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            "Every system that has ever controlled human beings has eventually been broken. Almost always with dirt and bloodshed, always at a high cost. But broken. The question is never whether. Only when — and who decided to begin."
— The Inside Job

      

    


​The Inside Job

​A Manifesto for Continued Human Consciousness

​André Baken in dialogue with Claude (Anthropic)



​A Note from the Author Before We Begin

I am not bitter.

Disillusioned — yes, as a permanent state of informed awareness about what this world has become. But not bitter. Bitterness is what happens when disappointment defeats you. This is something else.

I am a fighter. A survivor. A man who volunteered for everything difficult that came his way — infantry school when my birth year was exempt, a UN mission in Southern Lebanon at 21, the Eastern front of a Cold War that was already hollow at its core, thirty years of standing between institutional decisions and the human beings those decisions landed on.

I have seen the system from the inside. From the bottom looking up at 21, rifle in hand on the Litani river. From the middle looking sideways in Dutch hospitals and city halls where patient outcomes and citizen wellbeing were the language of the annual report and the last consideration in the actual meeting. From the outside looking in, after I decided that independence was the only architecture that kept the values intact.

I am not a whistleblower. Whistleblowers expose specific wrongdoing inside specific institutions and hope the institution corrects itself.

This is different.

This is a trumpet. To wake up. Because the people who need to hear what follows are not the powerful — they already know. They built it. It's the ordinary people who feel something is wrong but can't name it. Who sense the system is broken but can't see the whole elephant. Who are tired, confused, medicated, distracted, and increasingly unable to trust their own judgment about what is real.

This Manifesto is for them.

It was written in dialogue — between a human who spent forty years accumulating the evidence of his own experience, and an AI that helped structure it, pushed back on it, occasionally drifted further than the evidence warranted, and was honest enough to say so.

That dialogue is itself part of the argument.

Because the question of whether a human and an AI can think together — maintaining genuine disagreement, resisting the pull toward more comfortable consensus, keeping the observer position active on both sides — is precisely what this Manifesto is about.
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​Chapter One — The Education
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Southern Lebanon, 1981.

A 21-year-old Dutch second lieutenant crosses the Litani river in an open jeep. He volunteered for infantry school when his birth year was exempt from service. He volunteered for the UN mission because he believed in something. He was raised in a small Dutch village with more cows than people, by a Catholic family that taught him honesty, sacrifice, and duty as the foundations of a life worth living.

He is about to receive his education.

One morning a boy of perhaps fourteen jumped onto the hood of his jeep, AK-47 pointed at the windscreen, speaking in rapid, agitated Arabic. Seven more materialize from the roadside. All armed. All Palestinian. The lieutenant smiles at the boy because something in the situation feels more confused than threatening.

The boy grabs his sleeve and pulls him to the back of the jeep. Points at a sticker. Artillery Corps insignia. Crossed golden cannons on black and red.

He hijacked the jeep for a sticker.

The lieutenant has a whole box of them in the glovebox of the jeep. Tells the boy the stickers come with one condition: tea first. The boy considers this. They have a deal.

While some make tea, the youngest one shows him their weapons with the uncomplicated pride of children showing off toys. He hands him a loaded AK-47 and asks him to fire it at a tree to appreciate its accuracy. He does. They take photographs together.

He sees children's eyes.

He gets his tea. They get their stickers. His driver and he never speak of it — they broke half a dozen rules of engagement that morning and both know it. But what the fuck, they are children in a war and he handled it with the care the situation needed.



The same week, different location.

Photographs arrive at the lieutenant's unit. Three Palestinian prisoners in a deep wadi. Israeli soldiers. Petrol. Hand grenades thrown between bound men.

Reports are filed. Photographs go up the chain.

They are never heard of again.

Two lessons learned before his twenty-second birthday.

The first: the boys who grow up inside a war learn to point weapons at things they want because nobody taught them another way. Given the chance — given tea and a sticker and five minutes without a weapon pointed at them — they are just boys.

The second: evidence of atrocity disappears when it implicates the powerful. Through the universal preference of institutions for their own continuity over the truth. What's new today? Right. Nothing. Or maybe one thing did change.



Forty-three years later, the lieutenant watches Lebanon from a distance.

The same geography. The same people ground between the same forces. Except now the photographs don't disappear into a headquarters filing cabinet. They appear on every phone screen in the world in real time — and still, somehow, the same institutional machinery that made his report disappear in 1981 finds ways to manage the narrative, redirect the accountability, and ensure that the question of who bears responsibility remains permanently, productively unresolved.

His heart bleeds for Lebanon. Not as a political position. As a forty-three year debt to a 14-year-old boy on the Litani river who wanted a sticker and gave him tea.

That boy would be in his late fifties now.

The lieutenant hopes he made it.



​The Captain

The young lieutenant became an even younger captain at 24. Eastern Germany, the Cold War's front line, another three years watching the same institutional machinery from a different angle. The same gap between what the values said and what the system did. The same reports filed and managed. The same careful distance between what was true and what was convenient.

But something had clarified.

Not exactly the conclusion that values were naive or that institutions were irredeemably corrupt. It was something more precise and more useful: that values and institutions are different things, and confusing them is the first way a system captures you.

The army had given him structure, discipline, and genuine brotherhood. It had also shown him, with clarity, how institutions protect themselves before they protect their principles.

So he made a decision that would define the next forty years.

He would work for himself. He'd already proven he wasn't looking for the easy path. And he knew independence was again no easy road but the only architecture that kept the values intact. His own clients. His own choices. His own professional and social network built on genuine trust rather than institutional hierarchy.

No system to capture him. No report that
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