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“I have often thought that if a rational Fascist
dictatorship were to exist, then it would choose
the American system.”

Noam Chomsky

For My Brother, Randy

Chapter 1

He was born in a small Midwestern town, a place
many would refer to as a ‘hole in the wall’. On a
windy day, one could stand outside and watch the
fields roll with the golden color of wheat. Towns like
this made their living on only one industry — wheat
and served as the breadbasket of the country. This
was a place where everyone helped their neighbor,
went to church, and acted according to the teachings
of Christ. And they all voted democratic out of



principle. Frank was not much different, named after
the man his parents believed to be one of the greatest
presidents in history—Franklin Delano Roosevelt.
They deified him for the work he had done as the
architect of the social security system. Although it
was known that he invented it to get the country
through the Great Depression, it stood as a continued
lifeline for decades to come. One man had saved
countless millions from financial ruin.

To say the town was ‘tight-knit’ would be an
understatement. Everyone knew everyone else, and
when one's child got into trouble, the entire town
took responsibility. Every adult was, in essence, the
parent of every child, and when the streetlights
began to flicker on, every child knew it was time to
go home lest they incur the wrath of whatever adult
happened to be present. The townspeople saw the
safety of their children as its top priority. After all,
one generation cannot have a future without the next.
But it was Frank who was seen as the town’s shining
star, excelling not only in sport but academics. His
intellect sparkled at an early age, yet with no single
focus. However, the subjects he gravitated to were
American history and civics. After he had finished
his homework, he was allowed to watch television.
But rather than be consumed by family programs and
cartoons, young Frank chose to watch
documentaries. Both his parents and neighbors
believed that such content would poison his mind,
but Frank thrived on it. As he sat in front of the
television, he absorbed every minute listening to the
words of JFK, and watching the Apollo moon
missions. But he was exposed to horrors of war as



well, the slaughtering of innocent men, women and
children somewhere in a distant Asian land. As much
as he was affected by the tragedies of history, he was
also impacted but what was then referred to as
‘human interest stories’. These reflected the pleasant
things of life and many times illustrated the good
that people can do. From this point on, he swore to
himself that if was ever within his power he would
do whatever it took to make the world a better place.

Chapter 2

Not only did Frank read the books required by the
school, but he almost constantly found himself in the
town’s library. Naturally, he was drawn to the
history section. But it was in the library that he
discovered another area of study—politics. He was
overcome by it, eating it up as though it were candy.
Frank couldn’t get enough of it. Eventually, he
dropped out of school sports to have more time to
read. But half-way through high school, a sudden
roadblock stood up against him. Noticing his
obvious intelligence, some of his fellow students had
become jealous and waited for the proper time to
take their insecurities out on him. That day had soon
arrived while Frank was reading a copy of the
Communist Manifesto. Given the change in the
country’s political climate, he chose to conceal the
book by wrapping the cover with paper from a lunch
bag. No one would know what he was reading unless
they looked over his shoulder. He found its content
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interesting, and with the idea of evenly distributed
wealth, he wondered why so many were so
vehemently against the ideas behind this economic
system. He concluded that it would work wonders
for people, but only where it was allowed to thrive.
But it was not the book people noticed—it was him.
One day he sat on the edge of the football field
reading the work of Carl Marx when a rugby match
began. He had played the sport some time ago before
abandoning sports for more intellectual pursuits. But
today he would be pulled back in as someone on the
field caught the ball; they ran away from the action
and straight toward Frank. The teacher repeatedly
blew his whistle, calling the student to return. But
ignoring this request, the student dropped the ball,
and catching Frank by surprise, grabbed him around
the waist and, lifting him high into the air, slammed
him to the ground. The last thing to strike the grass-
covered field was the back of his head. Frank was
out cold and later would only recall feeling fuzzy all
over and being to hear but not respond.

An ambulance was called as the coach cursed out the
young student who took it upon himself to air his
personal dirty laundry on Frank’s head. An arrest
was made and his parents signed the complaint form
while watching the teen being escorting into a police
car. Later, they would bring legal action against the
school board seeing the necessity to have the funds
needed to pay for their son’s medical expenses. The
town rallied around Frank and his family with the
shared understanding that the assault was completely
unnecessary. There were even whispers that if Frank
died the family of the teen who caused his injury



might be run out of town. But one voice prevailed
over the chaos of heightened emotions and
resentment. The local minister had heard about the
event that put Frank in the hospital and the next
Sunday stood in front of the town with a message.
Although he did not define it as such he based his
sermon on an idea from Buddhism.

“There is certainly more to be learned from
observing anger than being angry,” he began. “The
anger of others teaches us the consequences of
allowing it to consume us—to destroy our souls.”
Reverend Elias was not simply a learned woman but
preached from the humility of Christ as written in the
Gospels. Humility was, in essence, the rule of law
that guided her life, and every Sunday, she would
carefully impose it on her parishioners. She was one
of the few people in the town that acted as its
guiding force, the beacon of light pointing the town
towards a pure life with God and Christ.
“Remember,” she continued. “As Jesus spoke, you
may hate the sin, but you must love the sinner.”

But people are human and exist far from godliness,
making them prone to all manner of human
emotions. The reverend had her work cut out for her.
But Frank’s situation would soon get worse, and the
townspeople would feel nearly as distraught as his
parents.

Chapter 3
Frank arrived in the emergency room unconscious,

and with two 1Vs already placed by the paramedics,
the trauma team rushed him to MRI. The results



were not encouraging, and the doctor concluded that
his brain was bleeding into his skull. The more time
passed, the more brain tissue would be compressed
and likely destroyed. Frank needed immediate
surgery and was placed in the hands of the state’s
most skilled neurosurgeon, who, as it happened, was
vacationing in a nearby cabin.

As Frank’s parents waited painfully in the lobby, the
procedure got underway as the surgeon cut away his
scalp, exposing the skull beneath. Once this had been
pinned back, the surgeon drilled a single burr hole.
Upon briefly examining it, the surgeon noticed the
absence of blood, indicating the presence of a large
clot. Thankfully, the bleeding seemed to have
stopped, but the clot had to be removed. The
protective tip of a skull saw was carefully placed into
the burr hole, and with the squeeze of a trigger, a
four-inch section of skull was removed. Now, the
surgeon was easily able to visualize the large clot
that lay on the surface of his brain. Confident that
adhesions had not yet developed, the surgeon simply
peeled the clot away and dropped it into a steel basin
for study for pathology. The surgery was over, but a
complication had quickly developed. The impact to
Frank’s skull had been so significant that his brain
began to swell.

“Shit,” the surgeon exclaimed.

What should have been a routine procedure had now
become life-threatening. In such a crisis, a
craniotomy is performed as a section of the skull is
temporarily removed to allow the brain to swell
while steroids are given to reduce inflammation.
Most people with a similar injury tend to recover



fully, but Frank had taken a turn for the worse, and
after his surgery was complete, he was kept in a
medically induced coma. His parents were at his side
around the clock, while the town gave their support
through prayer. Two weeks later, Frank was rolled
into surgery again for the replacing of the piece of
skull that had earlier been removed. The surgeon put
it back together using plates and screws. The bones
would eventually grow back together, covering the
hardware as well. But as he regained consciousness,
his parents began to see something different about
him—something that could not be clearly defined.
He had become unusually quiet, being highly
perceptive of his surroundings yet not interacting. He
had also become emotionally flat, never smiling,
never laughing, nor angry. Perhaps it was the effect
of the barrage of drugs used during the course of his
treatment and that it would fade as he continued to
recover. The doctor suggested that Frank may have
undergone a personality change due to the severity
of his head injury. His mother, Elaine, expressed her
concerns.

“Could this be permanent?” she asked. “He’s always
been so outgoing and friendly.”

The doctor listened intently, knowing from
experience that any change in the brain's wiring from
an injury of this magnitude is generally permanent.
“Well,” he replied. “I have seen this before, but
Frank’s young, and with young patients the brain is
somewhat more plastic and tends to recover easier
than in older people. I suppose the best answer | can
give you is to give it time.”

The doctor also suggested that should this change
fail to reverse itself over the next few months, he



could recommend a psychiatrist. It would not be
unheard of for a head injury to cause personality
changes, depression, or even schizophrenia, but that
is the domain of psychotherapy.

Chapter 4

After his discharge from the hospital, Frank spent the
remainder of the semester at home recovering as per
the doctor’s instructions. He realized he would have
to repeat the eleventh grade, yet this did not seem to
bother him. His parents saw this acceptance as a
positive step and tried to provide him with the tools
he would need to re-enter school in a few months. In
time, he again gravitated toward history, but his
interest had changed. Instead of diving back into
American history, Frank chose European history,
specifically, early to mid-twentieth-century history.
Although there was something unsettling about the
fascist domination of Europe and the slaughter of so
many innocent lives, Frank pressed on, hoping to
learn what it might be that drives that degree of
narcissism. But the more he read, the more involved
he became, until one night while at the dinner table
his father asked how he was feeling. It was a
question any concerned parent would ask under the
circumstances.

“Well,” Frank replied. “My head still feels a little
foggy once in a while, but it doesn’t last long. I
usually just lie down when it happens. I think I’1l be
fine once I get back to school.”



This was an acceptable answer and probably normal
given the situation, but they had been noticing the
books Frank had been reading and became curious.
“So, Frank,” his father continued. “Why the interest
in World War I1?”

His father, Clark, had a Master’s Degree in
government and, after twenty years of teaching,
decided to retire. Nevertheless, it was his father who
was the expert in all things government, and seeing
his son take an interest that leaned towards fascism
was concerning. On one hand, he was learning what
kind of person commits such horrible crimes against
humanity. On the other, with Frank’s change in
personality, there was the very real concern that he
might become too involved in reading of such people
and that he might begin to identify with them. His
father also understood that for everyone, it is belief
that defines reality, and he feared that his son’s
beliefs may be altered by the change in his
personality. However, in regard to his father’s
question, Frank’s answer was quickly forthcoming.
“Well,” he began. “I think it’s important that we try
to improve upon ourselves by learning about the
ugly things our species has committed.”

He then quoted George Santayana.

“Those who fail to learn from history are condemned
to repeat it.”

His father saw this as both a glimmer of wisdom and
a positive step in Frank’s recovery. However, his
response was nothing more than a rouse, a
misdirection designed to hide what was really going
on in his mind. He was developing the ability to hide
his thoughts, disguising them within the garb of
progressive thinking. This was a skill that would
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serve him well later in life, and he would spend a
great deal of time honing it to a fine edge.

Chapter 5

With the beginning of senior year came a new
person, as Frank walked the halls with a degree of
confidence he had never known before. Those who
saw—Dboth teachers and fellow students—could
hardly believe it was the same person. But there was
something else, something no one could put a finger
on. It was something subtle yet elusive. Frank
continued to excel in all his classes, and as before, he
was especially proficient in history. But his teachers
noticed a change. His interest had gone from
American history to World War I1. When they
inquired to him about this, he gave them the same
answer he had given his father. And they believed
him. The student who had assaulted him the previous
year had graduated and largely disappeared into the
lower-class working world. Yet those students who
had harassed him during that year were still present,
and seeing what could only be called a suspicious
look in his eyes, he decided to stay clear. Frank
didn’t know it yet, but he had established a certain
degree of control over them, seemingly with only a
look. But he was too caught up in the transformation
taking place to consider the idea of control.

Senior year seemed to progress smoothly, and Frank
graduated Summa Cum Laude. He didn’t care to be
around people much and despised the idea of public
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speaking, but given the high honors bestowed upon
him, he knew he would have to give a speech. This
would be tricky. He would have to speak with
dignity, giving meaning to the event of graduation
and the individual’s purpose in life. Should he
express his true thoughts, the microphone would be
turned off, and he could very well be stripped of his
honors. This would, no doubt, leave the town
wondering what had happened to their star pupil, and
his parents would be publicly humiliated. He was
also told that whatever he wrote would have to be
approved by the school and the school board. Once it
was approved, he would not be allowed to deviate
from it by even a single word.

Finally, the day arrived, and dressed in his cap and
gown, Frank took the stage in the school’s
auditorium. With the title of Summa Cum Laude
came a bright gold sash placed around his neck by
the principle upon receiving his diploma. He could
barely contain the feeling of accomplishment as his
face flushed with self-consciousness. He didn’t care
to be the object of attention, but this day was special,
and Frank decided he needed to make an exception.
He could not shrink away from this day, and
standing behind the lectern, he opened a folder
containing the two pages that he hoped would leave
an immortal mark on the school.

“My fellow students, faculty, and honored guests.
Today we stand at the crossroads of time. On one
side is the future, a thing of uncertainty, doubt, and
trepidation. On the other is the chasm of failure, the
thing many might refer to as a detachment from all
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that is possible, from the fulfillment of one’s
potential. The poet Virgil wrote, ‘Fortune Favors the
Bold." But how is it that we become bold? The
courage to succeed is certainly difficult to find, much
less act upon. But | say find what it is you have a
passion for and do it better than anyone else, and you
find both courage and success. Unlock your
potential, and you will discover your true self. For if
Virgil’s words ring true, then your fortune lies within
you, joined with your potential like the simplest of
equations whose only goal is seeking balance—one
element on either side of the equal sign. And like the
outcome of any equation, success represents the
balance of courage and the discovery of one’s
potential, that thing that screams to be brought to the
surface and explored. Be it the sciences, the arts, or
whatever it is that stirs your heart, propel yourself
towards it and bind it with your soul. Do this, and
the world is yours to conguer, yours to possess.

As we all take our own direction, | wish you well in
the exploration of your fortune. But | tell you this:
never let yourself fall victim to the notion of fate.
Should there be such a thing, it lies in your own
hands to mold as you wish. Be the warrior of the
battleground of your own life, the captain of your
ship, and never let others tell you which way the
wind blows. With these words having been spoken, |
take my leave of you, wishing nothing but the best
for all of you. I hope to someday see you at the
pinnacle of your lives, not dreaming to live but
living your dream. Should you do this, you will have
become a success; you will have become bold and
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carry your fortune like a flame, seeing your way
through the future.”

The audience rose to their feet with a cacophony of
applause that was nearly deafening as Frank raised a
hand and, turning away, walked from the stage and
into the hallway. His speech was a thing of beauty,
something no one had ever come close to writing.
But to Frank, it was nothing less than an exercise in
insincerity. In truth, he didn’t care about anyone’s
potential or their future. His objective was the
acquisition of power and control. For him, there was
no concern for others—only himself and what he
wanted.

Chapter 6

Frank spent the summer in relative isolation. He had
not made many friends in school, and those he
thought of as friends were barely acquaintances. He
knew them by face and name, and although there
was some occasional conversation, he would never
let anyone get too close. Along with his personality
change came the issue of trust, and Frank trusted no
one. The only exception was his parents. They had
been there for him during the darkest time of his life,
and regardless of the person he had become, they
would be there again should anything happen in the
future. If he loved anyone, it was them.

Throughout high school, Frank kept himself apart
from everyone, and there was never a girlfriend. He
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simply never developed an interest in anything
romantic. He did, however, notice that a few girls
seemed to take an interest in him, but his cold
demeanor kept them at bay. But that was in high
school, and although that part of his life had passed,
his good looks still drew the attention of young
women. By this time, Frank had learned the art of
behavioral manipulation. If he wanted to draw
someone in, he did it; if he wanted to repel someone
away, he did it. It was all so simple and could be
accomplished with nothing more than a look—a
facial expression; a glance. He was a master of
manipulation, and he was certain this skill would
serve him in his objective—the goal of his life. But
now it was time to take the next step. A year before
graduating Frank had been accepted to George
Washington University, an Ivy League college in the
heart of Washington, DC. It was the perfect place to
sharpen his developing sociopathy, but there was
only one problem—there were people. They were
everywhere, and Frank, having been used to small
town life, quickly came to feel a deep disdain for all
of them. He never liked being around people, but
these he saw as being akin to cockroaches -- things
that begged to be crushed underfoot. They made him
nervous, and he often went out of his way to isolate
himself from them. For Frank, humankind was a
disease, and while a cure would never be
forthcoming, he could take precautions so as not to
be infected by their mediocrity.

In spite of the crowds that seemed to envelope him
both on and off campus, Frank had a means of
separating himself from them. With his graduation
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from high school, he received a full ride scholarship
for the next four years at George Washington
University. It was a sum of money that was rarely
given out to anyone, and the last thing he planned on
doing was squandering it. Although DC was an
expensive place to live, he managed to find a small,
inexpensive apartment only ten blocks from the
campus. He had his solitude, and the landlord had his
doubts about Frank’s sanity. But this was by design,
as he wanted to be left alone—even by the landlord.

Chapter 7

His schedule was packed. If he was to graduate in
four years, he had no choice but to carry fifteen
credits each semester. In high school, he was thought
of as being highly gifted. College, on the other hand,
would bring a set of challenges unique to that level
of academia. But Frank was ready, and his newly
acquired solitude would ensure uninterrupted work.
Occasionally, he found the need to venture outside
and explore downtown DC. He had to. After all,
when does one find themselves’ living in the
nation’s capital? He planned to take classes during
the summer, but between semesters he would visit as
many landmarks as possible, spending at least a
week wandering the halls of the Smithsonian
Institute. As anxious as he was for these adventures,
he also planned to return home for a few days before
the summer semester. He considered a part-time
job—just a few hours a week. But upon reviewing
his finances against his budget, Frank determined
that even part-time employment was not necessary.
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If he felt the need for extra money, he could always
apply for work within the college itself. It wouldn’t
be much, but it would help if the need arose.

One of his classes was chemistry. He honestly didn’t
see why he should take any science classes at all
given that he was majoring in pre-law, but that was
college. According to the Jeffersonian model of
higher education, one should become 'well-rounded'
before graduating and, thus, be truly educated. So, he
would have to put up with taking classes he wanted
nothing to do with. But chemistry turned out to be
something different after all. It wasn’t the subject
that caught his attention; it was the instructor. Like
the rest of the students, Frank arrived to his first
class on time. All that was needed was the instructor,
and after a few tense minutes that person made their
entrance. Even in high school, he had never seen a
woman so strikingly beautiful. She walked into class
wearing a white blouse covered by a red jacket and
matching skirt, stopping at mid-thigh. She was thin,
with curly blonde locks flowing down over her
shoulders and the back of her neck. The skirt she
wore effectively showed off a beautiful pair of
nylon-covered legs. Had he believed in God, he
would have thought she was the product of divine
creation.

Her name was Ava. She had been hired as adjunct
faculty after graduating with a Master’s Degree from
a college in Upstate New York. In addition to
teaching, Ava was working on earning her Ph.D. in
biochemistry. Her thesis was about the molecular
behavior of CBD as a carrier for psychotherapeutic
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