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“Make love, not war.”

	- Gershon Legman

	or

	- Rod McKuen

	or, possibly,

	- Louis Abolafia

	 

	
Prologue

	Most citizens of Earth are unaware of a peaceful civilization that thrived thirty-five hundred years ago, in the Minoan society of Ancient Crete. There was a spirit of harmony that permeated their lives, as the Minoans seem to have reduced and diverted their aggression through sports and a free and well-balanced sexual life.

	Imagine a typical scene on the island of Minos: four healthy young men and three spirited young women stroll in a green garden lush with ripe fruits. They make their way to a clearing with a net made of vines and flowers. They break into two uneven teams on either side of the net and play an ancient version of volleyball, laughing and cavorting all the while.

	The Minoan style of dress was designed to accentuate and titillate. Womens’ breasts, supported by a strap, were lifted out of their gowns into plain view where they bounced freely as the women frolicked and danced the day away. 

	In warm weather, men wore little more than loincloth pouches. On a side note, the men were renowned for length, girth and stamina, due to low stress, healthy diet, and frequent intercourse. 

	In the Minoan culture, there was a frank appreciation of gender differences, as well as sexual pleasure.

	As our little group’s blood heats up from the game, they become interested in a different kind of play, in which no one is left out: two couples and a menàge a trois begin kissing one another as they go their separate ways to find privacy in the garden.

	The Minoan culture flourished in peace and prosperity for hundreds of years, until the harsh cruel outside world found them.

	Excerpt from lecture by Howard Harvelle

	Professor of Earth History

	University of Chicago

	September 21, 2071

	
Chapter 1. We’re at War

	A typical city, circa 2028, was composed of nearly wall-to-wall concrete and glass. In distressed areas, chunks of buildings had broken off and were left forgotten on the ground. Old churches still stood, but many were abandoned and crumbling.

	Cities were populated with emotionless people dressed in shapeless, dull-colored clothing. They moved about in a quiet, orderly fashion.

	Military police were everywhere; standing on corners, marching in teams, driving jeeps and tanks. 

	It was in such a city, the American Capitol of Washington D.C., that Olivia Savage walked alone in a downtown neighborhood full of sterile office buildings. 

	The image of her husband, General Brock Savage, projected from her handheld and hovered before her.  Even as a holograph, his handsome image radiated strength and confidence. 

	“What is it, Olivia? I’m busy.”

	“I just want to know when you’ll be home.”

	He didn’t have time to waste on niceties, and was equally used to giving commands in his public and private life. “I’m a General. We’re at war. I’ll be home when I’m home.”

	Olivia’s shoulders hunched a bit. “Of course. I’m sorry, Brock. I just miss you, and-”

	His image dissolved into thin air before she could finish her sentence.

	Numbness. Pain in the chest. As had become Olivia’s unconscious habit, she pulled out a slim strand of her limp hair. 

	It was admittedly difficult to love a man who took pride in dominating others, herself included. He could be a bully, no mistake. Maybe even a monster. But for the last eight years, he had been her monster. She could rely on him for certain things, even a monstrously insatiable sort of physical affection. And affection was something she had gone without for most of her life. 

	Her parents had nurtured her brain and little else. They were both professors who raised Olivia to be educated in the subjects of history, economics, and social science. 

	When she was growing up, they were usually so busy with their own research projects, they had little time for fun, or hugs. 

	As Olivia strolled down the street, a bitter memory arose: crawling into her mother’s lap only to be pushed off. The image of her mother’s face, searching for any softness or warmth there, finding none in that moment, it was clear she had once again interrupted her mother’s deep thoughts. She was nothing but an annoying distraction. 

	Without realizing it, Olivia pulled out another strand of her hair. How many times had she had an experience like that? With her mother, with other people, with Brock?

	But unlike her parents, Brock had made up for it in the times he was so affectionate. One thing she was sure of, he did enjoy their lovemaking. He appreciated the odd contrast between her restrained demeanor and the wild creature she could become. They both enjoyed that, and surprised even themselves with what others might have judged an unlikely passion; for some reason they were able to satisfy one another’s deepest desires.

	After seven years of marriage to one of the most powerful men in America, she still admired his self-assuredness and reveled in his masculine attention when he was home. But she knew she had trouble discerning her own feelings when she caught herself saying things designed just to please him. 

	Before Brock, she had been a rather confident young woman, self-assured in her intellect, if not in her appearance. Olivia knew he would return, eventually, eager to get back in bed with her. Would she ever have the strength to resist? 

	She was glad they had no children. He was always gone, and, like her own mother, she was not exactly the nurturing type. 

	Despite her mousy exterior, native intelligence burned inside Olivia like a flame, along with its flickering companion: an idealistic wish for humankind to evolve out of its devotion to violence. She may not be very maternal, but she had tremendous compassion for the human race.

	Olivia was jolted out of her reverie by a woman’s shrill voice echoing down a nearby alley. “I’m talking about peace!”

	She was shocked to hear the forbidden word, “Peace,” shouted so loudly and freely, even amplified electronically. 

	Like a nervous yet curious cat, Olivia took cautious steps through the narrow dark alleyway toward a sliver of sunlight. She heard the same amplified voice, louder this time. “How long have these wars been going on?” 

	An un-amplified voice shouted back, “Seems like forever!”

	Olivia reached a clearing that had once been a small park. Sunlight could barely reach through the densely packed structures surrounding the square where only a few hardy weeds survived. A dangling burnt-out bulb hung over the back door of the oldest office building.

	Olivia was surprised to find a group of brave souls clustered around an unusually boisterous woman, who shouted back through her microphone, “Exactly!”

	Instead of the typical ponytail, her hair was long and unruly, with graying roots. Instead of a tan smock, she wore a bright t-shirt adorned with colorful swirls.

	“A wise man once said, ‘Violence is the last refuge of the incompetent.’ Whatever happened to diplomacy? Talking it out?”

	An old man feeding pigeons with his grandson turned and shouted, “Put a muzzle on it, Hippie!”

	“What’s a ‘Hippie’?” asked his grandson.

	“A nasty troublemaker.” The old man hustled the innocent child away down the alley.  

	Jeeps rumbled through the street behind Olivia and she waved frantically for the speaker’s attention, pointing down the alley behind her. “Someone could hear you!”

	In response, the woman shouted into the mic. “She just told me to be quiet. It's ‘not safe.’ You want me to shut up?!”

	Shouts of “No!” and “No way!” echoed through the crowd.

	Olivia hurried to the strange woman and spoke to her in a quiet urgent voice. “You can't talk like that. It's too dangerous. You're putting all these people at risk.”

	The woman just smiled, then brought the microphone back to her mouth. “You want me to keep telling the truth, right? Because when good people say and do nothing, evil wins!”

	The small crowd roared and Olivia stared at her. She finally responded in a half-whisper, “You’re right.”

	As was inevitable, military police responding to the noise came marching down the narrow alley. One officer snatched the microphone, while another snapped handcuffs on Olivia’s wrists.

	“Wait!” she cried, but the officers unceremoniously picked up both Olivia and the speaker, carried them down the alley, and threw them into two separate jeeps. More officers vigorously questioned the small group of witness-participants to the female-led insurrection.

	That evening, Olivia found herself sitting in the corner of a dimly-lit jail cell, head in her hands. As she pulled at a few strands of her hair, she wondered how she had gotten herself into such an untoward predicament.

	A jail guard who felt privately sympathetic to the nerdy woman in his keep, addressed Olivia through the bars. “Time to go, Cinderella.”

	She exited the enormous government penal building with a huge sigh of relief. Waiting for her were three friends, all dressed in similar drab clothes with their hair pulled back in the requisite ponytails. Nothing like this had ever happened to any of them, and they were understandably concerned.

	Dimple-cheeked Betty White burst out, “I can’t believe this happened to you!”

	Sigrun Jones was tall and blond as a Viking, and the only one of the four women who dared use a touch of lipstick. After giving Olivia a hug, she burst out in frustration, “Of all people!”

	The four women piled into Sigrun’s sedan and she pulled around the corner from the police building before no-nonsense corporate CEO Jody Manager dared to inquire, “What did happen?”

	“Just listening to some woman talk,” Olivia answered. “I didn’t do anything.”

	“That sounds dangerous,” said Betty, and her other two friends nodded agreement. 

	“What were you thinking?!” asked Sigrun.

	“I was curious, that’s all.”

	Jody tried to talk sense to their friend, “Olivia. You know better. They could have made you ‘disappear.’”

	“Let’s get some oxygen,” suggested Sigrun.

	Jody nodded. “Good idea,” she said, and Sigrun quickly drove off.

	The Ozone Oxygen Bar had the ambiance of an old sports bar with comfy couches and large screens all around the room.

	Oxygen tanks were stored behind a white marble bar in the center of the room, with tubes to little stations lined up on top of the bar. The user could plug in their mask and select scents like lavender or orange to mix with their oxygen. 

	The friends were seated along one side of the bar, inhaling deeply from their oxygen masks. 

	Betty White was a sweet housewife, the nurturing mother of two. Ever-concerned about the well-being of those close to her, she carefully removed her mask to inquire, “How are you feeling now, Olivia?”

	Olivia nodded as she took another hit of oxygen.

	A commercial popped onto all the screens around the bar. The overly-enthusiastic slick-haired pitchman called out, “Ladies, this practical ensemble wears so well. One size fits all! And it comes in a variety of colors: charcoal, mushroom, and refried bean!”

	Sigrun was still a free-thinker of a sort. She was the owner of the last remaining lingerie company, Secret Victoria, and the commercial enraged her. “Primetime drab gets on the air, and I can't even display my own mannequins!”

	“At least you’re your own boss. I’m the CEO and they still expect me to get their coffee,” Jody quipped. 

	“But the sin taxes are killing me. What's wrong with showing a curve or two? I want the cleavage back on every magazine cover. Isn't anyone else sick of these potato sacks?”

	“You seem to make do,” noted Jody with a nod at the pink lace peeping from the top of Sigrun’s baggy blouse. 

	“This is nothing. Why don't you drop by Secret Victoria?”

	“Maybe Abelard would like to see me in something new?” Betty asked shyly. 

	Sigrun nodded. “Of course he would.”

	With a blast of horns from a marching band, a military parade marched onto the giant screens. 

	“Marshall is so anxious since he's been back from the front, he's making me nervous,” said Jody.

	“Hasn't he been getting enough?” Sigrun inquired. 

	“Yes, Sigrun, we do it practically every night. The problem is, he still thinks he's at war. I can't even get him to take his helmet off.”

	“Please don’t talk about sex. I don't even know when Brock's coming home,” Olivia said sadly.

	“Speak of the devil.” Sigrun nodded toward the screen closest to them.

	On the news, Brock Savage was proudly leading the parade. 

	“Isn't that Brock?” asked Betty.

	They all watched the screen as a young round-faced woman in a raspberry-colored beret emerged from the crowd and ran up to Brock. 

	News cameras went in tight for close ups as the girl threw her arms around Brock’s neck, and he responded with a passionate French-kiss.

	Surrounded by her husband’s indiscretion on all the Ozone Oxygen Bar’s large screens, Olivia’s mouth fell open and her face turned bright red.

	On the news, the young woman now grabbed Brock's posterior in her hand and he shamelessly gave her breast a squeeze.

	Betty, Jody and Sigrun gaped at the screen and stole embarrassed glances at Olivia. She had both hands on her head and was pulling out small chunks of hair on each side.

	Waiting for her to say something, they each took a blast of oxygen.

	Olivia finally blurted out, “I've had it with this war!” 

	Jody put a comforting arm around her friend.

	“We're supposed to be evolved beings by now,” Olivia ranted.

	“Maybe we'd better go,” suggested Betty.

	“Yeah, I've had enough oxygen for one night,” Jody agreed.

	The other patrons at the Ozone were getting
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