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Dedication
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This book is written in respect and remembrance of the innocent civilians who have lost their lives in wars across the world.

To those who woke up each morning only to work, to care, to help others live.
To those who never sought power, never carried hatred, never wished harm upon anyone.
To the children.
To the women.
To the men.
To those whose only crime was being born in the wrong place, at the wrong time.

They were not soldiers.
They were not strategists.
They were not enemies.
They were lives interrupted.

Their absence rarely shapes treaties or headlines, yet it forms the silent foundation upon which wars are fought and justified. Their names are often unknown, their stories unfinished, their loss absorbed quietly by the world.

This dedication is also an invitation.

An invitation to those who have never known war directly — to pause, and to reflect on the fortune of where they were born, where they live, and the safety they often take for granted.

It is uncomfortable to acknowledge.
It is unfair to admit.
But it is true.

Peace is not distributed equally.
Safety is not earned.
For many, it is simply inherited by geography.

Remembering this is not an act of guilt.
It is an act of awareness.
And awareness, in a world shaped by conflict, is a form of respect.

THE ERA OF COLD WARS.
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Preface
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I am sitting in a café as I begin to write these words.
The air smells of roasted coffee beans, conversations rise and fall around me, and outside the window life moves in its ordinary rhythm. People hurry past with shopping bags, children laugh as they climb into cars, and the city hums with the quiet confidence that tomorrow will look much like today.
It is a scene of peace — or at least, the kind of peace we have learned to accept.

No one here imagines that anything could suddenly go wrong. No one expects the world to collapse in an instant. And yet I cannot help but picture it: a blinding flash, a wave of fire tearing across the sky, everything — this café, these streets, these ordinary lives — erased in a heartbeat. A nuclear blast. A war no one wanted, ending the illusion of stability in a single moment.

It is a terrifying thought, and I confess something upfront: I am not a soldier. I am not a general or a statesman. I am only a civilian — a small, anonymous citizen of this world — whose understanding of war comes from history books, films, and the stories of others. I have never fought. I have never lived in a trench or under bombardment. My perspective is ordinary, perhaps even naïve.

But perhaps that is precisely why it matters.

From this small corner of safety, I can see how fragile that safety truly is. The lesson of the last century is not that war is inevitable, but that it can arrive suddenly, without warning — and that even when it does not, its shadow never fully leaves us.

The Cold War was supposed to have ended in 1991, when the Soviet Union collapsed and the Berlin Wall fell. Yet as I look at the world today, I realize it never truly ended. It only changed shape. Instead of one vast confrontation, we now live with many smaller ones: Russia against NATO, China against the United States, Iran against Saudi Arabia, India against Pakistan, North Korea against the world.

These are not world wars. They are rarely declared wars. But they are wars all the same — mini cold wars fought through arms races, sanctions, propaganda, cyberattacks, and endless preparation. They drain our economies, shape our politics, and quietly define our future, all while we continue drinking coffee, buying groceries, and living inside the illusion of peace.

This book is not written by a historian or a general. It is written by me — a citizen, an observer, someone who has never fought a war but has always wondered about the wars that shape the world. These pages are my attempt to understand, to reflect, and to share how I see this fragile peace we all inhabit.

The Cold War never ended.
It multiplied.
And we are its heirs.
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The Shadow of the Cold War

The Second World War ended not with peace, but with division. Europe lay in ruins — cities reduced to rubble, economies shattered, millions displaced. From the ashes emerged two new superpowers: the United States and the Soviet Union. Their alliance, forged in the fight against Hitler, dissolved almost immediately into suspicion and rivalry.

Winston Churchill captured the moment in 1946 when he warned that an “Iron Curtain” had descended across Europe. On one side stood the democracies of the West, aligned with Washington; on the other, communist regimes looked to Moscow. The world split in two, and this fracture would define the second half of the twentieth century.

Berlin became the clearest symbol of this division. The city, carved into occupation zones, turned into the frontline of an ideological struggle. In 1948, when the Soviet Union blockaded West Berlin, the Western response was the Berlin Airlift, supplying the city by air for nearly a year. Later, in 1961, the Berlin Wall rose — concrete, barbed wire, watchtowers. It was more than a physical barrier. It was a wall of ideas. Families were divided, lives cut in half, and the world settled into a frozen stalemate.

The Cold War was fought everywhere, yet nowhere directly. In Korea, the North was backed by China and the Soviet Union, the South by the United States. In Vietnam, jungles burned while the superpowers watched from afar. Across Africa and Latin America, coups, revolutions, and guerrilla wars often bore the fingerprints of Washington or Moscow.

Yet much of the Cold War was fought in silence.

In the United States, children practiced “duck and cover” drills in school, hiding beneath desks as if thin wood could protect them from nuclear fire. In the Soviet Union, propaganda painted the West as imperialist aggressors, always on the brink of launching an attack. Fear was normalized. It became routine.

Culture itself turned into a weapon. The United States promoted jazz as a symbol of freedom and creativity; the Soviet Union sent ballet companies abroad to showcase discipline and refinement. Even art was enlisted in the struggle for legitimacy.

Space, too, became a battlefield of prestige. Sputnik, Yuri Gagarin, the Apollo moon landings — each achievement was celebrated not only as scientific progress, but as proof of superiority. The race to the stars was another front in a war of perception.

And over everything loomed the bomb.

The nuclear age meant that the next war could be the last. Cities could vanish in seconds. Civilizations could end in an afternoon. And yet, paradoxically, that war never came. Deterrence — the fear of mutual destruction — kept the peace, or something resembling it.

The Cold War was defined by contradiction: tensions so extreme they seemed certain to erupt into catastrophe, and yet restrained by fear itself. Humanity survived not because of trust or harmony, but because no one dared to pull the trigger.

The shadow of that era never truly faded. It stretched across generations, shaping politics, culture, and collective psychology. Even when the Cold War appeared to end decades later, its logic remained — embedded in the way the world thinks about power, security, and survival.

Living under the shadow of nuclear annihilation altered the human imagination. For the first time in history, entire societies were asked to accept the possibility of instant, total destruction as a normal condition of life. This was not a distant apocalypse spoken of in myths or religions. It was immediate, measurable, engineered by human hands.

Maps were redrawn not only by borders, but by blast radii. Cities calculated how many minutes they would have between warning sirens and impact. Governments built bunkers, evacuation plans, and continuity-of-government protocols — quiet acknowledgments that survival might belong only to a few.

And yet, daily life went on.

People married, had children, planned futures. They watched television, argued about sports, worried about mortgages and careers. The extraordinary became ordinary. The unthinkable became background noise. Humanity learned to live with the idea of its own extinction in much the same way it lives with distant storms — aware of the danger, but unwilling to stop living because of it.

This normalization of fear was perhaps the Cold War’s most profound legacy.

The bomb was never used again, but it was always present. Its absence was not reassuring; it was conditional. Peace existed not because it was guaranteed, but because it was constantly negotiated in silence, calculation, and restraint.

Political leaders spoke of balance, but it was a balance built on terror. Generals spoke of strategy, but their strategies assumed the deaths of millions. Scientists advanced technology knowing that their equations might one day erase cities. Responsibility was diffuse, shared, and therefore easier to bear.

In this world, morality became complicated.

What did it mean to prepare for a war you hoped would never happen? What did it mean to build weapons designed not to be used, yet powerful enough to end civilization? The Cold War forced humanity into ethical contradictions it had never faced before — where survival depended not on virtue, but on credible threats.

And so a new logic emerged.

If war could not be fought without annihilation, then war must be prevented not through peace, but through fear. If trust was impossible, then predictability would have to suffice. Each side would signal its strength, display its willingness to retaliate, and hope that rationality would prevail at the final moment.

This was not a hopeful philosophy. It was a desperate one.

But it was the only one available.

The Cold War did not persist because leaders desired confrontation. It persisted because no one could imagine a safe way out. Every attempt at dominance risked catastrophe; every sign of weakness invited exploitation. Stability, such as it was, rested on an uneasy acceptance of permanent danger.

By the time the world learned the language of deterrence, it was already fluent in fear.

And it was this logic — cold, mathematical, and deeply unsettling — that would come to define the era. A logic in which peace was not the absence of war, but the postponement of it. A logic in which survival depended not on trust, but on the certainty that any attack would be answered in kind.

This was the foundation upon which the Cold War truly stood.

And it is from this foundation that the doctrine of deterrence emerged.

There is nothing dramatic about the moment.

No alarms.
No headlines.
No sense of emergency.
I am sitting somewhere ordinary — a bar, a café, a place where people pause briefly before returning to their lives. The table is small. The cup is warm. The world feels, at least for now, manageable.

This moment feels outside of history.

And yet, it isn’t.

The price on the menu catches my eye. I register it without surprise. Prices have been rising for years. Everyone knows that. I pay, sit down, and only later realize that I accepted it automatically — without question, without irritation, without even curiosity.

That automatic acceptance is new.

I try to remember when I stopped asking why things cost more, why travel feels heavier, why planning ahead feels riskier than it once did. I cannot identify a single moment. There was no announcement, no turning point. Just a gradual adjustment, barely noticeable while it was happening.

This is how pressure enters life now.

Not through shock, but through habit.

We are surrounded by explanations: inflation, markets, supply chains, global uncertainty. These words circulate endlessly, smoothing over discomfort, offering just enough clarity to prevent deeper questions. They sound technical, reasonable, almost comforting.

We repeat them.
We accept them.
We adapt.
And adaptation feels like maturity.

But adaptation is not neutral.

It trains us to lower expectations without noticing. To accept friction as inevitable. To treat instability as background noise rather than a condition that deserves attention.

The world feels more tense than it did before — not explosively so, but persistently. Conflicts appear and disappear from the news without resolution. Crises overlap. Stability feels provisional, conditional, temporary.

We are told this is normal.

Perhaps it is.

But normal does not mean harmless.

What we are experiencing is not simply economic fluctuation or political noise. It is the surface expression of a deeper structure — one that does not call itself war, yet carries many of its effects.

Pressure without invasion.
Conflict without declaration.
Rivalry without a clear enemy.
It reaches us quietly. Through prices. Through delays. Through the constant recalculation of what feels reasonable to expect from the future.

I look around the café.

People talk. Phones glow. Cups are lifted and set down. No one here appears to be living through history. And yet, every object on this table — the coffee, the sugar, the glass, the electricity, the heat — has travelled through a world shaped by forces far beyond this room.

That journey is invisible.

Its consequences are not.

This book begins here because this is where the era reveals itself most honestly. Not in speeches or summits, but in moments so ordinary we rarely question
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