ERROL P. COHEN



Repairing the World

By
Errol P. Cohen

&

Strategic Book Publishing and Rights Co.



Copyright © 2014 Errol P. Cohen. All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by
any means, graphic, electronic, or mechanical, including photocopying,
recording, taping, or by any information storage retrieval system, without
the permission, in writing, of the publisher.

Registration number TXU 1-868-781

Strategic Book Publishing and Rights Co.
12620 FM 1960, Suite A4-507

Houston TX 77065

www.sbpra.com

ISBN: 978-1-63135-495-3

Design: Dedicated Book Services (www.netdbs.com)

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either
are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any
resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or locales is entirely
coincidental.



Preface

This book describes military and intellectual battles for
treasures and ancient religious scrolls. There are also battles
for technical information between intelligent, innovative
and ruthless adversaries. Special Ops funded by private
individuals confront age old wrongs. There are intriguing
characters and unique situations at hand in almost every
chapter. But the story has an undertone of responsibility, a
lesson of taking action.

Most of us sit on our behinds and watch other people’s
lives. We read the newspapers, the internet news, watch TV
and seldom enter into the fray. We are aghast as millions of
children are near starvation with no food on the horizon to
save them. We shed a tear as soldiers back from our country’s
wars sit under bridges with a few torn clothes not warm
enough to keep them from freezing. No one seems to be able
to find these hurting people, many of whom suffer from Post-
Traumatic Stress Syndrome. Billions of dollars per week are
spent for attacking enemies. Yet, no satisfactory assistance
exists for the mentally and physically injured returning
warriors. Shame just seems to roll off the backs of sociopaths.
Zero compassion is how their balance sheets read. Look up
the definition of a sociopath. It applies to many legislators
when it comes to spending part of the budget, your money,
to prioritize assistance for the most needy and deserving in
our lands.

So what do we do? First, we must learn to recognize
sophistry. Then learn to think. Read different points of view.
Then decide who is tricking you and what your reactions
will be.

No one can see the children slave and sex trades and be
impassionate about saving these kids. Every one shakes their
collective heads about wealthy corporations and individuals
who control our lives with their mammoth resources. Does
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life have such a low bar of meaning that we can’t find a used
jacket for just one shivering soldier or child? You don’t need
to be Warren Buffet to do that.

There are good people who are as wealthy as the “Robber
Barons” we see screwing their way to wealth. They can start
to use wealth to save those who are less fortunate. People
like Warren Buffet and Bill and Linda Gates are already
preparing to leave the greatest portion of their fortunes to
better the world. Now that’s true class.

Those of you with ample resources can start a test school for
“Emotional Intelligence” and improve one neighbourhood’s
performance in schools and on the streets. If it works, then
expand. A small group in your church can adopt one grade
in a poor school to provide summer and winter clothes that
are desperately needed.

Stay within the law and anonymously report criminals
who control your home turf. Be secretive and anonymous
and the police will accommodate you. Improve your cribs.

If your religion keeps poor people having children who
can’t feed them, ask to let them practice birth control. That
law is clearly a misinterpretation of the word of God. God
positively does not want children starving and dying in pain
because their parents think they must have as many children
as they can procreate. You say God is just and kind? Then
help Him undo such wrongs.

It will never harm you in His eyes to be compassionate.
You say you don’t believe in God? Then help your fellow
human beings.

I hope you enjoy this book. You will enter into the very
real world of good versus evil on many exciting levels. Huge
stakes are involved. Organizations of unthinkable wealth and
evil are confronted. People are torn between self-interest and
positive action.

When you’re finished with this book, try a meaningful life!
You only need to spend the time and money you can spare.
Approach only what you can handle. It won’t interfere with
your job or main life style. Then sit back and smile because
by the end of your life, you mattered.
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CHAPTER 1

O Simon Magnus, and your wicked tribe!

Rapacious brutes who take the things of God

That ought to be the brides of righteousness,

And then make them debauch themselves for gold.”
—Dante Alighieri, The Divine Comedy

Paris, France, the meeting room of the
Brotherhood, 7:26 PM Local Time.

If you were having an out of body experience and floating
above this very corporate board room, you would surmise
that this corporation’s profits were excessive, even by oil
company standards. The ceilings are antique gold foil
with hand worked embossing. The walls are covered with
alternating fourteenth century tapestries and sixteenth
century paintings by the finest European masters. The
mammoth center table and matching hand carved chairs are
made from dark Cherry wood with subtle golden Oak inlays.
An ancient quartz skull sits on a wall platform just under
an amulet made of gold, quartz crystal and what looks like
a type of titanium alloy. These two hang on the wall behind
the head of the table. The amulet is a rough triangle. Its base
is approximately one meter and its height is about one half
meter. Both these strange artifacts have been dated by oral
legend and assorted dating processes at between nine and
eleven thousand years in age.

A time period when our self-assured archaeologists are
positive that such artifacts could not have been produced.
They say that no such advanced civilization existed before
the Stone Age or even in the subsequent series of metal
defined ages. They can’t explain why the age tests were in
error; but, they assure us that they are. Of course, visitors
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from another universe are a ludicrous option. These experts
say man could not have tooled these artifacts, and there is
no proof aliens were ever here. Thus, they claim these items
are frauds based on the absence of acceptable proof to the
contrary. Speaking of proof, how long will it be until these
self-important professionals acknowledge that extrapolation
from abstract data by them does not constitute the absolute
truth. How long will they disdain and ignore the findings
of any one they consider nonprofessional? How long will
they ignore stories of ships from the North Atlantic trading
with Mediterranean people thousands of years before these
experts have acknowledged the first civilization? Stories of
world destroying floods, volcanic and meteoric cataclysms
are told without the admission that we know so little about
what was lost or destroyed by such disasters. When the
great super land continent Pangaea split into the several
continents which comprise our present world, new coastlines
were born along with new flora and fauna which adapted to
these coastlines. Other such movements happen frequently
geologically speaking. What did we lose with these tectonic
plate adjustments? Were there civilizations that existed
without our knowledge? Were they lost? Were we required
to start over as farmers, and hunter—gatherers again and
again? What rests undiscovered at the bottom of the oceans
is most likely beyond the scope of any current Archeological
theory.

The two ancient “wall decorations” were uncovered in
the early nineteenth century at separate digs in what is now
Bolivia. The area was once believed to be under Mayan
influence. Because our professional friends conclude that
they must be a hoax, the relics received little notice and less
study. Further, the inscription on the bottom portion of the
amulet is in an unknown writing which then seems to repeat
the message again in three types of languages attributed to
Sumerian cuneiform, Egyptian hieroglyphics and an archaic
Hebrew alphabet. “Preposterous”, cry the experts.
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The best attempts at a translation by those working for
the private society which now owns these artifacts reads:
“The Skull informs the Amulet and the Amulet informs the
worthy.”

There are twenty five men sitting around the huge table.
All are dressed in “superior to Armani” suits, as their tailors
are prone to brag. A male secretary slash body guard sits
directly behind each principal. These men, however, do
wear “Armani” suits. Every suit is black or navy with the
appropriate power tie. Not a brown suit in the house. Only
one woman is present. This was quite obviously not going to
be a conference for promotion of egalitarian rights.

A one eyed Chinese gentleman, his left glass eye vacant
of emotion, leaned near his North Korean counterpart’s ear
and whispered, “Have you ever seen so many round eyes at
one single table?”

The North Korean chortled, “Not since I directed the
torture and rape of an interloping Baptist missionary group
last July.”

Across the table, the Colombian representative grunted
in Spanish to his compatriot from Venezuela, “Did the
Colombian team win last night? I was having sex with two
teen sisters and missed the game. [ had $100,000 on them to
beat Brazil.”

“No, no.” retorted the surprised Venezuelan. “The score
was three to nada in favor of Brazil. Columbia was never in
the game.”

“Damn pussy team!” The Colombian contorted his face in
disgust as he bit his cigar in half and turned to his aide. “Have
three members of this chicken hearted loser team disappear:
One coach assistant and two players. And make sure their
teammates understand why their friends went away.” He
then crushed his now two piece cigar in the ash tray, one
piece with each hand. “Away forever! It will be an abject
lesson that those really in power don’t tolerate slackers and
underachievers.”
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Several spots down the table, a Mafia leader from Chicago
motioned to the Russian in the adjacent seat to come nearer.
“How ya doing Leon? You got a few boys available to teach
a Mayor and his wife a lesson in loyalty? I can’t be tied to
this in any way because I’m the campaign chairman for his
reelection.” His eyes rolled toward the top of his bushy brow
and steeply sloping forehead. “Not to mention the fact that
I’m Godfather to their son.”

“Of course, dear comrade, what are friends for if not to
help out in pinch? Pretty good command of two of your
colloquialisms in one sentence, no?”

“Colli-low what?”

“That’s OK, comrade. Yes, I can help.”

A tall, black haired man with wide shoulders and a face
that took on a perpetual sneer walked in the front door and
stood at the head of the table. He held up his impeccably
manicured left hand. He is a double for Alan Rickman, the
actor who plays Professor Snape of “Harry Potter” fame. His
name is Simon Thanger. All small talk ceased immediately.
He nods to two men standing in front of the solid brass
double door at the entry way.

One man is a short, very wide black man. His name is
Tukay Bardinga and he has killed more men in Somali than
most people smile at during a given year. The other was
Garus Geranini. He was a tall, sinewy man of Mediterranean
descent. His hands were tattooed and his face was scarred
and pocked from a combination of childhood illness and
too many knife fights. Each of these men sported a facial
expression based on years of practiced intimidation. Both
loved to create pain in others and did so at every excuse.
Each now waved to the line of guards on their side of the
room. These men checked the huge locks on the bullet proof
windows and the digital read outs on the anti-sound detection
devises. They nodded to their head men.

Thanger smiled ever so slightly and surveyed the table.
This group could represent a mini United Nations. But, these
men represented heads of crime organizations, not nations.
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Four from the Orient, four from Europe, a total of five from
Central, South and North America, four from the Middle
East, three from Africa and four clandestine representatives
with ties to major religious organizations. This organization’s
engine ran on brute force. They were evil by any definition.

As he began to speak, the head man gestured with his
right hand while keeping his left on a miniature crystal
skull identical to the one on the wall behind him. The only
difference between the two was that the larger one had
been carved from quartz crystal in an unidentified manner
and was thousands of years older than its modern table top
counterpart.

The dark clad leader spoke in a voice right out of a school
for news broadcasters. “Each of you represents a significant
faction of our Brotherhood. We have endeavored to control,
and have succeeded in controlling, more than half the world’s
population over two millennium. Our revered predecessors
have kept the world balance from tipping to the favor of
our goody-two-shoes adversaries. And it has not always
been easy. Thus, each time a religious or political force has
developed into a threat to our control, we have infiltrated it
and slanted its original concepts to our purposes.”

“As some of you know, there are several organizations
similar to the news star Bilderberg group. Groups like
that really do control most of our world. These groups are
comprised of international corporations and people of great
wealth and influence. They are loosely affiliated yet effective.
They focus on elections and clandestinely support one party
or the other. That’s typically the conservative party, the status
quo. As far as any outsider or reporter knows, I attend the
meetings of these organizations as a trusted server of drinks,
a waiter.” He laughed, “Thus, I am never questioned by
reporters. Once I am inside the meetings, I represent our
organization. We are the arm that does things that must be
done, but to which the other members can’t be associated.”

He unconsciously washed his hands as though there
were soap and water. “For those of you who care about
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philosophical aspects of our group, we do not believe that
any God, whoever or whatever He or She may be, interferes
in daily personal events. No one watches the individuals on
Earth and then takes action to interfere or judge who should
win wars or sporting contests. The North won the American
Civil war because they had more resources and men. The
U.S. and Allies won over Germany for the same reasons. And
football players score goals or touchdowns because they’re
skilled and fast, not because God loves their school better.
We act to maintain control over people and thereby earn
large sums of money to enjoy our stay here in this Dodo land.
Karma notwithstanding, please note that bad things happen
as frequently to good people as to us. Point made?”

“Now! Our primary goal as of today is to find the treasures
which have been detailed in recently uncovered two thousand
year old scrolls. The information is an extension of the copper
scroll found among the Dead Sea Scrolls. Any additional
scrolls we find may either lead us to treasures or be valuable
themselves for the content. We especially seek one partial
scroll on the initiation of Jesus into a mystery religion.
Legend has it, Jesus supposedly reveals that Earth is a literal
hell for reasons that only God understands. Of course, we
already know this. It’s the basis for our organization. If this
scroll gets in the wrong hands and is validated, some of our
best paying religious allies may have some problems.”

Thanger brought two bottles of water from under the table.
“Now, our secondary goal is to uncover the secrets of the
Skull and Amulet which have been in our possession since
we acquired them by shooting four so called holy men in the
late 1800’s. We need to more clearly understand their value
and use.”

He paused to unseal and sip some Perrier water, “To my
knowledge we are the only ones who have been investigating
the process by which we can open communication paths
between the Skull and the Amulet.” He motioned with his
chin to a professorial looking group at the far end of the table.
“Which our highly paid top scientists, crack researchers and
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archaeologists say may unleash the most advanced scientific
data that human kind has ever dreamed of” He shook his
fist in the direction of the scientists. “BUT WE ARE NOT
THERE YET!”

He paused and again glanced toward the section of the
table where the scientific mercenaries sat shaking in their
$ 1500 shoes. “But we do EXPECT progress, and SOON!”

Everyone took a moment to concentrate on their drinks as
they sipped their coffee or water.

“We are called disciples of the Dark One when we know
there is no ‘Dark One’; but, rather the dark many. Fortunately,
we prosper because our opposition mostly talks while we
act!”

He took a deep breath and rose to his full six foot four inch
height. He leaned forward onto the table. “Gentlemen, we
need a comprehensive plan and fail safe backup by which we
eliminate even the possibility that the other side will defeat
us in achieving these goals. Thus, I need to inventory our up
to date resources. Offers please!”

A thin, intense man of mixed Korean/ Japanese lineage
rose to his full height of five foot five inches and bowed
toward the head man. Chen Ye spoke, “Thanger, San. Please
allow me to offer our atomic resources as one aspect of your
planning. We can utilize our contacts in North Korea, Russia
and Iran and come up with two or three small dirty nuclear
weapons.”

Thanger bowed in return, but remained silent. He surveyed
the balance of the table’s huge span.

A heavy set Mafioso Don from Charlotte, NC in the
United States stood. His organization controlled much of the
drug laundering and white slavery in North America. “I have
access to financial resources that have deep pockets. Please
allow us to join with you in developing the plans.”

Thanger nodded consent.

A swarthy man in military garb and Arabic head cloth
stood. “We have stashes of biological weapons from our
dear, recently departed brother from Iragq. We also have
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trained men who can carry out any mission. These are at
your disposal. Of course, we wish to work with our North
Korean brothers to purchase some of their atomic weapon
knowledge.”

The North Korean held up his index finger and smiled.
This time Thanger waved his finger in non-consent. “These
chemical and biological weapons are too unpredictable and
too easily traced. But I will hear any plan that keeps us
anonymous. Just think well before you waste my time.”

A huge mass of a man sitting in a chair away from the
main table raised his hand. He stood over six feet nine inches
and weighed well over 370 pounds of pure bone and muscle.
His physique was obviously the result of a body building
program. His face was clean shaven, with a flat brow, sunken
brown eyes and the mouth and lip expression of a mentally
challenged soul.

“Not now Jimmy.” snapped Thanger.

“But, Simon, I wanted to give you my pogo stick so you
can—" the man-child complained in a whispered bass voice.

An oriental woman with high defined cheek bones and
wide shoulders on a tall, lean body walked smoothly over
to Jimmy. As she passed the window letting in brilliant
rays of sun, her thin dress revealed a body in need of no
supporting undergarments. She spoke into Jimmy’s ear. He
bowed his head and was silent. He always obeyed Mahjonge.
She spelled her name wrong so that all knew she was not a
game. She was bright and damn dangerous. No one laughed
or even looked as though they would smirk. Jimmy was
the younger brother of their leader and as such had special
privileges. He was always with either his older brother or
the lithe Oriental woman. He served his brother as well
in physical confrontations as the lithe Oriental lady did in
Thanger’s bedroom fantasies. The older Thanger kept Jimmy
busy carrying out low level garroting orders. This year the
number of sexual visitations by Mahjonge were running
neck and neck (no pun please) with the number of Jimmy’s
garrote appointments.
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Thanger nodded to the Oriental woman. He pushed his
hands palms up toward the ceiling as the sign for all to rise.
Everyone rose at the beckoning of the head man. Thanger
then unconsciously caressed the skull at his left hand as his
compatriots faced its larger sister and amulet on the wall.
All stood and raised their left hands in what, under different
circumstances, could have been a Mel Brooks’ parody of the
“Producers” Heil Hitler salute. Unfortunately, these were
mean spirited sociopaths and were incapable of little that
engendered laughter. They placed their fisted right hands
over their hearts. There was nothing humorous in their tone.

“The skull informs the amulet and the Amulet informs the
worthy.



