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The Millennium

“Dictators can always consolidate their tyranny by an appeal to patriotism.”

Aldous Huxley

“All cruelty springs from weakness.”

Seneca (Roman philosopher)

“I respect the rule of law, not law by rulers.”

Anonymous

“Lies have more power than the truth because lies need no boundaries.”

Babylon Dreams

Foreword

In reading this book, please keep in mind that the story is based on contemporary events facing our world today, one of which is Vladimir Putin’s invasion of the Ukraine in early 2022 and the threat of nuclear war at the hands of this dictator; and moreover, another dictator in North Korea, Kim Jong-un, both of whom have threatened to use those weapons – that is not fiction.

Most of the characters are fictional, but some are based on real people, and in some cases, unavoidably so, real names are used in no attempt to disguise the guilty ones.

Nonetheless it is a fictional rendering of what could happen in the near future based on what is happening, NOW. 

The technology presented in this story is technology which is available to us as we speak. There is no hype. 

As a final note, please consider this as an endorsement for the story you are about to engage.

Between 2020 and 2021, the world endured its worst pandemic since the Spanish flu over a century ago; and yet, in the space of less than one year, the global scientific community pulled together and came up with a vaccine that saved countless millions of lives and stopped Covid 19 in its tracks – in effect, restoring balance to a world which was reeling from the economic crisis in its wake.

If science can do that, on a global scale, do you think for one moment that stopping a handful of dictators is any more difficult? It is not.

The problem is not lack of ability to do so, it is the lack of willingness, courage, and determination to take down the walls of an establishment which is more interested in waging war and making profits from it, than pursuing peace and prosperity. 

We, as a people, can accomplish anything we want, and we can certainly stop dictators from invading countries or threatening the world with nuclear weapons. 

So, the question you must ask yourself, and one which this story poses, is why we permit this insanity to continue.

I hope you enjoy the book.

Réal Laplaine  

Sweden 2022

Lund University 

Sweden
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Tomas Jonsson stood before a class of students at the Lund University in the south of Sweden; students whose curriculum focused on sociology. While the majority were Swedish, a few came from other lands, so he addressed them in English.

“Alright, we’re going to visit a subject that should be near and dear to all of you,” he paused, “the sociopath, otherwise known as the anti-social personality, the criminal, dictator, you name it, because in effect, all those titles contain the same elements that result in a personality devoid of empathy for others, who is entirely self-centered and narcissistic, and is driven to commit the most egregious of harmful acts against others without an ounce of remorse. Now,” he pointed a finger at the group. “Let’s not forget that the sociopath is not limited to the more infamous types, such as Vladimir Putin, Kim Jong-un in North Korea, Hitler, Stalin, a litany of toxic personalities who, in positions of power, have harmed or killed millions of people throughout past and modern history.”

He paced the front of the class for a moment, his eyes downcast as he thought. “Sociopaths exist in all facets of life. They can be your girlfriend, husband, co-worker, boss, you name it. They do not always rise to the top of the pecking order, often just lurking in the dark, but always, to one degree or another, they are spreading a toxic film across the ocean of humanity. So,” he turned to look at them, “why do we have Putin’s and Kim Jong-un’s, or the sociopathic politician, corporate head on and on? And why do they exist? What makes a sociopath? Is it genetic or is this personality matrixed in a cultural crucible?”

He leaned against his desk, arms crossed, his eyes fixed on them. “If you ask the scientific community, most will tell you that the sociopath’s genus is rooted in his or her genetic lineage. In other words, their theory is that the sociopath is born a sociopath.” He smiled, followed by a small chuckle. “In my sixty-five years, I have yet to come across a baby or young child who manifested sociopathic behavior. Of course,” he flicked a hand to the air, “authorities on this subject will also claim that such attributes are latent, hidden until something in life eventually triggers them and the sociopath is revealed.”

He turned to a whiteboard and drew a circle. “I am not going to tell you which theory to accept, but the alternate explanation is that the sociopath is matrixed by the cultural elements they grew up in, and that their behavior has nothing to do with genes, or DNA, which has yet to be proven, even though it is asserted. Let us take an actual example - Kim Jong-un, the North Korean dictator. Here is a man who has turned his nation into a slave state, who has bled everything from its populace to build his war machine, and who lives the life of a king, while most North Koreans have barely enough food, if any, to survive. Was Kim Jong-un traumatized as a child? Was he beaten? Was he abused? Did he endure privations? Was he exposed to a violent familial climate? Or did he inherit a sociopathic gene from his father or mother? The answer to all these questions becomes more obvious as you delve into the life of one of the most narcissistic and cruel leaders of the 21st century?” He paused.

“It is easy to pawn it all off to genetics, which “experts” today are selling to everyone, but in truth, Kim Jong-un was created. He grew up, an entitled child, son to the leader of the nation, and if anything, he learned and was taught, to mirror the man who raised him. His father created the crucible of modern-day North Korea, a communist tyranny, ruled by fear, a police state, and a military power. Its citizens were oppressed and treated as nothing more than assets to a governing regime that wanted a supplicant and obedient populace, and the entire wealth and power of its nation, relegated to the hands of its leading family. That is the climate that a young Kim Jong-un grew up in. He was mentally fashioned, hued, and imbued with a sense of godlike superiority, that he would someday take over and rule the nation, like his father did, and that carrying on their “divine” mission was more important than anything and anyone.”

Jonsson stepped closer to an attentive group. “Now, what if Kim Jong-un, from his earliest days, had been raised to respect and love others? What if he had been raised with the principles and values of true democracy, the rights of humanity, such as embodied by the Universal Declaration of Human Rights? What if Kim Jong-un had been imbued by a familial and paternal icon who stood up for his people, who served them, who truly worked towards making a nation of equals, of opportunity?”

He smiled. “If we assume that Kim Jong-un was not born a sociopath, then the only logical conclusion is that he was made into one. This platform is supported by historical precedents as far back as recorded history. You can even take another contemporary scenario, but a very real and potent one. How is it, that good, social, well-intended, people, young and old, can be sent off to war where they kill others, just like themselves, merely because their leaders tell them do so?” He raised a challenging brow.

“Do you think for one minute, that those thousands of Russian soldiers, barely out of high school, were born sociopathic? Who voluntarily joined Putin’s kill squad to go off and invade and kill Ukrainians? Or do you think it is more likely that a propaganda machine filled their heads with false ideas about Ukraine and why they should march off to war, kill other people, and feel no remorse about doing so?”

“One can hardly say that hundreds of thousands of Russian soldiers were all born sociopaths. It is more logical to accept the bare truth – they were made, through the same machinations used throughout history, whether it was marching off to the Holy Land in the name of the Catholic Church to free it from the hands of Islamic invaders, or fighting rebels in the mountains of Afghan, the same techniques are used; romanticizing being a soldier, making it a noble and great sacrifice to take up arms and kill other people in the name of some agenda which is always redacted into “protect your land” or “for God and country” – whatever popular meme is used, and has been used over and over throughout the ages to turn common people into killing machines. I am not suggesting that every soldier is a sociopath, but I am drawing a parallel because to indiscriminately murder other human beings, others just like oneself, one must turn off the faucet of empathy, the very quality that makes us human, to lower ourselves to the level of sociopathic behavior.”

Jonsson paused. “I believe that the purpose of education, the very fact that you are sitting here in my class, is not to teach you what to think, or what to believe, but to teach you TO THINK FOR YOURSELVES.” His head shook with a sigh. “You are young, and I, on the other hand, have lived to see more wars and conflicts in our world, the rise and fall of Communism and dictators and more, you have not, but you certainly will if we do not start perceiving the problem for what it is. If you buy the narrative that it's all because of the gray matter between your ears, if you accept these assertions that behavior and sociological ups and downs are entirely the result of your DNA and the synaptic and chemical reactions in your brain, then you are selling yourselves and humanity short – terribly short, and you are setting up the future world for a very rough ride.” 

He raised a finger to the air and pointed to the circle drawn on the white board. “That circle represents you, me, everyone who is born. We are a blank slate, a white board, just like that, when we come out of the womb. What gets filled into that circle, how that circle matures, is a matter of what flows into it from the environment around. I am not saying that Kim Jong-un would not have been an aggressive personality. I am not saying that Vladimir Putin would not have had personality quirks, but I am most certainly saying that the elemental factors which helped matrix them, fed them, empowered their narcissism, came from without, and not within. Sociology is defined as the study of the relations between individuals, their conduct and reference to one another and the standard by which they regulate their association.”

He approached them, his eyes fixed on the group. “In earlier generations, war was war, dictators were fought, people died, the world went on. Today, it is different, because the dictators of today possess nuclear weapons, and while most people continue their lives, living in the bubble of normalcy, the false sense of security that there is no great threat to their existence, those dictators are precisely the very men who would use them, and eventually, will do so. Understanding the sociological elements which underscore the creation of a sociopath, is not only important, but you must also embrace it, because while scientists push the envelope of technology, YOU are the ones who must deal with the dynamics in our society which foster and create these toxic personalities. To an exceptionally large degree, the outcome of the future rests in your hands.”
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Royal Canadian Mounted Police (RCMP) 

Toronto, Canada

Present Day
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Keeno idly tapped the keyboard, his eyes perusing the latest posts on the “rag” or the News-Board, an intra digital information board with updated information about on-going cases under the authority of the Toronto branch of the Royal Canadian Mounted Police, or RCMP.

In his other hand, the freshly baked, half-eaten bear claw, a crispy, sweet pastry filled with apple filling, threatening to drip onto his desk, momentarily lured him away from the computer. Finishing it off in several bites, he washed it down with his other favorite vice, an Americano coffee. 

There were few days in his career as a crime fighter, heading up the RCMP’s ATU, or Anti-Terrorism-Unit, when he did not begin it with those two elements. Whether he was a junkie to the sweet crispy pastry and coffee, which others had alluded to, he did not care. Nothing got off on the right foot until he had his daily fix.

Seeing Janene step into the office he attempted to wipe the sugar from his lips. She smiled as she approached and gently discarded remaining flakes with her finger. “I see you’ve had your daily dose.”

He shrugged and nodded at the screen. “Did you see this?”

She circled around his desk and leaned closer, her lean body, well-endowed in all aspects, with high cheekbones, long chestnut hair, and perfect lips, pressed against his shoulder – with an impish glint in her eye.

He turned to her. “This is inappropriate.”

Her girlish grin widened as she pressed even closer.

Keeno conceded with a sigh. 

Her forehead wrinkled ever so slightly as she read. “That’s pretty weird.”

“Yeah, it is,” he said as he reached for his Americano and took a slurp. “As if Canada has ever been the matrix for terrorism.”

Keeno was about to comment further when the door opened and in walked their boss, Ross Fletcher, the Director of RCMP Toronto, along with Kelly and Jake in tow.

Kelly, the other half of the ATU’s think-tank-team, along with Janene, both brilliant forensic specialists to say the least, represented the mind of the unit, while Keeno and Jake, his partner in crime fighting, were the muscle.

Ross’s expression heralded something important.

“You look serious, Ross...” began Keeno as he leaned back in his chair with a cavalier smile on his lips, “did someone just kidnap Justin Bieber?” 

Ross placed a folder on the desk and nodded. 

“You saw the notation about this mystery group on the bulletin board – right?”

“I did.”

“Good, well, that,” he nodded, “gives more details.”

Keeno opened the file and read. A moment later he handed it off to Janene. “So, the NSA think that this group is operating out of Canada?”

“Toronto, dude, right here under our noses,” said Jake, speaking up for the first time.

Janene, who was still staring at the NSA report, spoke, “They tracked a signal here?”

Ross nodded. “Not sure how they did it, probably a trade secret, being the NSA, but yes,” he answered.”

Janene spoke. “And this group, the 9th Divinity, claim to have the means of taking down Vladimir Putin and stopping the Ukraine invasion.”

Kelly, having lit up a cigarette, waved it in the air, “Could also be delusions of grandeur,” she offered with a grin.

“Maybe, maybe not,” continued Ross, “this is priority, Keeno.”

“Priority?!  Seriously?” Keeno lightly exclaimed as he sat up in his chair and tapped the folder. “How in the hell does threatening Vladimir Putin become a priority case for the ATU?”

“You’re missing the nuances here,” answered Ross. “It is not the fact that they are directly threatening Putin. The world would love to see that mug disappear. It is the fact that they also claim to possess the means of removing every dictatorial regime from power.”

Keeno shrugged. “So what?!”

Ross tempered his reply. “The Americans are worried what that could mean.”

Keeno tossed a hand to the air. “Give me a break, Ross. The Americans launch wars at the drop of a hat, under the premise of protecting democracy, when in fact it is about land grabs and leveraging more opportunities to justify their machinery of war... do I need to go on?”

“We are not discussing the morality of their politics in the matter. The point is that this group has just publicly threatened Vladimir Putin, and...” he nodded at the folder in Janene’s hand, “their video has gone viral. So yes, certain powers are concerned about the dynamics – how this could play out.”

Ross sighed. “I have been on the line with Ottawa, and they have had more discussions with the American counterparts. The concern is that by making these threats and allegations, this group could pull the pin on a large grenade.”

“You mean, provoke Putin, or even Kim Jong-un to toss a nuke or two?”

“Exactly. Putin’s already threatened it, and Jong-un is just looking for a reason to start a war. Both nations are battle-ready.”

Keeno glanced at his team. “What do you guys think?”

Jake answered. “I’m with you, you know that.”

“I see their point,” answered Janene. “If this group is just grandstanding, posing, it could be perceived by Putin as a front group.”

Kelly piped in. “Exactly my thoughts. Publicly threatening Putin and Kim Jong-un, both with egos the size of the Grand Canyon, yes, that could light a fuse.”

“Fine!” exclaimed Keeno, clearly annoyed as he kicked his feet to the floor. “We’ll look into it.”

Ross fixed his eyes on Keeno. “I do not think you are seeing the seriousness of this matter. I am not asking you to investigate, Keeno. I need the ATU to track down this group, if in fact they are here in Toronto as the NSA seems to think; and stop them.” He paused. “Just do what you normally do.”

The look on Keeno’s face betrayed the sea of emotion suddenly stirring beneath. “We stop criminals, Ross, that’s what we normally do, but this,” he waved an angry hand to the air, “where’s the crime in it?” He stood, facing off with his boss. “They have threatened Putin. I could give a rat’s ass if the Americans feel threatened. For Christ’s sake, they feel threatened by their own people, and they are regressing to a fundamentalist religious state, away from democracy.” His head shook. “Personally, if I could, I’d happily go to Moscow over the weekend, put a bullet in Putin’s head and end his whole thing.” He paused; his jaw gritted as he held back the wave of emotion. “We’ll look into it, Ross, that’s all I’m promising,” at which he summarily marched from the room with an angry stride.
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As Janene entered the coffee shop on Avenue Road, one she knew to be his favorite, it took only seconds to spot him sitting at a corner table.

Keeno looked up at her as she approached. Her style, as always, was as glamorous as a runway model, to which, by all appearances, she most certainly could have passed as. In the seconds it took for her to navigate the crowd, he was reminded that Janene was and always had been the only woman in his life, but that she was also his anchor in the real world, the world where he did not have to dodge bullets.

“Well,” she said as she glided to a stop with a grin hanging on her lips, “that was a good show.”

Keeno shrugged. “I was pissed.”

“Not like you to go off like that on Ross.” She slipped into a seat across from him and gently landed her chin in the palm of her hand. “So, uhm, want to talk?”

Keeno turned to look out the window. He was silent for a while before speaking. “Fighting crime has always been black and white, never any gray zones for me. Criminals are criminals and I have never doubted putting bullets in them. But this,” he flicked a hand to the air, “has a different feel to it.”

“How do you know - we haven’t even started the case”

He shrugged. “Just a feeling I guess.”

“Hmm, that 6th sense of yours.”

He turned to her. “Yeah. I know I am not the only one that feels frustrated about this whole war in Ukraine and the fact that Putin is getting away with it.”

Her lips pursed as she leaned in closer, her voice softer, “You’re obviously conflicted.”

“It is not about being conflicted. It is about what is right.” He shook his head as an angry streak flashed across his eyes like a bolt of lightning. “Hell, the Americans spend billions, even trillions, every year, to maintain a standing military force. They could easily train up an elite strike squad, send them into Russia and take out Putin in a few days. They could have done the same with Bin Laden, Saddam Hussein or even North Korea. They do not do it because war is profitable, and they could not justify the trillions they spend on a military complex and a nuclear arsenal, much of which goes into the pockets of private military contractors.” 

“You figure it’s better to have a vigilante group freewheeling out there?”

He nodded. “I do not see the downside, Janene. Weaponizing Ukraine and giving Zelensky an “atta-boy” is not stopping Putin’s war machine.”

Janene leaned over the table and placed a kiss on his cheek. “I did not come here to lecture you. Do what you think is right, cowboy. Meanwhile, your devoted think-tank team will start digging around and see what we can find.”
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Keeno pulled his Jeep up to his cabin, located on a small plot of land just north-west of Toronto. It was a rural setting, which he loved. Trees banked the small structure on three sides, and in front sat a lake, itself rimmed by a thick cluster of deciduous arbors. 

The cabin was his escape from all the insanity of the criminal world – a world he lived in most of the time, but when he could, when he needed the escape, he came here. 

An old-log structure originally built around 1890, the cabin was just one open space that accommodated a small kitchenette and a living room, and at the back, a small room that just barely fits a roll-up bed. The only modifications he had made was to install plumbing, a toilet, and the feature item, a floor to ceiling window facing the lake – so that he could sit there, on his couch, and watch nature, the changing seasons, listen to the wind and rain, and bask in the light of sunny days and twilight settings.

Janene, as much as she loved being with him, rarely frequented his domain – preferring her city life and her classic fourth story suite in Yorkville, a trendy, but expensive neighborhood five minutes’ walk to the busiest street in Canada. Besides, she always managed to complain that the cabin was too cold, especially, the toilet seat.

As the fire warmed the place, he made himself a strong cup of coffee and then settled into the couch, fixing his gaze on the crimson sky, watching as the sun began its final descent over the distant tree line – painting, as it did, a strip of brilliant orange and red that rippled across the lake – that magical touch that only Nature could conjure.

He took a deep breath, released it, and wondered as he sipped the coffee, about this group, the 9th Divinity.

Was it a hoax, he wondered? 

Despite the questions rattling inside his head, a sense deep inside resonated another truth – there was something to this group, he just could not put his finger on it.

Tapping his phone, he navigated to the video posted the day before by the group. Views had now reached over sixteen million in less than twenty-four hours. 

How would a group infiltrate Putin’s defenses and remove him? 

Moreover, how would they accomplish something that no one before now, has ever done – ridding the world of nuclear weapons, as they also claimed?

The whole affair felt like Alice in Wonderland, teetering on the edge of a dark hole where one misstep would send him tumbling down into something he was not prepared to do. In the past, the context of every mission the ATU had taken on was painted with clear strokes; the targets of said investigations were as clear as wolves in a pack of sheep. But this one, this one felt different, because the 9th Divinity was not doing anything criminal by announcing to the world their intent to stop dictators and such.

Another sip on his dark brew warmed him, and the touch of caffeine began to work its calming magic.

The sun, its final rays hanging on horizon like the flame of a torch, finally slipped out of sight, and as it did, his phone buzzed.

“What the...!?” he lightly exclaimed as his mind tried to reconcile what his eyes were seeing.

He clicked on the icon that appeared.
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A young woman’s face replaced the image. 

“Hello, Keeno,” she said. 

“Who are you?”

“You’ve seen our video, right?”

He paused as his mind connected the dots, “Are you the 9th Divinity?” he asked with a modicum of incredulity written on his face.

Her head canted slightly. “The one and only.” 

Keeno’s brow hitched. “You don’t exactly fit the stereotype for a terrorist,” he said as his mind tried to reconcile the image of a young, certainly not an unappealing face, with mahogany brown eyes and matching hair, a face that was anything but the stereotype for a terrorist.

She grinned. “That’s because we’re not terrorists.”

“There are different schools of thought on that matter.”

“We’re threatening dictators, that hardly qualifies as terrorism, wouldn’t you agree?”

“Why are you calling me?”

Her grin broadened. “Your reputation precedes you, Mr. McCole. I have done considerable amount of homework on you. I knew this time would come, and I had a good sense about who the RCMP would send after us, especially since we have been labelled a potential terrorist group here in Canada.”

“And yet you claim you’re not?”

“The 9th Divinity exists to remove the cancer, the causes of war, the hindrance to peace, and restore balance of power in the world – that is all.”

“And how do you plan to fulfill your claim that you will eliminate the dictators in the world?”

“Well,” she smiled, “that’s a bit of a trade secret right now, but rest assured, the claim is genuine and if you keep following the trail, you’ll find out soon enough.”

Keeno sipped on his coffee before asking his next question. “Do you have a name?”

“Anastasia.”

“Well, Anastasia, you do realize that I can use facial recognition software to trace this call?”

She offered a dismissive shrug. “I know that you pride yourself in taking out the criminal element. And I also know that being tasked with going after us is not sitting well with you.”

“You couldn’t possibly know that.”

“But I do, Keeno. Your profile reads like a book.”

“You’ve really dug into the RCMP records, haven’t you?”

“As I said, we have done our homework.”

“So, if you’re not a terrorist group, what are you?”

“Does it matter?”

“The label does not matter to me. What matters is whether you are serious about these claims.”

Her face sobered. “I may be young, but do not chalk this up to youthful delusion. Your generation failed to change the paradigm. Your generation empowered and permitted the nuclear arsenals to grow to the point of sheer insanity. Your generation has put humanity on notice, waiting for just one insane sociopath like Putin, or Kim Jong-un or any one of the other nuclear nations to press the button.” Her eyes burned with intensity. “The 9th Divinity is going to change that paradigm, Keeno, and we are going to do what no one else has been willing to accomplish; a world without war – a world of peace.”

“So, you’re taking license to kill dictators, is that it?”

A sardonic smile crested her lips. “We never used the word kill.”

A brief interlude of silence followed before she continued.

“Do you believe in fate, Keeno?”

“No.”

“God?”

“Nope.”

She smiled. “See, we are not so different. I too believe that everything that happens, that is, except for the whims of Mother Nature, is caused by people. It is not a popular rationale today. Organized religions and other authorities since the dawn of time, have been pounding the drum that we are all just “human,” fragile and vulnerable things, and that we should dump authorship for good and bad into the lap of fake gods or pretentious leaders – but that’s just irresponsible, don’t you agree?”

“What’s your point?”

She leaned closer. “The point, Keeno, is this; we make up excuses to justify being irresponsible about the world around us. God did it. It is the will of the Divine. It is not my job. Our governments should deal with it. I am just one person – what can I do – on an on like a broken record playing down the ages. The cultures in our world have a love affair with displaced ownership for things that we create and can control – like war, famine, poverty, and even nuclear weapons. The 9th Divinity is going to make people see that it is their world, that they are in control of it and not a handful of sociopaths, oligarchs, dictators, governments or even God.”

“What do you want from me, Anastasia?”

Her head gently rocked side to side. “I wanted us to have a face-to-face, since we’re going to be working together.”

A chuckle escaped his lips. “That’s delusional.”

“Is it? You have barely started investigating us and we are already speaking.” She grinned. “The dominos are falling, Keeno McCole, and you are part of an irrevocable cycle that is now happening.”

Anastasia’s eyes drifted a moment before she continued, “My mom used to tell me as a child that every time it snows – a star has broken apart somewhere.”

“Is there philosophical relevance here?

“I only mention it because freedom from all these wars, dictators and even the threat of nuclear annihilation is a matter of perspective. They have been normalized, as if it is natural for people to fight and kill each other or for despots to rule. We live in a dystopia, Keeno, and you understand that better than most, because you face that dystopian reality every day when you fight crime.” She paused to draw a breath. “We are here to return freedom and power of choice, like the old saying goes, birds born in a cage are afraid to fly, and right now, the mental paradigm is keeping most everyone in that cage.
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Vladimir Putin sat in a room fashioned in the old-world baroque-style, one of several rooms in the Novo-Ogaryevo estate where he resided, close to the Kremlin itself. 

Novo-Ogaryevo was just one of his homes. It was a well-known fact that Putin possessed luxury estates in the Black Sea region and elsewhere too. 

His public image as President of Russia was just
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