself  
that this old man’s l i fe  was not nearly as 
important as their mission.  He pulled the 
hammer back on the revolver and held his 
breath. 
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 As the security guard’s hand touched the 
door handle, Keith pulled the .357 up and 
pointed it  directly at the guard’s face.  The old 
man’s eyes f lew wide-open when he saw the gun, 
but had enough wits about him to reach for his 
own pistol .   Just as the guard’s hand found his 
holster,  George sl id out from behind two parked 
cars.  Time seemed to stand sti l l  as George 
grabbed the guard around the neck from behind 
and bent him backwards, snapping his neck.  
The guard gasped and went l imp.  George 
dragged the man behind the truck.  He pulled a 
large tarp off  Keith’s wheelchair and wrapped the 
guard completely in the tarp.  He jumped onto 
the bed of the truck and half  l i f ted and half  
dragged the dead guard into the truck.  Keith 
and Betty stared straight into space and said 
nothing. After making certain that no body 
parts were le ft  exposed, George jumped off  the 
truck, ran back to the Toyota,  and f inished the 
l icense plate job.  Within seconds, the Toyota ’s 
plates were on the pickup, George was back in 
the driver ’s seat, and they were on Interstate 64 
East,  heading toward Barboursvi l le,  West 
Virginia. 
 Just before they reached Ashland, 
Kentucky, George made a quick exit off  the 
Interstate, pulled to the side of the access road, 
shut off  the truck’s engine, and ki l led the 
headlights.  Not one person in the truck had said 
a word since leaving Grayson, and they weren’t  
about to start talking now.  
 George got out of the truck, went around 
to the back, lowered the tai lgate, and dragged 
the dead guard of f  the truck.  The passengers 
watched as he used bungee cords to hold the 
tarp together.  George then dragged the body to 
the edge of the road and rol led it  down into a 
small  ravine, out of sight of traff ic  in either 
direction. George walked to the front of the 
truck.  He told Betty to turn on the headlights 
and then come out and make certain he had 
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none of the dead guard’s blood on his clothes.  
After Betty pronounced him clean, they got back 
into the truck and reentered the highway. 
 The tension inside that old Ford was so 
heavy you could almost see it .   After a few miles 
had cl icked by, George turned to his passengers 
and said, “Look, shit happens.  We al l  knew this 
was not going to be no cakewalk and that people 
might well  get hurt.   Innocent people get hurt al l  
the t ime when evi l  people pull  the strings.  The 
important thing is that we break the strings.  
Let ’s go break the strings and leave this ugly 
mess behind us.” 
 Keith wanted to smile at his fr iend and tel l  
him everything was okay, but the words simply 
would not come.  Betty said it  for both of them 
as she reached over and put her arms around 
George and kissed him on the cheek. 
 Each of the group was simultaneously 
happy and sad when they saw the road sign 
proclaiming that they were entering the city 
l imits of  Barboursvi l le .   They pulled the truck 
into the parking lot of yet another of the “open 
al l  the t ime” stores that l i teral ly speckled 
America’s landscape.  I t  was about 2 a.m. and 
they tr ied to sleep, but it  didn’t take long to see 
that wasn’t going to happen.  They tried to talk 
of pleasant things in hopes of f inally gett ing 
sleepy.  But sti l l ,  no sleep would come.  Only 
pain.  And then tears.  They were sti l l  wide-
awake when it  was t ime to make the two-block 
tr ip to Baker’s.  
 “And now I ’m here,” Keith thought to 
himself ,  “and hopefully,  George and Betty are 
safely on 64-West.”  He crushed out his cigarette 
and nudged the wheelchair to the front of the 
hardware store.   
 He looked through the plate glass window 
and saw that the only customer in the store was 
the elderly man that he had original ly intended 
to fol low inside the store.  The only other people 
visible were a pretty young girl  behind a 
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computer and a stock clerk with a dust mop 
cleaning an already clean f loor.  Neither of them 
could be more than 15 years old.  That was not 
surprising since, according to the newspaper 
George had pi l fered out of a garbage can at Wally 
World last night,  the national unemployment 
rate had just dropped under 2% for the f irst t ime 
in the history of  the world.    
 He had to hand it  to BEISTE  –  they had 
kept their  promise on the employment situation.  
Actually, the promise had come from President 
Winfie ld during his inaugural campaign many 
years earl ier.   The traditional lower paying jobs 
everywhere were being f i l led by the younger 
workers and three years ago, Winfie ld had 
caused the legal employment age to be dropped 
to 15 in order to meet the increasing demand for 
workers.  More workers meant more products 
and more revenue for Winfie ld and his Inner 
Circle. 
 The shelves were ful ly stocked and 
immaculately clean.  As he gazed through the 
window at the high tech goods, he realized that 
there were no cash registers in the store and it  
reminded him of what his dad had had to say 
about why that would eventually come about in 
stores l ike this one.  That seemed l ike a mil l ion 
years ago. 
 He closed his eyes and his thoughts 
returned to his father’s  words of wisdom.  
Although it seemed l ike an eternity ago, he could 
remember his father saying, “Son, I ’ve been 
readin’  the Bible al l  my l i fe .   Some things I  think 
I  understand a l i t t le  bit ,  but sometimes, i t  seems 
l ike God is hidin’  the truth from me.  Then, 
somethin’  wil l  happen that makes things look a 
l i tt le  clearer to me.  Sometimes, it  seems that 
l i t t le  things can help us understand bigger 
things.  Like last week, a pack of chewin’  gum 
helped me understand somethin’  about the Mark 
of the Beast.”  
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 His father continued, “When I  was in town 
last week, I  noticed somethin’  strange on a pack 
of gum that was on a shelf  in Mrs. Adkin's 
grocery store.  The package had a bunch of 
strange marks on it  that I ’d never seen before.  I  
started wonderin’  what the markin’s were al l  
about, so I  asked Mrs. Adkins about it .   She said 
the markin’s were cal led bar codes.  She'd been 
to a convention of some sort or other in 
Pittsburgh and had seen someone run a machine 
over those markin’s.  Just l ike magic, the 
machine told the people al l  kinds of things, l ike 
what the package had in it  and even what the 
price was.  And them marks could even track 
where the package was.  She said she didn't  
real ly understand al l  the things they were sayin’  
but lots of people seemed pretty excited about i t .   
Some even thought that, someday, these things 
might even replace cash registers.”  Keith could 
sti l l  see the thoughtful but troubled expression 
on his father’s face. 
 "Well ,  I  started thinkin’  pretty hard about 
the trackin’  part and for some reason, i t  made 
me think of somethin’  from Revelation  about the 
Mark of the Beast.  The Bible talks about how 
everyone wil l  have to take the Mark to buy and 
sel l  things.  I  suddenly real ized that these 
markin’s could be the beginnin’  of  the Time of 
the Beast and that we may al l  be tracked 
someday, somehow, by these same blasted 
machines." 
 The vision of his father was interrupted by 
another car pull ing into the parking lot of  
Baker’s.   A man got out of the car and 
approached the door of the hardware store.  He 
knew it  was t ime.  Any further hesitation could 
cause too much curiosity from passers-by or 
pol icemen.  The fe l low glanced brief ly at the 
wheelchair and its strange-looking occupant but 
quickly turned his eyes away and continued 
toward the store.  As he entered the store, Keith 
wheeled right in behind him as closely as he 
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could get without running over the fe l low’s heels.   
Keith noticed that a bel l  t inkled when he entered 
the grocery's turnsti le  but had made no sound 
for the man preceding him.   
 He stopped for a brief  second to run his 
f ingers through his thinning hair in a vain effort 
to quieten the roaring sound in his head.  He 
could feel the sweat begin to form on his upper 
l ip.  He quickly wiped away the sweat,  
determined that he would never let the bastards 
see him sweat. 
 The infrared sensors in the doorway of  the 
store knew immediately that there was no 
enabling chip in Keith’s forehead and therefore 
he was not authorized to buy or sel l  goods.  
 The young girl  entered a special security 
sequence into her computer and within seconds, 
the doors locked behind him.  Keith's image was 
transmitted via satel l i te  to the central  
headquarters of the organization formed to Bring 
Everyone's Individual Strengths Together 
Elec tronical ly ,  or BEISTE ,  in Washington, DC.
 She smiled with pleasure when she 
real ized that she, a mere clerk with only six 
months experience, was going to help BEISTE  r id 
the world of another dirty, thieving dissident.   
Once al l  the dissidents had been captured, 
BEISTE  promised that every cit izen would share 
equally in the benefits of no longer having to 
guard against such outcasts as this lowly 
creature sitt ing in front of her now.  Al l  cit izens 
could then l ive in a utopia, watched over and 
protected by BEISTE .  
 Bright orange letters glared across her 
computer screen "DETAIN THE TARGET(S)  UNTIL 
THE PROPER AUTHORIT IES ARRIVE!"  
 "Excuse me, sir,  but could you please come 
over here for a moment?"  Keith fought down the 
urge to turn his chair around and head for the 
front door.  He knew he would f ind i t  locked i f  he 
did.  Anyway, he had played out this scenario in 
his mind for two weeks and he knew that he had 
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no real choice now but to go through with the 
plan he and his fr iends had worked up.  He had 
somehow known al l  his l i fe  that his destiny was 
to come face to face with the power behind the 
BEISTE Corporation. 
 Keith wheeled himself  over to the young 
lady’s desk.  In her best customer-service voice, 
the clerk said, “Please wait r ight here while I  go 
ask the manager to come out and speak with 
you.”  The gir l  was posit ively giddy as she got up 
and briskly walked toward the manager’s off ice.   
Keith actually expected her to start skipping at 
any moment.  Of al l  the treacherous and 
inhumane acts BEISTE  had perpetrated on the 
unsuspecting human population, Keith 
considered BEISTE’s  e f forts to “recruit”  young 
people into their fold as their most sinister.   
Young people had adopted the BEISTE  philosophy 
in a big way.  “Winfield probably got that idea 
from Hitler,”  Keith thought to himself .  
 In the manager ’s of f ice, the young 
receptionist was using both hands to te l l  her 
story.  Under di f ferent circumstances, i t  would 
have been comical.   The manager looked nervous 
but excited as he quickly dialed a number on his 
off ice te lephone. 
 As Keith watched the scene unfold, his 
thoughts began to dri f t  back in t ime and rel ive 
the events leading up to this fateful day. 
 

Epilogue 
 
"This  year  w i l l  go  down in  h i s tory .  For  the  f i r s t  t ime ,  a  
c iv i l i z ed  na t ion  has  fu l l  gun reg i s t ra t ion !  Our  s t ree t s  w i l l  
be  sa f e r ,  our  pol i ce  more  e f f i c i ent ,  and  the  wor ld  w i l l  
fo l low our  l ead  in to  the  fu ture . "   

Adolph  Hit ler ,  1935 
 
H i t ler was right on his second point;  the 
German police was definite ly more effective.  And 
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i f  Hit ler had been smart enough to l isten to his 
subordinates, this book may well  have been 
written in German.  Fortunately, the world came 
to its senses in t ime and decided that it  was not  
al l  r ight that Germany was invading its  
neighbors and ki l l ing their c it izens. 

We shifted from a “wait-and-see” att itude 
about Hit ler to a proactive strategy just in the 
nick of t ime.  We almost waited too long.  Today,  
my greatest fear is that al l  human beings,  
especial ly those in the most highly developed 
nations, wil l  continue to substitute polit ical  
correctness for good sense and wait too long to 
take action. 

We cannot al low our guns to be taken from 
us.  Walter Mondale once said, ‘Gun Bans don't  
disarm criminals, gun bans ATTRACT them.’   He 
could not have been more correct.   Few serious 
criminals use registered f irearms during their  
crimes, so what would change i f  the government 
outlawed guns?  Nothing, except the criminals 
could rest easier when they break into your 
house, knowing you are not al lowed to have a 
gun to protect yourself .  

Want to test your resolve about not having 
guns in the house?  Picture yourself  and your 
two children being held hostage by a drug-crazed 
hoodlum (who wil l  always have guns, by the 
way).   The perp shoots one of your chi ldren in 
the head and points the gun at the other child.  
How would you feel  about gun ownership then?  
Can’t  actually picture yourself  in such a gloomy 
situation?  Ask someone who’s been there.  There 
are thousands and thousands of vict ims who 
would have loved to have been given at least a 
f ighting chance. And there wil l  be more, 
especial ly i f  we al low our right to bear arms to 
be taken away. 

Everyone I  knew as a child had a gun, even 
the children.  The dif ference was that the 
children were trained about guns at an early age 
and knew they’d get a butt-whippin’  i f  they 
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touched a gun without permission.  We never 
heard of a kid gett ing ki l led because they were 
playing with guns.  And, as chi ldren, we 
certainly didn’t  ki l l  each other, except with 
pretend guns made of wood and, even then, only 
for reasonable cause. 

Don’t make it  easy for them.  Don’t let  
anyone take away your right to own and possess 
f irearms. 

Neither can we al low hard currency to 
disappear.  Cash money means freedom.  I  can 
buy whatever I  want from whomever I  want and 
no one need be the wiser.  Don’t fal l  for the 
widespread opinion that ‘ i f  you are not doing 
anything wrong, you have nothing to worry 
about. ’   Ask the descendents of approximately 
six mil l ion European Jews about the accuracy of 
that statement. 

With al l  forms of sel f-government, there is  
an inherent requirement for sel f-discipl ine.  The 
small  percentage (and yes, i t  is a small  
percentage)  of our population who indulge in the 
cash-only world of drugs and other crimes or 
engage in terrorism wil l  ult imately make it  easy 
for the government to do away with cash.  I t ’s  
logical .   I t ’s  e f f ic ient.  I t ’s  also the beginning of  
the end of  freedom as we know it .  

Resist.   Slow the process whenever and 
wherever the opportunity avails i tsel f .   We owe 
that to one other.  Perhaps a cashless society is  
imminent, but it  doesn’t  have to happen today, 
tomorrow, or even next year. 

Research.  Study products such as the 
VeriChip and Mondex.  Being ignorant of the 
facts is unconscionable.  We depend on one 
another, whether we l ike it  or not.  

Look beyond the surface of this issue.  
Don’t be fooled by the obvious benefits of having 
an electronic chip imbedded within your f lesh or 
anything else that al lows you to be tracked 
electronical ly.   Just as with gun control and 
electronic currency, the benefits of  imbedded 
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chips are obvious.  The costs are not at al l  
obvious. 

Think.  I t  is  not too late for humans to 
step back and reassess our current situation 
relative to e lectronics and our escalating 
dependency upon them.  Few would argue that 
we have developed such a dependency upon 
electronics.  Why, then, i t  is so hard for us to 
admit the ease with which some determined 
person could control the electronic networks that 
are rapidly gaining control of  each and every one 
of our l ives. 

Benjamin Franklin once stated, "A nat ion  o f  
wel l - in formed men ,  who  have  been  taught  to  know and pr ize  
the  r ight s  that  God has  g iven  them cannot  be  ens laved .  It  
i s  in  the  reg ion  o f  ignorance  that  ty ranny  beg ins ! "  

And from Adolph Hitler, “How for tunate  for  
ruler s  that  men do  not  th ink .”  
 


