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PART ONE - CHALLENGES
Ch1- Rivers of Life.

In the 1970s, young Rick Simpson’s life along the Swartkops River was as full of adventure

as the winding waters of the river itself. Perched up on the cliffs in Blue Water Bay, his
family home on Riverside Drive gave Rick a panoramic view of the river mouth and the
small riverside settlement of Amsterdamhoek below. Rick’s world was a mix of school life,
family traditions, and the endless outdoor adventures that the river provided.

Rick’s father, George, who taught mechanical engineering at the Port Elizabeth Technikon,
spent weekends teaching Rick how to manage his small yacht, an “Optimist” he had built
himself. The Optimist was perfect for Rick to learn the ropes of sailing in the protected
waters of the Swartkops River, and Rick took to it as naturally as breathing. His younger
brothers, Tony and Chris, were his constant companions, and together they explored every
bend of the river, venturing up into the quieter stretches where reeds brushed the water and
seagulls darted through the sky.

Fishing was central to the Simpson family life. Often, Rick and his brothers would wake up
early with their father to go out on their boat, carrying simple rods and bait made of river
prawns or bits of squid, ready to reel in a catch. Rick’s mother, Lyn, a remedial teacher, was
just as eager to cook their catch, balancing her love of teaching with the thrill of the cooking,
which she would impart onto Rick. Family meals were often built around the sea’s offerings,
with freshly caught fish and, occasionally, an octopus or a bucket of prawns that George had
pulled in.

Sundays were the highlight of each week when the Simpson family would join Rick’s Uncle
Bunny and his family, comprising their Aunty Merle and his two cousins, Lyn and Jenni,
from Dispatch, for a day of getting together at Uncle Bunny’s house which often included a
hearty seekosbraai or “seafood braai.” The air would be filled with the sizzling of fish and
the aroma of garlic butter dripping over freshly caught mussels, all cooked on the coals or in
a potjie. Under Bunny’s watchful eye, the cousins would share stories of their catches, try to
outdo each other with tales of daring river adventures, and laugh as they ate by the warmth
of the fire under the vast South African sky.

For Rick, the river was more than a stretch of water; it was a place where he learned to read
the wind, predict the weather, and steer through life’s currents, much like he navigated his
Optimist through the tides. The Swartkops River shaped his boyhood and taught him the
rhythms of nature — timeless lessons that would stay with him, flowing as steadily as the
river itself.

On certain weekends, the Simpson family would load their station wagon with supplies,
including a breakfast braai set, and venture out to the brickfields along the Swartkops River.



These outings, full of anticipation, began in the soft light of early morning. Rick, filled with
excitement, would cast his line into the river, hopeful for a good catch. But when the fish
proved elusive, his curiosity and adventurous spirit would draw him away from the
riverbank to explore the rugged mud cliffs that bordered the area.

The cliffs, with their layers of sediment and centuries-old secrets, were a playground for
discovery. Rick would spend hours hunting through the scree at the cliff base, where fallen
rocks and debris hid traces of ancient life. Each fossil he found was a source of wonder,
sparking questions that pulled him deeper into contemplation. The intricate shells,
impressions of prehistoric plants, and hints of creatures long extinct were mysteries that felt
both thrilling and puzzling.

One of the most profound moments of these explorations was the realization they brought
him: a question that challenged his understanding of the world. The existence of fossils
stirred in Rick a nagging inquiry about the stories they told versus the narratives found in
the Bible. He began to wonder why these ancient remnants, which so clearly spoke of an
earth much older than he’d been taught, were not represented in the Biblical accounts he
had grown up with. This question, simple yet profound, planted the seed of doubt and
wonder that would later shape his spiritual journey. It was the first time Rick considered
that perhaps the stories he had taken as complete might not hold all the answers.

These experiences by the river, surrounded by the quiet of nature and the whispers of
history embedded in stone, set Rick on a path of deeper questioning and exploration that
would resonate throughout his life. The weekends at the Swartkops River were not just
family outings; they were the start of a quest for greater understanding, laying the
groundwork for a spiritual and intellectual journey that would unfold in unexpected ways.

Rick’s childhood was enriched by the vivid experiences of family holidays, framed by the
natural beauty and tranquility of The Island at the mouth of the Great Brak River. His
parents, both educators, cherished their school holidays, making it a tradition to gather their
family and head to the coastal haven where Rick’s grandmother, Isabelle, resided. Nestled
between the sparkling Outeniqua Mountains and the blue expanse of the Indian Ocean, The
Island was a special retreat, filled with the echo of laughter and the warm embrace of the
African sun.

The river, flowing down from the mountainous terrain, would split at its mouth to encircle
the island, creating an idyllic setting. Rick’s grandfather, Oupa HG Simpson, played an
essential role in shaping this treasured community. As the Town Engineer of Great Brak
River, he was instrumental in planning and developing The Island into a picturesque
residential enclave. What once was untamed land was transformed under his vision into a
peaceful neighborhood where families could create lifelong memories.



Days on The Island were defined by simple, joyful pursuits. Fishing trips on the calm river
waters would often yield catches that were grilled and shared during breezy afternoon
meals. Swimming in the cool, clear waters of the river was both refreshing and thrilling,
offering an adventure that Rick embraced with his characteristic energy. Sunbathing on the
golden beaches, with the rhythmic crash of waves and the scent of salt in the air, became a
cherished pastime.

Boating was another staple activity. Rick’s family would paddle leisurely along the
meandering course of the river, the gentle current offering a perfect backdrop for stories and
laughter. The landscape itself felt alive: dense greenery framed the water, and bird calls
added to the symphony of nature that surrounded them.

This combination of family, nature, and the shared experiences at The Island not only
marked an idyllic chapter of Rick’s youth but instilled a lifelong love for the outdoors and a
deep appreciation for the simple joys of life by the water's edge.



Ch 2 - Scouting

At age 10, Rick began an adventure that would leave a profound impact on his life. His parents,
understanding the value of discipline and camaraderie, enrolled him in the Saint Croix Sea
Scout Group. Nestled along the scenic banks of the Swartkops River at the meeting point of
Amsterdam Hoek and Tipper’s Creek roads, this location served as the perfect backdrop for
cultivating skills in boating, camping, and outdoor activities. The river’s gentle currents and the
lush surroundings set the stage for countless learning experiences and memorable moments.

Rick’s natural enthusiasm and dedication soon propelled him through the ranks. Starting as an
eager young Scout, he quickly took on more responsibility, first as a Patrol Leader and later as
the Troop Leader of the Saint Croix Group. These leadership roles demanded commitment and
ingenuity, qualities that Rick embodied fully. His relentless pursuit of excellence earned him
numerous merit badges and accolades, culminating in the prestigious Springbok Scout Award.
Not stopping there, Rick’s efforts were further recognized when he attained the Chief Scout’s
Award, the pinnacle of achievement in South African Scouting.

Integral to Rick’s development were the various leadership programs he attended, most notably
the PLTU (Patrol Leader Training Unit) training. This program honed his abilities in team
management, decision-making, and resilience, preparing him for greater challenges. Such was
his passion for leadership that he returned to PLTU as an instructor, imparting knowledge to the
next generation of Scouts and reinforcing his own skills.

During his school years, he embraced numerous leadership opportunities, establishing himself
as a natural leader. He served as the Captain of the Boys’ 1st Hockey Team, arole that
demanded both strategic thinking and team cohesion. As Chairman of the Debating Club, he
honed his public speaking skills and developed a deep appreciation for intellectual discourse.
His commitment to service extended beyond the classroom, as he also actively contributed to
the Student Christian Association and the Nomads Adventurers Club, playing a pivotal role in
both organizations.

It was at Pearson High School where he undertook a personal and spiritual journey, reading the
Bible cover to cover, deepening his understanding of faith and its impact on his life. His
leadership journey continued outside of academics, as he participated in military training cadet
camps, where he further developed discipline, teamwork, and resilience. This experience
culminated in his leadership position within the local school cadet corps, where he guided and
mentored his peers, further solidifying his reputation as a leader with integrity and vision.

In a determined effort to further broaden his skill set, his father took a proactive step by
enrolling him in night classes for Coastal Navigation at the Technikon of Port Elizabeth during his
final year of school. It was 1983, and Rick found himself juggling two significant academic



commitments—his final year of matric and the demanding coursework of the Technikon
program. His days were filled with school lessons, while his nights were spent mastering the
complexities of navigation, learning the vital skills required for maritime safety and travel.

What makes this period even more remarkable is that Rick sat for his final Technikon exam the
day before his official matric exam. This exceptional feat, undertaken with determination and
discipline, technically resulted in Rick receiving a post-matric qualification even before
completing his high school diploma—an extraordinary achievement that was a testament to his
focus, commitment, and ability to balance multiple challenges at once. His ability to excel in
both realms is a testament to his exceptional work ethic, setting the stage for a future marked by
both academic and personal achievements.

The discipline and confidence Rick gained from these formative years proved invaluable when

he faced the next chapter of his life: military conscription. His experiences with the Sea Scouts
and at school had equipped him not just with practical skills but with a resilient spirit, capable
of leading others and facing adversity head-on.



Ch3 - Navy Days

After completing his studies at Pearson High School, Rick’s journey took a dramatic turn when,
like all white male citizens of South Africa at the time, he was conscripted into the South African
Defense Force (SADF) under the mandatory conscription policy in 1983. This period was marked
by significant political turmoil and the shadow of Apartheid, a system that heavily controlled
and censored the flow of information to the white populace. Within these communities,
knowledge of the true extent of the government’s brutal suppression and the struggles of the
black majority was scarce. Instead, the narrative propagated by the state emphasized a looming
communist threat, justifying the call for military defense of the nation’s borders and the
suppression of uprisings.

Rick reported for duty at the Port Elizabeth Train Station, where young men were gathered and
transported to their assigned bases. His destination was Saldanha Bay, a site known for rigorous
Naval Basic Training. For six months, Rick endured intense physical and mental challenges that
tested his endurance and resilience. His time as a Scout had prepared him well, enabling him to
excel during this arduous period.

Recognized for his exceptional performance, Rick was handpicked to join an elite group of 21
servicemen forming a specialized Harbor Protection Unit, known as the 111 HPU. This unit was
tasked with safeguarding key naval harbors, an essential element of national security during
turbulent times. The crew underwent further specialized training at Scala Barracks on Red Hill in
Simonstown, where they faced grueling exercises, including strenuous physical drills at
Scarborough Beach including the running down and up the steep hill that connected the base to
the shoreline.

After another six months of specialization, the Harbor Protection Unit was disbanded into
smaller teams and deployed across various strategic naval locations. Rick received his
assignment at Richards Bay Harbor, where he joined the Namakura Boat Crew. This team was
responsible for patrolling the harbor and the surrounding estuary, ensuring the security of South
Africa’s important maritime infrastructure. Through these experiences, Rick’s military service
laid the groundwork for the personal and ideological transformations that would unfold as he
later became aware of the deeper truths behind South Africa’s troubled history and the human
cost of the policies he once served.

On the night of December 31, 1983, Rick was jolted awake by the sharp sound of glass
shattering. For a moment, he couldn’t quite place what had happened. But then, his senses
sharpened, and he saw the glow through his eyelids—the unmistakable flickering of flames. As
his eyes snapped open, his cabin was no longer the sanctuary it had been just moments before;
it was ablaze. The room was filling with thick, acrid smoke, and heat radiated from the walls.
Reality gripped him as he stumbled out of bed, avoiding a fiery plastic dripping from the roof and
walls that fell to the floor, setting more alight.



Without wasting a second, Rick sprinted from the cabin and toward the Naval Base Foyer, a
dimly lit hall with only one hope of salvation: the alarm handle. His heart raced as he gripped it,
winding it desperately. The deafening wail of the siren pierced the night, reverberating through
the naval base, alerting the crew and every soul within earshot of the catastrophe unfolding.
Rick’s mind raced, but all he could hear were the rising crackles of the fire, a relentless roar of
destruction.

The fire was spreading fast. The flames hungrily consumed the domestic accommodation units,
licking at the base's foundations as though determined to leave nothing untouched. Moments
later, the fire brigade arrived, their trucks screeching to a halt. But as the first firefighters
stepped from their rigs, an explosion sent shockwaves through the air. A steel trunk, tucked
securely under Rick’s bed, had begun to detonate.

The trunk had been a quiet, deadly secret—a cache of live ammunition, left over from a time
when the base's armory officer had been more interested in his drink than in properly securing
the base’s weapons. The man was hardly ever sober, and he could often be found in the local
bar, leaving the soldiers on base without proper access to their ammunition. In response, Rick
and the crew had decided to keep any extra rounds in their own cabins, just in case. They never
anticipated something like this.

As rounds of live .50 caliber Browning ammunition whizzed through the air with terrifying
velocity, those nearby ducked for cover. The sound of the rounds slicing through the night air
was deafening, and the ground shook as half-kilogram THT blocks—commonly known as scare
charges—exploded in violent bursts of fire and smoke. The firefighters scattered in panic,
knowing the ammunition was too volatile to approach. There was nothing they could do to put
out the flames as the explosive sounds echoed like thunder, the fire growing stronger with every
second.

The fire consumed everything in its path. The entire accommodation camp burned to the
ground, reduced to nothing but smoldering ruins. The aftermath was catastrophic.

In the days that followed, an inquiry was held to determine the cause of the disaster. It was clear
the negligence of the base’s armory officer had been a contributing factor. But it was Rick’s
actions that were also scrutinized—though he had been the one to sound the alarm and try to
rally the troops, the unthinkable had still happened. As a result of the inquiry, Rick was
reassigned to a new unit: the SAS Nautilus.

The ship, known as the SAS Naughty Lass, had a reputation for its renegade crew, sailors who
had earned the Navy’s ire with their less-than-ideal conduct. They were notorious
troublemakers, but for Rick, it was a new chapter. He had been thrustinto a crew that was just



as wild as the circumstances that had led him here. The fire may have taken everything from
him, but it also propelled him into a new, unpredictable life on the seas—one where loyalty, grit,
and survival would be tested at every turn. The Navy had given him a second chance, and he
intended to make it count.

On the SAS Naught-Lass, Rick’s life took on a new rhythm. As the DSB (Direct Support Boat)
Coxswain, he was entrusted with the small but crucial task of piloting the rubber duck, a nimble
and agile boat that was indispensable for man-overboard rescues and covert operations. Most
often, he found himself transporting reconnaissance soldiers to remote beaches under the
cover of darkness, their missions cloaked in secrecy. However, there was one routine operation
that had become all too familiar: navigating the boat to the rugged shores of the Ciskei region, a
place renowned for its prolific cannabis crops.

In the hidden corners of South Africa's coastal landscape, cannabis—locally known as Dagga or
Intsango grew abundantly. It was a region rich in untapped resources, and for the sailors on the
Naught-Lass, it became a regular trip to procure bags of Dagga to take back to the ship. The
crew, always looking for a way to unwind, had found their own brand of relaxation in the local
herb. What began as an illicit operation, a quiet trade of goods for recreation, soon became
another layer of the complex and ever-present tension in Rick's mind—a reminder of the
inequalities and hypocrisies within the system.

It was one particularly hazy Sunday morning that the crew was deep in a gun exercise, a ritual of
fire and spectacle. The operation involved throwing 200-liter drums overboard as makeshift
targets, then firing at them with the ship’s powerful .50 Browning machine guns until they sank
into the sea. They’d also launch rocket flares into the sky, only to shoot them down moments
later with the ship's 40mm-60mm anti-aircraft cannon, creating an eerie and thunderous
display of destruction. The men cheered and reveled in the chaos, but as they did so, the
helmsman at the wheel grew distracted by the excitement, not noticing how the gentle sea swell
was slowly pushing the ship’s nose toward the shore.

It was in the midst of this blind frenzy that disaster struck. As the crew fired off a barrage of
rounds, three 40mm-60mm anti-aircraft rounds sailed off course and plummeted through the
roof of a school on land. By some miracle, it was a Sunday, and no one was in the building. But
the image of those shells crashing through the roof lingered in Rick's mind, the sound of the
explosion haunting him. The thought that such recklessness, borne from an exercise meant to
strengthen the Navy, could have resulted in civilian casualties opened his eyes to the failings in
the system—how easily lives could be destroyed by those who had the power to control them.

On board, Rick’s awakening continued as he spent more time with his fellow sailors, a diverse
mix of African, white, and colored men—soldiers permanently assigned to the SAS Naughty-
Lass. These sailors, who navigated the complicated racial landscape of apartheid South Africa,
became Rick’s friends and mentors. They shared their stories, giving him glimpses into what it



meant to live under the regime as a person of color. Through their words, Rick began to see the
layers of systemic injustice woven into the fabric of his country.

As he learned more, Rick’s consciousness expanded. He started to understand the brutal
complexities of the apartheid system that not only oppressed those around him but was, in
many ways, also suffocating him. It was in the midst of this realization that Rick encountered his
first true catalyst for change: cannabis. Initially, it had been a means of escape—a way for the
crew to relax—but it soon became a symbol, a small rebellion against the constraints placed on
him. Cannabis was something the state had labeled illicit, yet it was freely growing and thriving
in a society that condemned its existence. It represented a defiance of the norms, a glimpse into
the possibility of resistance.

But it was the music of Rodriguez that truly began to shift Rick’s worldview. His song
Establishment Blues became a turning point, an anthem that spoke to the very heart of the
disillusionment Rick had begun to feel. The lyrics of Rodriguez’s haunting song resonated
deeply, highlighting the bleakness of the system and showing that even amidst oppression,
there was a way to fight back. The music became a bridge, a vehicle for Rick’s growing
ideology—an awakening to the power of music as a tool of resistance. Rodriguez's voice carried
the message that uprisings could be sparked, not with violence, but with the power of ideas, the
resonance of sound, and the unity of those who dared to question.

At the same time, Bob Marley’s revolutionary lyrics became another key influence, shaping
Rick’s evolving sense of purpose. Marley’s call for mental freedom and liberation from tyranny
fueled Rick’s desire for a world where the chains of oppression could be broken, not just for
those around him, but for humanity as a whole. The music, with its stirring calls for peace and
equality, planted the seeds of a larger vision—a quest to free humanity from the oppressive
systems of control that had governed them for so long.

Together, these elements—the illicit use of Dagga, the stories of his friends, and the music of
rebellion—transformed Rick. He began to see the truth not just about the apartheid system, but
about the systems of control that existed throughout the world. These influences ignited a fire
within him, a call for mental freedom, and a drive to see a world where tyranny and oppression
were no longer tolerated. The journey that began on the SAS Naught-Lass would eventually lead
him to question everything, to challenge the status quo, and to seek out a path toward
liberation—for himself and for those who still lived in the shadows of injustice.



Ch 4 - Hotel School

After completing his military service in the Navy, Rick set his sights on pursuing higher
education and enrolled in his second Technikon course at the prestigious Hotel School on the
Witwatersrand campus in Johannesburg. Immersing himself in the dynamic world of hospitality,
Rick eagerly absorbed every aspect of the service industry, with a particular focus on mastering
the intricacies of industrial catering. His entrepreneurial spirit shone through when he took the
initiative to launch the Hotel School tuck shop, a venture that quickly became a campus hub.

In 1988, Rick’s dedication and natural leadership earned him the role of academic
representative on the South African Hotel Students Association, where he advocated for
students and contributed to shaping academic policies. Living resourcefully, Rick made a
temporary home in his trusty kombi camper van, parked in Braamfontein, conveniently close to
the Hotel School campus. It was during one of these afternoons, as he relaxed and tuned into
the radio, that he stumbled upon a life-changing broadcast. A seasoned professional blackjack
player named Bobby Singer captivated Rick’s attention with an intriguing discussion about the
art and skill of card counting.

This fortuitous moment couldn’t have come at a better time, as Rick was deep in preparation for
his final exam in Hotel Law. His studies had included a thorough examination of the South
African Gambling Act and its recent revisions, including the allocation of casino licenses to Sun
International—an industry that was beginning to boom and capture public fascination. Intrigued
by the possibilities, Rick invested in Bobby Singer’s card-counting course, committing himself to
mastering the complex strategy.

What followed was an intensive three-year period of rigorous practice and learning, as Rick
sharpened his mathematical skills, memorized card sequences, and fine-tuned his analytical
thinking. By the end of this meticulous training, Rick was finally ready to take his knowledge to
the casino floor, stepping into the burgeoning world of professional blackjack with confidence
and ambition.



Ch 5 - BlacklJack

Rick had meticulously refined his card counting skills over years of practice, achieving a
remarkable speed and accuracy—he could count a 52-card deck in a mere twenty-six seconds.
Feeling confident in his ability but wary of the reputation and scrutiny that card counters
received in the gambling world, he approached his debut with caution. He knew well the hostile
attitude that casino staff and owners often held toward those with his expertise. Stepping into
the scene was both an exciting and nerve-wracking endeavor.

At this pivotal time in his life, Rick had already built a solid foundation for himself and his young
family. He and his wife, Guinevere, along with their baby, Kayne, resided in Durban, where Rick
had launched two successful businesses in The Wheel Shopping Center. One was a Language
Laboratory that offered a library of cassette-recorded language courses in various tongues.
Students would subscribe monthly to gain access to these lessons, a concept that combined
education and convenience. The second was the Wheel Radio Station, a local station that
played popular music and generated revenue through advertising.

In 1992, the gambling landscape in South Africa was undergoing significant shifts. Due to
loopholes in the Gambling Act, approximately twenty to thirty underground casinos had
emerged in Durban and throughout the country, creating a thriving yet unregulated market.
These establishments were often packed with eager patrons seeking fortune and excitement.

Rick’s first foray into this new world took him to the Edward Palace Casino. Approaching the
game with a mix of trepidation and calculated confidence, he joined a R20 blackjack table. The
tension in the air was palpable, but Rick’s disciplined approach quickly paid off. Within just
thirty minutes of focused play, he had managed to amass winnings totaling R6,000. Knowing the
value of prudence, he decided to cut and run, a strategy he would employ repeatedly whenever
he secured significant gains.

This cautious yet daring approach marked the beginning of Rick’s career in casino play, a
journey that would intertwine risk, reward, and the constant vigilance needed to stay one step
ahead of the watchful eyes of casino security.

Card counting in blackjack operates by tracking the ratio of high-value cards (tens and aces) to
low-value cards (twos through sixes) remaining in the deck. High-value cards are beneficial to
the player because they increase the likelihood of drawing a natural blackjack, which pays out
at a higher rate of 3 to 2. Conversely, low-value cards are more favorable to the dealer as they
help create strong hands when the dealer is required to hit according to house rules.



To count cards, players assign a value to each card seen: high-value cards (tens and aces) are
given a value of -1, while low-value cards (2-6) are assigned +1. Cards 7, 8, and 9 are neutral and
do not affect the count. The cumulative sum of these values is known as the "running count."

However, the running count alone does not fully account for the number of decks still in play. To
adjust for this, players convert the running count into the "true count" by dividing the running
count by the estimated number of decks remaining. This true count indicates the actual
advantage a player has over the house. For example, if the running count is +8 and there are
approximately two decks left to be played, the true count would be +4 (8 divided by 2).

The true count dictates how much a player should wager. When the true count is negative or
zero, indicating that more low-value cards remain, players bet the minimum, a strategy known
as “paying the rent.” When the true count rises to positive numbers, signaling that a higher
concentration of high-value cards are left, players increase their bets. For instance, with a true
count of +2, the player might double the base bet. As the count increases to +3 betting might
increase to five times the base amount, and when increasing to +4 betting ten times the table
minimum, often reaching the table’s maximum betting limit.

This structured betting approach ensures that players maximize their returns when the odds are
in their favor while minimizing losses when the advantage swings to the casino. By skillfully
applying these principles, card counters aim to shift the overall house edge in their favor.

As 1992 drew to a close, South Africa's gambling landscape faced a seismic shift that would
dramatically impact Rick's career and livelihood. Under the directive of Kobie Coetzee, then
Minister of Justice, a decisive and controversial law was passed that would alter the fate of the
burgeoning gambling industry. At precisely midnight on December 31st, 1992, all gambling
operations in South Africa, except those sanctioned under specific licenses granted to Sun
International, were declared illegal. This sudden and sweeping legislation effectively shut down
the numerous underground and smaller-scale casinos that had rapidly emerged throughout the
country.

The timing and nature of this law prompted widespread speculation and mistrust. Many
questioned the motivations behind the legislation and wondered about the potential influence
of Sol Kerzner, the powerful and influential founder of Sun International. Kerzner’s business
tactics had come under scrutiny before; notably, he had been found guilty of bribing George
Matanzima, the former President of the Transkei, to secure a lucrative gambling license for the
Wild Coast Sun. This infamous incident laid bare the ethical ambiguities that surrounded
Kerzner's operations and hinted at the deep-rooted corruption within the system. Such high-
profile scandals made it clear that backroom deals and political leverage were not uncommon
in the upper echelons of South African business.



For Rick, this sudden change marked a profound turning point. The harsh new law dealt a severe
blow to his ambitions and forced him to face the reality of the political and economic power
structures that governed the country. The cessation of local gambling operations meant that
Rick was now restricted to playing at the Wild Coast Sun—a solitary, sanctioned venue that was
a two-and-a-half-hour drive from his home in Brighton Beach. This limitation presented not just
logistical challenges but heightened professional risks as well.

The Wild Coast Sun posed a unique set of difficulties for professional gamblers. Unlike the
relatively straightforward operations of the underground casinos, this establishment employed
complex shuffling techniques that made card playing considerably harder to execute. In
addition, surveillance was notably stringent, with the casino staff trained to spot and deter card
counters through a range of covert and overt tactics.

Despite these daunting challenges, Rick remained undeterred, demonstrating the resilience
and resourcefulness that had characterized his career thus far. However, the experience also
served as an awakening to the broader systemic realities of power, privilege, and corruption. The
law's sudden enactment and the clear favoritism toward Sun International underscored how
deeply politics and business were intertwined, ultimately shaping Rick’s perception of the
governing forces at play. The event left a lasting impression, teaching him that survival in the
high-stakes world of gambling would require not only skill but also a sharp awareness of the
shifting legal and political landscape.

This period in Rick's life marked a turn in this chapter — one filled with new strategies, deeper
caution, and a profound understanding of the stakes beyond the card table.

Card counters occupy a precarious position in the world of high-stakes gambling, existing as
both a source of fascination and consternation. Unlike mere cheats who manipulate games
through underhanded tactics, card counters exploit legitimate strategies that shift the odds in
their favor. This thin line, however, does not endear them to casinos. To the house, card
counters represent a direct threat to their profits, effectively reversing the odds and
undermining the casino’s well-honed statistical advantage. As a result, casinos have developed
a zero-tolerance policy for players suspected of employing such tactics.

For Rick, the path of a card counter was fraught with challenges. While many in his position
could blend into a crowd, Rick faced a unique disadvantage—his bright, unmistakable red hair
made subtlety an impossible feat. Any attempt at disguises—be it hats, glasses, or nondescript
clothing—only served to accentuate his distinctive look. Despite these challenges, he
persisted, employing every trick in the book to stay under the radar as long as possible.

Rick’s journey came to a head at the Wild Coast Sun, an opulent casino synonymous with both
luxury and meticulous vigilance. The establishment spared no expense on surveillance,



employing advanced video monitoring and skilled security personnel to ensure that every move

on the gaming floor was observed. What Rick hadn’t anticipated, however, was the use of fellow
card counters recruited as part of the casino’s covert operations team. These trained specialists
scoured the gaming footage, their practiced eyes detecting the telltale signs of counting—subtle
shifts in betting patterns, nuanced facial cues, and the rhythmic cadence of tracking cards.

It was during one fateful visit that Rick’s luck ran dry. Midway through a profitable run at the
blackjack table, a sharp-suited security manager approached him. With a practiced blend of
cordiality and finality, he informed Rick that his days of playing blackjack at the Wild Coast Sun
had come to an end. The casino would extend its hospitality for games of roulette, poker, and
slots, but the blackjack tables—where Rick had built his legacy—would henceforth be off-
limits. The message was unmistakable: while Rick was not banned from the casino outright, his
most lucrative game was now beyond reach.

The news dealt a crushing blow. Rick thought that this marked the end of a significant chapter in
his career, as blackjack had been his passion and his most reliable source of income. To lose
access to it was to lose a part of his identity. Yet, beneath the frustration lay a grudging
acknowledgment of the game’s unforgiving nature and the lengths to which establishments like
Sun International would go to protect their dominion. Rick’s story became a testament not only
to the art of card counting but also to the ceaseless cat-and-mouse battle between those who
play the game and those who run it.

So, Rick, faced with the prospect of no longer being able to play at his local haunts, resolved to
broaden his horizons and set his sights on international games. His search for a fresh start
brought him into contact with a British couple who were seasoned blackjack dealers from the
United Kingdom and temporarily residing in Durban. Their expertise was invaluable, and Rick
promptly employed them to coach him on the intricacies of the UK blackjack scene. Soon, his
house on Brighton Beach transformed into a training ground where he and his new mentors
spent countless hours strategizing, practicing card counting, and perfecting the unique
techniques needed for the European tables.

The training was rigorous, and the stakes were high, but there was one aspect Rick hadn’t fully
prepared for—the weather. When February came, he booked his flight, opting for a route through
Paris. The journey itself held moments that would etch themselves in his memory. As the plane
descended through a heavy, wintry mist at Charles de Gaulle Airport, an unexpected sight
caught Rick’s eye: a small white rabbit leapt onto the stark black tarmac, its sudden presence a
jolt of life against the frostbitten backdrop. Just as swiftly as it appeared, the rabbit darted back
into the snow, vanishing like a ghost. It was an omen of sorts, one that Rick couldn’t shake.

Rick stepped off the plane into the biting cold, dressed in light summer chinos, a short-sleeved
golf shirt, and slip-on shoes over thin socks. His attire, perfectly suitable for the balmy beaches
of Durban, was glaringly inadequate for the unforgiving European winter. The chill seeped



through every fiber, numbing him to the core. Determined not to let discomfort derail him, he
navigated the bustling terminal, the clatter of footsteps and the hum of announcements
echoing around him. It was only when he stopped to buy a cup of coffee, realizing with a jolt just
how expensive everything was, that he began to reassess his initial plans.

The idea of exploring Paris for a few days, once exciting, now seemed impractical. Sitting in the
terminal’s lounge, where the air conditioning fortunately warmed the chill, Rick glued his eyes to
the weather reports flickering on TV screens. Dark clouds and snowstorms dominated every
forecast—except one. A small sun icon peeking out over Manchester. It was a sign, Rick
thought, a beacon calling him forward.

With little hesitation, he changed his itinerary and boarded a flight straight to London. From
there, bundled in his inadequate clothes, he braved the cold and made his way onto the
Underground, eventually reaching the train station that would take him to Manchester, where
hope glimmered through the frost.

Rick’s first encounter with snow was as shocking as it was enchanting. The train rumbled
through an endless landscape blanketed in white, fields and rooftops transformed into pristine
expanses. This new world felt foreign yet exhilarating. He knew he had reached a new chapter,
one filled with the promise of high stakes, unknown challenges, and the thrill of the game—now
set on the international stage.

Arriving in Manchester, Rick quickly realized the importance of adapting to the local climate.
Shivering in his summer attire, he purchased warm clothing and found a cozy, centrally-located
bed and breakfast where he could acclimatize by the fireside, enjoying a sense of comfort amid
the wintry chill. Determined to immerse himself in the UK casino scene, he joined three
prominent establishments: Soames, Sargant Yorks, and Stanleys. However, due to the 48-hour
rule that required new members to wait before playing, Rick spent his initial days exploring the
city and strategizing by the warmth of the hearth.

When the waiting period elapsed, Rick was eager to test his skills. One evening at Sargant Yorks,
deep into a game, he began to feel an unusual sensation spreading through his arms. Gradually,
the numbness intensified until he could no longer feel or control his hands, making it
impossible to handle his chips. Concerned casino staff, noticing his distress, approached to
assist him. Given Rick's background from a tropical region and the recent news of an Ebola
outbreak nearby, the staff erred on the side of caution and called for an ambulance. Paramedics
arrived swiftly, conducted a brief examination, and transported him to the Royal Infirmary’s
Tropical Diseases Unit.

For three tense days, Rick was observed by a team of specialists who scrutinized his symptoms,
searching for any signs of contagious or rare illnesses. Yet, despite their thorough investigations,



they found no clear diagnosis and discharged him with instructions to monitor his health.
Relieved but cautious, Rick returned to his bed and breakfast, determined to get back to the
tables as soon as possible.

Things seemed to stabilize for a short while, and Rick resumed his rounds in Manchester’s
casino circuit. But one evening, as he unwound at the B&B, the same troubling paralysis
returned, this time spreading beyond his arms to his legs. Alarmed, the proprietors of the bed
and breakfast summoned another ambulance, which once more took him to the Tropical
Diseases Unit. The episode played out in a similar manner: after a period of monitoring, Rick’s
condition improved, baffling the medical staff who were left with more questions than answers.

An unexpected breakthrough came from an orderly who had served in the Gulf War. He noted
that the symptoms Rick experienced bore a resemblance to cases of carbon dioxide poisoning
he had witnessed during the conflict. Soldiers in chemical suits would sometimes breathe in
their own exhaled air, leading to a dangerous build-up of carbon dioxide that caused temporary
paralysis. The medical team quickly re-evaluated Rick’s situation and confirmed that he had
indeed been suffering from carbon dioxide retention or Gulf War Syndrome — a result of
rebreathing stale, enclosed air that had accumulated in the poorly ventilated room where he
slept.

With a new understanding of his condition, Rick took measures to ensure proper ventilation and
adjusted to the colder climate more effectively. However, his respite at the blackjack tables was
short-lived. Whether due to a lapse in his usually sharp card-counting techniques following his
health scare or simply the casino management’s precautionary stance against tropical disease,
Rick found himself under scrutiny. Before long, he was politely but firmly barred from playing
blackjack in Manchester. The casinos cited various reasons, ranging from concerns over his
previous illness to potential card-counting infractions, but the outcome was the same—Rick
was once again without a game.

Disillusioned and fatigued by the series of setbacks, Rick decided to cut his losses and return
home, shelving his ambitions for international casino triumphs—at least for the time being. The
experience had taught him resilience, but also reinforced the unpredictable challenges of life as
a professional gambler.



Ch6 - Football Pools

Rick returned home to Durban to find his life had been turned into a soap opera—only no one
had told him he’d missed the big finale. His girlfriend had packed up their child, most of the
good cutlery, and probably his favorite hoodie, and had vanished to her parents’ home in Port
Alfred, Eastern Cape. Left alone in his Brighton Beach house, Rick did what any reasonable
person in his situation might do: he dove headfirst into a gin bottle, like it was a warm swimming
poolon a cold day.

The binge wasn’t a weekend fling; it was a committed relationship. For months, Rick’s house
resembled something out of *Pirates of the Caribbean*—empty gin bottles, questionable
snacks, and an aura of chaos that even the neighborhood stray cat avoided.

But one day, salvation—or at least, a drunken distraction—came in the form of John Miller,
Rick’s colleague and one of Durban’s three professional blackjack players. John called, his
voice dripping with concern and mild exasperation. “Rick, mate, you alive, or are you just
haunting your own house now? You’ve been MIA longer than my first wife.”

John explained he’d scored a complimentary weekend at the Wild Coast Sun and had a spare
room. “Come on, man,” he coaxed. “You’re not going to let free minibar snacks and bad casino
lounge singers go to waste, are you?”

Rick, slightly pickled but intrigued, decided to join. What did he have to lose? His dignity was
already hiding under a pile of gin bottles.

At the resort, the duo was treated to complimentary table chips, but Rick was barred from
playing blackjack. Something about an incident involving "creative counting" years back.
Instead, he found himself perched at the bar near the roulette table, nursing a steady flow of
drinks while pretending to be a mathematical savant. He watched the wheel spin and kept a
scorecard of the outcomes, though no one asked him to or knew why he was doing it.

Hours (and several cocktails) later, Rick noticed two lonely complimentary chips sitting on the
bar beside him. Fueled by a mix of intuition, liquid courage, and sheer boredom, he studied his
scorecard like a scholar preparing for finals. The number zero hadn’t come up in ages. ‘It’s due’,
he thought, channeling the gambler’s eternal optimism.

“Zero!” he declared to the dealer, tossing the chips onto the table with the kind of flair usually
reserved for magicians. The wheel spun, the ball danced, and Rick held his breath, though his



drink remained steady in his hand. The ball clattered around the wheel, kissed a few numbers,
and finally nestled into the green pocket marked ‘0’.

Rick stared, slack-jawed. The dealer looked mildly impressed. Nearby gamblers broke into
applause. Somewhere, Rick was sure he heard angels sing. His impulsive gamble had just
turned two chips into a run that lasted a few hours and resulted in a fourteen thousand rands
win.

He cashed out ahead, clutching his winnings like a war hero carrying a flag. That was enough
excitement—and good luck—for one lifetime. On the drive home, he grinned for the first time in
months. The streak of gin-fueled misery had ended, and while he wasn’t sure what came next,
he figured he could start with a new frying pan.

After his triumphant return to Durban with cash in his pocket and a grin on his face, Rick felt like
a new man—or at least a man with enough money to pretend he had his life together. He
decided to call up his old friend, Sir Jim Redman, a man whose title of “Sir” came from
knighthood. Sir Jim was world champion 500cc motorcyclist as well as a serial investor,
dabbling in everything from restaurants to multi-level marketing opportunities that he swore
were "innovative business models."

“Jim,” Rick said, feeling bold, “what should | invest in? I’ve got some cash, and | need to put it
somewhere that doesn’t involve roulette.”

Jim, who was lounging in his Maluti Building penthouse (a place so lavish it made the word
“penthouse” feel inadequate), invited Rick over. When Rick arrived, Jim greeted him wearing silk
pajamas and slippers so fluffy they could’ve been mistaken for therapy dogs. After pouring Rick
a glass of unnecessarily expensive whisky, Jim leaned in and shared his latest brainchild:
Predict-a-Draw.

“It’s going to be huge,” Jim declared, gesturing dramatically like a man unveiling a time machine.
He explained that Predict-a-Draw was a football pool where people could bet on matches
ending in a draw for a mere two rand entry. “Think of it, Rick: two bucks, a bit of guessing, and
they could win the weekly pool—twenty thousand rands, easy!”

Rick, still riding the high of his roulette luck, decided this was the next big thing. He invested in
the Durban franchise, imagining himself as the king of casual investing. Soon, Predict-a-Draw
exploded. It was everywhere—bars, corner shops, and probably even in some questionable
roadside stalls. Weekly pools grew, and the operation became a national sensation. Rick’s
franchise thrived, and for a moment, it seemed like he’d finally stumbled into a legitimate
success.



But success, as it often does, came with its fair share of enemies. The South African Football
Federation, clearly not a fan of missing out on a slice of the action, decided they wanted
royalties. When their polite letters didn’t work (assuming there were any), they went full drama
and filed charges. The climax came when police raided the Predict-a-Draw headquarters in
Durban.

Rick, sitting at the front desk that day, was the first to spot the approaching storm. The elevator
doors slid open, and out spilled a squad of police officers, looking equal parts menacing and
disorganized. Rick, however, had been around the block. He didn’t panic, didn’t argue, and
didn’t even finish his cup of coffee. Calmly, he closed his briefcase, stood up, and strolled out
with the nonchalance of a man leaving a boring meeting.

While the officers were still busy arguing about who should lead the raid, Rick slipped into the
stairwell and descended to the ground floor. There, he walked straight into a travel agency. “One
bus ticket to Port Elizabeth,” he said, still clutching his briefcase. He didn’t bother packing,
notifying his landlord, or even turning off the lights in his house. Rick wasn’t fleeing the scene—
he was ghosting his own life.

With hours to kill before the bus departed, Rick wandered into a nearby restaurant. He ordered a
drink, reflecting on how life had once again outdone itself in the absurdity department. When it
was finally time, he boarded the bus to Port Elizabeth, leaving behind his house, his belongings,
and, most importantly, the chaos that had become his life.

As the bus pulled out of Durban, Rick leaned back in his seat, grinning to himself. Well, at least |
didn’t lose everything at roulette, he thought. Then again, there was always Port Elizabeth, and
who knows what opportunities—or disasters—waited for him there.



Ch7 - Casinos

The year was 1993, a time when the air in Port Elizabeth was thick with the salt of the sea and
the promise of change.

Rick had lost his Blackjack investment bankroll, and with it, a portion of his former confidence.

But Rick wasn’t the type to stay down for long. Having always been resourceful, he knew that in

this world, you either adapt or get left behind. So, with the pragmatic mindset of a man who had
weathered both triumph and defeat, Rick set about finding a new way to make ends meet.

His solution came in the form of La Fontein Casino, a modest but lively gaming establishment in
the central district of Port Elizabeth. There, Rick found a new calling as a Blackjack dealer. It
wasn’t the grand fortune he had once dreamed of, but it was enough to keep him afloat. Rick
immersed himself in the rhythm of the casino floor, learning the subtleties of the game from the
inside out. He became more than just a dealer—he trained rigorously, honing his skills and
officially qualifying as a croupier. It was a job, but more importantly, it was a stepping stone.

After a year of dealing cards at La Fontein, Rick’s fortunes took a small turn for the better. In
1994, he transferred to a more upscale casino, the Marine Protea Palace, located on the
beachfront, just a stone’s throw from the popular Summerstrand neighborhood. The location
suited him perfectly, offering the kind of local prestige he had been searching for, and a far
busier clientele than the quieter La Fontein. Rick began to make a name for himself among the
regulars and the high rollers who frequented the tables, though he kept a low profile. At the
Protea Palace, he found new opportunities to refine his skills and gain insight into the workings
of more sophisticated casino operations.

But it wasn’t long before Rick began to sense that his time there was limited. His ambitions were
growing, and he was hungry for more—more challenge, more money, and more knowledge. That
opportunity came in October 1994, when he was recruited by the ‘Three Sevens Casino’, owned

by the enigmatic and somewhat mysterious Greek businessman Arthur Savides.

Savides had a reputation for being both a shrewd operator and an adventurous entrepreneur,
opening a string of casinos under the Three Sevens brand. It wasn’t long before Rick found
himself working at the heart of the action, dealing cards, and working his way up the ranks. By
1996, Rick had earned a promotion to Game Inspector, a role that placed him in charge of
overseeing some of the most high-stakes games in the casino, including Blackjack, Roulette,
and Poker. With his new position, Rick gained access to a side of the casino world that few ever
saw. He became privy to every shuffle, every card dealt, and every slight of hand that could
influence the outcome of the game.



While he dutifully oversaw the casino floor, Rick’s mind was elsewhere. His secret ambition had
always been to master the art of the game, and now he had the perfect cover to study it in

depth. Armed with a keen eye and an unrelenting curiosity, Rick spent his nights studying shuffle
patterns and perfecting his skills in shuffle tracking — a technique that would become his
hidden weapon. It was a pioneering skill, one that most players never even knew existed, and
Rick was becoming one of the few who could use it with mastery. He was, in essence, crafting
his own edge over the casino—a quiet rebellion against the house.

Despite the allure of the Three Sevens’ busy floor, Rick still had an itch he couldn’t scratch: the
underground scene. In his downtime, Rick would slip away to the secretive and often illegal
casinos that dotted Port Elizabeth’s shadows. These underground venues were a world apart
from the glittering lights of the legitimate casino floor, but they offered Rick something
invaluable—freedom. Here, there were no rules, no regulations, just raw gambling and risk.

Rick, ever the professional, knew how to blend in. His job as a croupier gave him the perfect
alibi. No one would suspect a casino employee, especially one so focused on the mechanics of
the game, of being anything more than a dealer. With his true identity hidden behind the mask of
a lowly employee, Rick played low-stakes Blackjack, carefully studying the other players while
maintaining an air of harmlessness. He didn’t flaunt his skills—no, Rick had learned the value of
playing undetected. His card-counting techniques, refined over years of watching, were now
more sophisticated than ever. With his shuffle tracking skills under his belt, he was playing a
game within a game, always a step ahead of everyone else.

Over time, these clandestine sessions allowed Rick to accumulate a small fortune. With each
winning hand, his confidence grew. But what began as a way to build capital soon turned into a
path of possibilities. His next big move was on the horizon—he wasn’t just content to stay within
the walls of the casino anymore. The world of adventure, investments and new ventures
beckoned him, and Rick was ready to take the plunge.

With his winnings and new insights into the world of gaming and business, Rick was poised to
turn his passion for the game into something far greater than just a job at a table. It was time to
stake his claim in the world, using everything he had learned from his time in the casinos—his
sharp mind, his steady hand, and his unshakable nerve.

The journey was just beginning, and Rick knew the next step would be his most daring yet.



Ch8 - RiverBoarding

With his small investment tucked safely in his pocket, Rick set his sights on a dream that had
always tugged at his curiosity—the vast, mysterious land of Africa. A continent teeming with life,
culture, and untold riches, Africa offered a thousand different possibilities. It wasn’t just about
the adventure, though; Rick had a burning desire to immerse himself in its complexities, to
understand its people, and to uncover what lay beneath the surface of this ancient land.

He had decided to backpack through Africa, but there was one practical question he had to
answer: “What was the smallest, most valuable commodity he could travel with that would give
him the flexibility and freedom to trade across such a diverse continent? The answer, he
realized, was gemstones. Gemstones — small, lightweight, and universally valued—were the
perfect currency for a traveler like him. They were worth their weight in gold, but they could
easily be concealed, transported, and traded in markets large and small.

Armed with this insight, Rick didn’t hesitate. He caught a bus to Johannesburg, the bustling
heart of South Africa, and immediately sought out the Diamond Centre—the place where both
the famous and the obscure went to trade in one of the world’s most coveted commodities.
There, Rick enrolled in specialized training courses on diamonds, colored gemstones, and—
most importantly— rough gemstone evaluation, a skill that would give him a critical edge. The
course was intense, but Rick was determined. He absorbed every bit of information, from
identifying quality cuts to understanding the hidden value of raw stones. By the time the courses
were finished, Rick had not only learned the science of Gemology, but also the art of negotiation
and the cultural dynamics of the African gemstone market.

With his newfound knowledge in hand and a small stash of rands in his pocket, Rick wasn’t
about to waste time. He caught a train north to Bulawayo, Zimbabwe, and from there, made his
way, also by train, to Victoria Falls — one of the most iconic natural wonders of the world.
Nestled between Zimbabwe and Zambia, this area was a magnet for tourists, an ideal base for
Rick to set up shop and pursue his trade.

But Rick had learned the importance of discretion in this line of work. He couldn’t afford to draw
attention to himself; he needed to blend in seamlessly with the tourists. So, he did exactly
that—he became just another face in the crowd, the quintessential traveler, enjoying the local
sights and sounds, and doing everything a typical tourist would do. By day, he explored the Falls,
took pictures, hiked the surrounding trails, and marveled at the spray of mist that rose from the
mighty Zambezi River.

One day, while standing on the famous Victoria Falls Bridge, which spans the gorge and marks
the border between Zimbabwe and Zambia, Rick looked down into the chasm below. To his
amazement, he saw three adventurous souls surfing on boogie boards in the white water rapids



below. The sight struck him with a deep sense of excitement. “That’s something | want to do!” he
thought, his pulse quickening as he imagined the adrenaline rush of navigating the wild, roaring
river.

Determined to make it happen, Rick crossed over to Zambia, where he found an office for Safari
Par Excellence, a company known for its white-water rafting and riverboarding expeditions.
Without missing a beat, Rick walked in and asked, “Do you have any jobs available?”

The quick reply from the manager came with a raised eyebrow: “Can you surf?”

Rick’s heart skipped a beat. "Yes," he replied “l can Banzaii Belly Board”, with confidence, even
though he had never surfed a day in his life on a boogie board. It didn’t matter—his natural
charisma and the air of quiet confidence he carried won the manager over. Just like that, he was
hired as a riverboarder, though he would need training first.

The very next morning, at zero-seven-hundred hours, Rick was on the river, eager to begin his
training. As the clock struck the hour, he could feel his pulse racing, the excitement of the
unknown surging through him. The Zambezi River—ferocious, majestic, and alive with energy—
was about to become his playground. The training was grueling, but Rick’s athleticism and quick
learning abilities made it easier than he anticipated. Within a few short days, he had mastered
the basics of surfing the river’s static waves and navigating the rapids, all while hanging on to his
boogie board for dear life.

Soon, Rick was guiding tourists down the Zambezi, teaching them the thrills of white-water
riverboarding. He reveled in the rush of the rapids and the feeling of the river’s raw power
beneath him. But even as he shared this newfound thrill with others, he was silently working
toward his true goal: the acquisition and trade of gemstones.

With his cover firmly in place as a river guide, Rick began to quietly network with locals, always
under the guise of a laid-back tourist. He would chat with the locals, build rapport, and ask if
anyone had, or knew of, any crystals or gemstones for sale. Over time, word began to spread.
Rick didn’t make any overt moves, but slowly and steadily, he began to acquire small, uncut
stones that were often overlooked by larger dealers. He would buy them discreetly, never
drawing too much attention, and always keeping his eye on the prize—the ultimate goal of
amassing a collection that could be sold for a significant profit.

As the months passed, Rick’s operation grew more refined. He knew the value of patience in this
business. By day, he guided tourists down the rapids, and by night, he carefully evaluated the
gemstones he had acquired, learning more with each stone about how to identify hidden value



and recognize true potential. It was a delicate balance, but one that Rick was mastering with
finesse.

His days as a riverboarder might have been his cover, but his true passion lay in the gemstone
trade—a world of subtlety, discretion, and immense rewards. The adventurous river and the
exotic lands around Victoria Falls were merely stepping stones toward a much bigger adventure,
one that Rick was ready to fully embrace. With each stone he collected, he was not just building
his wealth—he was laying the foundation for his next great leap, one that would take him deeper
into the heart of Africa’s treasures.



Ch9 - Diamonds, Diesel and Dust

At the close of the year, Rick found himself with a moonbag bursting at the seams with a
dazzling array of gemstones—Garnets that gleamed like deep red embers, Amethysts the color
of twilight skies, Aquamarines that captured the serene depths of the sea, and Tourmalines
flashing in hues of green, pink, and blue. But amid the treasure trove of stones, the true gem in
his collection was yet to come.

Rick was busy packing up his things, preparing to head home after a year of working the River,
when he made a spur-of-the-moment decision to sell his trusty bicycle. It had carried him back
and forth to work repeatedly, but now, as his journey drew to an end, it was time for it to find a
new owner. He placed an ad at the local backpacker’s hostel where he’d been staying, asking
fifty dollars, a fair price for the well-worn bike.

To his surprise, the very next day, a reply came from his neighbor, an elderly Zimbabwean man
with a quiet, measured demeanor. The man, who introduced himself as Moyo, revealed that he
was a retired Air Force pilot—veteran of the skies and a man of few words. He was interested in
the bicycle but, he explained, he only had three small gemstones to offer in exchange.

When Rick held out his hand, Moyo placed three stones into his palm. They were emeralds,
small but incredibly beautiful, their green depths shimmering with a light that seemed to radiate
from within, catching the afternoon sun in a way that made them appear almost alive. Rick felt a
rush of excitement—this was no ordinary deal. The stones were exquisite, and the moment they
hit his hand, Rick knew he couldn’t pass up the offer.

With the bicycle now traded and the gemstones safely packed away, Rick set his sights on the
road back to Port Elizabeth, where his younger brother Chris—an expert De Beers-certified
cutter—was waiting for him. Chris had always been the more business-minded of the two, and
Rick was eager to show him the haul he’d accumulated, particularly the emeralds, which he
knew Chris would know how to cut into something extraordinary.

Overwhelmed by the sheer volume of gems Rick had collected, Chris suggested they meet a
local gemstone cutter who had a small shop at the bustling Port Elizabeth market. His name
was Jacques Grobelaar, a man with a sharp eye and a passion for turning rough stones into
polished masterpieces. Jacques, after a quick inspection of Rick’s collection, agreed to facet
and sell some of the stones, but as the days passed, the three of them—Rick, Chris, and
Jacques—began to see the potential for something much bigger than a simple side project.

Before long, they formed a company together, a gemstone trading and cutting business, pooling
their resources and knowledge to carve out a niche in the market. Rick, ever the generous spirit,



decided to share his good fortune with old friends. He took a trip back to the Three 7’s Casino,
where he had worked in the past, and gave away some of the gemstones to his former
colleagues—a small token of gratitude for the friendships he’d formed over the years.

But news of Rick’s gemstone business spread quickly, and it wasn’t long before Arthur, the
owner of the casino, heard whispers of his new venture. Intrigued, Arthur sent word for Rick to
come see him. The next day, Rick climbed up to Arthur’s office, eager to catch up and hear what
the casino owner had to say. When they met, Arthur was surprisingly enthusiastic about Rick’s
new gemstone business. He asked questions with the intensity of a man who saw potential in
the venture—and before long, on a sudden whim, Rick blurted out, “Why don’t you join us?”

Arthur didn’t hesitate. He agreed immediately, and within days, had bought into their company
with a massive cash injection of two hundred thousand rands. This was the kind of capital that
would allow them to expand exponentially. With the money, Rick and Jacques made plans to
head back into Africa—not just to collect more gemstones, but to specifically target diamonds
this time.

The next chapter of their journey began with the purchase of a massive, rugged overland truck, a
beast of a vehicle capable of carrying both men and their growing stock of stones as they made
their way deeper into the African continent. It was a trip that would take them across wild,
untamed landscapes, from one small town to the next, searching for the finest gemstones to
add to their growing collection.

Their first stop was Lusaka, Zambia, where they set up a company, officially registering it with
the local authorities. They worked with the Ministry of Mines to procure a Gemstone Trading
License, ensuring that their operation would be legitimate and above board. With this new legal
standing, Rick, Chris, Jacques, and Arthur could now deal in precious stones with confidence,
knowing they were part of an established, thriving trade.

What had started as a simple exchange of a bicycle for a handful of emeralds had snowballed
into an international gemstone business, opening doors and opportunities Rick had never
imagined. But this was only the beginning of a journey that would take them far beyond what any
of them had dreamed.

After purchasing the truck in Livingstone, Zambia, Rick and Jacques were ready to embark on
the next phase of their adventure. The vehicle they chose was no ordinary truck; it was a
massive Bedford 3.3Litre diesel engine, designed to endure the harshest conditions they could
encounter. This was no city-slicker transport—it was a true overland machine, built for the
unforgiving wilderness they were about to navigate.



The truck’s most striking feature was the large, fortified container that had been seamlessly
converted into a fully functional camper. The container, robustly outfitted with beds, tables, a
kitchen unit, and even a shower, was a mobile base camp. Inside, there was a sense of
organized chaos, with every inch of space carefully optimized for their needs. It was a home on
wheels, designed for long days on the road and even longer nights under the stars.

The truck’s underbelly was just as functional as its interior. Fitted with triple-tread 1200 tires,
these monstrous wheels were made specifically for loose, shifting sands—just what they
needed for the African deserts and remote tracks they would soon be tackling. Bolted to the
sides of the truck were removable sand tracks—long metal strips designed to help free the truck
in case it got stuck in the dunes. They were also equipped with jacks and spades for digging out
the tires if necessary.

The truck was painted in a faded beige and blue, blending into the earth-toned landscape they
would traverse. A circular turret hatch in the driver’s cab allowed easy access to the truck’s roof,
where they had a low-fenced flatbed large enough to pitch two roof-top tents. This gave them
the flexibility to camp off the ground when needed, offering both protection and a bird’s-eye
view of the African plains. Beneath the camper container, hidden in wooden bins, were the
essential cooking supplies: pots, pans, gas bottles, fire lighting gear, and anything else they
might need for a long, self-sufficient journey.

Once the truck was theirs, Rick and Jacques, along with temporarily employed driver and
mechanic, set off for Sesheke, a small town near the Zambezi River. Here, they would need to
cross the river by pontoon, a simple but reliable method of transport that allowed vehicles to be
ferried across the water. On the far side of the river lay the Sioma Wilderness, an untamed
stretch of land where they would begin their travels north, following the dusty, sandy road that
snaked its way alongside the Zambezi River.

As they continued their journey, the landscape shifted dramatically. The biting winter wind
howled across the dry, dust-choked roads, stinging their skin and making travel uncomfortable,
but they pressed on. Senanga was their first major stop, where they turned westward, aiming for
the Angolan border. Along the way, they stopped in Shangombo, a small border-town where they
purchased a few small diamonds from Angola — the first of many they would collect in the
coming months.

But the pursuit of riches in diamonds was not always straightforward. After returning to
Senanga, they turned north again, heading for Mongu, then Lukulu, Zambezi, and finally
Chavuma Falls. Their goal was to track down a particular parcel of diamonds that they had
heard about which turned out to be Herkimer diamonds, quartz crystals that were often
mistaken for true diamonds due to their striking clarity and perfect shape. Though they hunted
with the tenacity of seasoned prospectors, the hunt turned out to be in vain. The Herkimer
diamonds, while beautiful, were ultimately worthless—quartz, after all, did not hold the same



value as real diamonds. They continued on, passing through the Lukulu forests before briefly
stopping in Mwunilunga to restock and resupply.

Their next major destination was the Jimbe Bridge, located in the tri-border area between
Angola, Zaire (now the Democratic Republic of Congo), and Zambia. It was a wild, remote place,
and they set up camp here for several weeks, buying diamonds from both Angola and the DRC
as they filtered into Zambia. The area was rife with trade, but security was a constant concern.
With the instability of the region, most local dealers preferred to meet in secret, away from

prying eyes.

To advertise their diamond-buying operation, Rick and Jacques took a simple yet effective
approach. Rick photocopied a small piece of paper, just a quarter of an A4 sheet, that read: “We
Buy Diamonds” in bold, clear letters. Beneath the message was a radio pager number for their
Lusaka office. They stapled a 20 kwacha note (roughly a few cents) to each flyer and began
tossing them out of the truck as they passed through villages and settlements. It was a simple
but genius marketing tactic. As the truck rumbled through the countryside, crowds of people
rushed to grab the money, and in doing so, they spread the word about the diamond-buying
operation. Soon, people began showing up with parcels of diamonds, leaving messages on the
pager for Rick and Jacques to call back.

One such parcel would change the course of their venture. It was a 5kg parcel of industrial
diamonds, also known as Boardt diamonds. These diamonds were typically low-grade and used
for industrial purposes, but they held value nonetheless. The parcel was being sold by members
of the UNITA (National Union for the Total Independence of Angola), who, for reasons of security,
insisted on conducting the transaction in Lusaka. With little hesitation, Rick, Jacques, and their
team rushed to the capital, where they arranged to meet the sellers.

The transaction took place in a somewhat unusual setting: the Holiday Inn conference room.
The small, nondescript boardroom table soon became covered in diamonds—shiny, rough,
unpolished diamonds, each one being scrutinized and appraised. Rick and Jacques knew this
was a major opportunity. The deal was struck, and after paying for it, the parcel was theirs.

With the diamonds in hand, they made the journey back to South Africa, where they would begin
the process of importing these gems, navigating the complexities of customs and trade
regulations. It was a significant milestone in their business, and though their journey was far
from over, they were beginning to understand just how much wealth and opportunity lay hidden
in the vast, rugged landscape of Africa.

The parcel of diamonds that Mick Torentti had brokered would set off a chain of events that
would bring devastating calamity to the city of Port Elizabeth, forever altering the lives of many
of its wealthiest residents.



At the heart of the disaster was Mick Torentti, an Italian who had ingratiated himself into the
world of Port Elizabeth's shady underbelly. Torentti, who considered himself a big-time gangster
and international dealer, had a reputation for making risky but profitable deals. This parcel of
diamonds, however, would not play out the way The ZamDiamond traders had envisioned.

Torentti sold the diamonds to Danie Haalgrain, a prominent property developer from Blue Water
Bay, a leafy, upscale suburb of Port Elizabeth. Haalgrain was a well-known figure in the city—
wealthy, well-connected, and living the kind of life that others could only dream of. To fund the
purchase of the diamonds, Danie used his Property Trust Fund, an account that held millions
meant for property investments. He had big plans: with the diamonds set to be sold in Antwerp,
the proceeds would be used to expand his real estate portfolio, further cementing his position
as one of the top developers in the region.

The agreement between Haalgrain and Torentti was simple enough. Torentti would take the
parcel to Antwerp, sell the diamonds, and send the proceeds back to Haalgrain. It was a high-
risk, high-reward transaction—but with the right connections and the diamonds’ anticipated
value, both men stood to make a substantial profit.

Unfortunately, things quickly began to unravel.

While en route to Antwerp, the parcel of diamonds mysteriously disappeared. Torentti blamed
the courier, claiming that the shipment had been stolen or lost while in transit. The courier,
however, pointed the finger back at Torentti, accusing him of mismanaging the parcel or even
absconding with the diamonds himself. The two stories were contradictory, and neither had
solid evidence to support their claims. The diamonds were gone—and the fortune they
represented evaporated along with them.

Now, Danie Haalgrain was left holding the bag. With no way to recoup the loss, and unable to
restore the funds in his Property Trust Fund, Haalgrain found himself in a precarious financial
position. But he was not without resources—or at least, he thought he wasn’t.

At the time, Haalgrain had another major investment that he believed could cushion his
financial troubles: Blue Sky Investments, a rapidly growing pyramid scheme led by the
charismatic and ruthless Maureen Clifford. Blue Sky had promised large returns to its investors,
and many of Port Elizabeth's wealthy elite were heavily involved, including Haalgrain himself.
The scheme had flourished by convincing new investors to pay large sums into the system, with
the promise of high returns from incoming investors. It was a classic pyramid structure, where
the profits of early investors were funded by the payments of those who joined later.



But Haalgrain’s investment in Blue Sky Investments wasn’t just passive. He had poured a
substantial amount of money into the scheme, believing it to be a surefire way to grow his
wealth. When the diamond deal collapsed, he made a rash decision—he withdrew his entire
stake at the top of the pyramid to cover the shortfall in his Property Trust Fund. This act,
seemingly just a desperate attempt to stay afloat, would have disastrous consequences.

By pulling his money out of the scheme at such a high level, Haalgrain set off a chain reaction.
The money he withdrew left a massive gap in the scheme, which in turn put pressure on the
other investors and the entire structure. The Blue Sky Pyramid began to unravel. New investors
stopped coming in, and the people who had been promised returns on their investments
suddenly realized that the entire operation was a fraudulent house of cards. The money that had
been promised to the many investors, including some of Port Elizabeth's wealthiest families,
was never going to materialize.

As the scheme collapsed, those who had heavily invested began to panic. Wealthy families,
who had entrusted their fortunes to Blue Sky, were now facing financial ruin. Some were forced
to declare insolvency, others found themselves deep in debt with no way out. The emotional toll
was immense. As the reality of the collapse set in, a wave of despair washed over Port Elizabeth.

The consequences were both financial and personal. A number of investors, who had bet their
entire futures on the success of Blue Sky, found themselves broke and ruined. For some, the
collapse was too much to bear. Suicides followed in the wake of the scandal, as people who
had once enjoyed the high life saw their wealth disappear overnight. The community was left
reeling, shaken by the scale of the disaster and the lives destroyed by what had begun as an
ambitious investment scheme.

As for Maureen Clifford, the mastermind behind Blue Sky Investments, her role as the architect
of the scheme did not go unpunished. When the authorities finally caught wind of the scam,
Clifford, along with her daughters, who had been complicit in the operation, was arrested. The
trio was charged with fraud and running an illegal pyramid scheme, and they were eventually
sentenced to jail.

The collapse of Blue Sky Investments was a catastrophe that affected not just the individual
investors, but the entire fabric of Port Elizabeth’s business community. The city, which had once
thrived on its growing economy and affluence, was now marked by scandal and loss. What had
begun as a promising investment opportunity for many had turned into a disastrous calamity.
The ripple effects of Blue Sky's failure were felt for years, leaving scars that many would never
recover from.

This had a profound impact on the ZamDiamond Exchange Traders, Rick, Chris, Jacques and
Arthur.



At the same time Rick and his team were navigating the highs and lows of the diamond trade, De
Beers, the undisputed giant of the diamond industry, launched a sweeping publicity campaign
aimed at condemning what they referred to as “conflict diamonds”. These diamonds, which had
become notorious for their association with violent civil wars in Africa, were branded by De
Beers as “Blood Diamonds”—a term that quickly gained widespread recognition and resonated
with the public’s growing awareness of the humanitarian impact of the diamond trade.

De Beers’ campaign was carefully orchestrated to cast a dark shadow over the entire market for
conflict diamonds, with the company's strategy being clear: they intended to obliterate the
competition from small, independent traders like Rick’s company, the ZamDiamond Exchange
(ZDE). The narrative De Beers pushed was that these smaller traders were fueling violence by
buying and selling diamonds sourced from war-torn regions, particularly in Africa, where
diamonds were often mined under horrific conditions by militias and armed factions.

The backlash was swift and severe. De Beers positioned itself as the industry’s savior, declaring
that it was dedicated to ethical sourcing and ensuring that diamonds sold under its brand were
clean of any association with conflict or human rights abuses. The company took it a step
further by implementing laser etchings on all diamonds mined and sold under the De Beers
name. These etchings, subtly placed on the culet (the flat, side portion of a diamond), simply
read “De Beers”, a permanent stamp of legitimacy that reassured consumers that the diamonds
they were purchasing had been responsibly sourced.

The impact of this move on the broader market was devastating. The public’s perception of
diamonds began to shift dramatically. Jewelry buyers, especially in Western markets,
increasingly turned away from diamonds that had any association with conflict or unethical
practices. The demand for “clean” diamonds soared, and any diamonds without that De Beers
stamp—or traceable origins that could prove their ethical sourcing—were suddenly viewed with
suspicion. What had once been a booming market for diamonds sourced from regions like
Sierra Leone, Liberia, and parts of Angola began to dry up, as the moral imperative of avoiding
blood diamonds became a driving force in consumer behavior.

For Rick and the team at ZamDiamond Exchange, this shift was a devastating blow. Their entire
business model had been built around acquiring diamonds from African sources, and while
their operations were legal and legitimate, many of the countries they sourced from had been
subject to the broader global condemnation of conflict diamonds. ZDE, a company that had
once thrived on the influx of rough diamonds from across the continent, suddenly found itself
under intense scrutiny. Buyers became more cautious, even skeptical, about purchasing
diamonds from smaller dealers who could not provide the same guarantees that De Beers now
offered.

As the jewelry market began to retreat from the purchase of conflict diamonds, and as De Beers
used its market dominance to push its clean diamond narrative, the Diamond Days that Rick’s



crew had once enjoyed started to come to an abrupt end. The sale of new faceted stones dried
up, and the once lucrative trade deals Jacques and Chris had established in Port Elizabeth
became increasingly difficult to navigate.

In the wake of this shift, ZamDiamond Exchange — like many small, independent traders—
found itself sidelined in an industry now dominated by the ethical sourcing campaigns of De
Beers. The high-volume diamond transactions that had defined their early success became
fewer and farther between. Buyers began flocking to De Beers-affiliated dealers, who could
provide the sought-after assurance of legitimacy and responsibility.

The ZDE crew was now left in the wake of a rapidly changing market. What had once been a
thriving business of trading and brokering diamonds from some of the world’s most tumultuous
regions was now facing a stark reality: without the stamp of approval from industry giants like
De Beers, the world was growing less and less receptive to their diamonds. ZamDiamond
Exchange, once at the heart of a thriving and lucrative diamond trade, now struggled to find
footing in an industry that had been reshaped by De Beers' massive campaign.

The diamond trade, especially in Africa, had never been a straightforward business, but now it
was even more fraught with complications—ethical dilemmas, questions of sourcing, and
public pressure. Rick and his crew had to confront the very real possibility that their days in the
diamond game were numbered. The sudden fallout from the blood diamond controversy had
not only decimated their business prospects but also left them fighting for relevance in a market
that was now heavily tilted in favor of De Beers and its morally clean diamonds.

As the global spotlight intensified on the sourcing of diamonds and the ethics of the trade, the
ZamDiamond Exchange was forced to consider its future. The market conditions had changed,
and the industry that had once seemed like an open frontier of wealth and opportunity had
become a battlefield, with De Beers positioned at the center of the moral high ground. For Rick,
this marked the beginning of the end of the Diamond Days that had once seemed endless.



Ch 10 -The Zengamina Estate

At the far end of the rugged Jimbe Bridge Road in Zambia, where the wilderness breathes with
the unyielding pulse of the Zambezi, lies the remote village of Nyagaseya. This was no ordinary
settlement—it was a tapestry of tradition, culture, and untamed beauty, woven into the heart of
the Lunda people's ancestral land. The village lay in a region rich with whispers of fortune, where
diamonds flowed like hidden secrets from the borders of Angola and Zaire (now the DRC).

It was to this secluded world that Rick and his adventurous crew arrived, driven by both
ambition and a sense of intrigue. Rick, a seasoned trader with a knack for spotting opportunities
in the unlikeliest of places, was joined by three companions: Dean Cheze, a clever strategist
with a calm demeanor; Mark Roach, whose practical skills were as dependable as his silent
resolve; and Andre Pienaar, the eternal optimist who could find humor in even the direst
situations. Rounding out their group was Angola, a spirited little puppy they had acquired in a
bustling market in Angola, and who quickly became an unlikely but loyal member of their team.

An Invitation to Opportunity

Rick’s prior trading ventures had introduced him to the local leader, Chief Nyagaseya, a wise
and astute figure who welcomed the strangers with cautious hospitality. The chief saw in Rick’s
crew not only potential traders but also agents of change, capable of bringing new opportunities
to the village. To aid their endeavors, he offered them a campsite at The Rapids, a breathtaking
spot where the Zambezi River danced and roared around an island of smooth boulders and
emerald vegetation.

Setting up camp on the peninsula, the crew quickly became the center of attention. For many of
the local Lunda people, especially the children, these strangers—white travelers in the heart of
their homeland—were a marvel. Villagers came in droves, some out of curiosity and others
eager to trade their goods. Two items stood out above all: massive, golden pineapples bursting
with tropical sweetness and barrels of raw forest honey, harvested from bees that thrived in the
untouched wilderness.

Brewing an Idea

Amid the daily bartering and lively exchanges, Rick’s mind turned to the question of their cover
story. While their true goal was to trade for diamonds, they needed a plausible reason for their

prolonged presence. Sitting around a fire under the stars one evening, surrounded by the scent
of wood smoke and the sound of the river’s rapids, Rick had an epiphany.

“Pineapple beer,” he announced, breaking the contemplative silence.



The crew exchanged curious glances.

“We’ll make beer,” he explained, “sweetened with this incredible honey. We’ll trade it for
diamonds—and build something sustainable while we’re at it.”

The plan was bold, even audacious, but the crew agreed it was the perfect cover. The next day,
Rick approached Chief Nyagaseya with the idea. The chief, impressed by Rick’s entrepreneurial
spirit, suggested converting an old abandoned house into a bar. The concept took root, growing
into something larger than anyone had anticipated.

A Brewery on the Zambezi

Rick returned briefly to South Africa, where he purchased a caravan and outfitted it with
microbrewery equipment. The transformation took place at a caravan dealership in Alberton,
where the caravan became a mobile hub of innovation. By the time Rick returned to The Rapids,
the crew was ready to begin their venture.

Barrels were filled, recipes fine-tuned, and soon the aroma of fermenting pineapple beer
mingled with the natural fragrances of the Zambezi. Villagers marveled at the operation, bringing
even more honey and pineapples to trade. Within weeks, 20 barrels of the golden brew were
fermenting under the African sun.

The ZDE crew’s venture had become more than a cover—it was a bridge between cultures, a
testament to ingenuity, and a shining example of how resourcefulness and respect for local
traditions could create something extraordinary. As the beer flowed and trade blossomed,
Rick’s vision took on a life of its own, leaving an indelible mark on the people of Nyagaseya and
the wild lands they called home.

Rick's Spiritual Journey and the Birth of Zengamina Estate

As Rick spent more time in Nyagaseya, his initial fascination with diamonds and trade began to
pale in comparison to a newfound passion—the rich and complex culture of the Lunda people.
Their traditions, steeped in centuries of wisdom, drew him in like a moth to a flame. He
immersed himself in their tribal festivals, where vibrant drums, hypnotic dances, and songs that
carried the spirit of the ancestors echoed under the African moon. These events weren’t just
spectacles; they were living testaments to the resilience and depth of Lunda heritage.

Determined to connect more deeply, Rick began learning the Lunda language. It wasn’t long
before his earnest curiosity and respect earned him friendships among the villagers. They



welcomed him into their lives, sharing stories of their ancestors, their spiritual beliefs, and their
harmonious relationship with the land. Here, Rick encountered the profound practice of
shamanism and ancestral worship, pillars of Lunda spirituality.

Through nights of fireside storytelling and days of quiet observation, Rick began to understand
the Lunda worldview—a world where the past, present, and spiritual realms were intertwined.
For a man on a quest for meaning, this newfound knowledge was transformative. The
metaphysical teachings of the Lunda posed as many questions as they answered, challenging
Rick to delve deeper into his spiritual journey.

A Bond of Brotherhood

Among all his connections, Rick’s friendship with Chief Nyagaseya blossomed into something
profound. The chief, a man of wisdom and foresight, saw Rick not as a mere visitor but as
someone who could bridge the gap between their worlds. Their camaraderie was built on
mutual respect, shared laughter, and long conversations about life, leadership, and legacy.

One day, in a gesture of profound trust and kinship, Chief Nyagaseya made Rick an
extraordinary offer: to adopt him into the Lunda Tribe. For Rick, this was an honor beyond words.
Without hesitation, he accepted, feeling the gravity of becoming part of a lineage that had
withstood the tides of history.

A Home by the Rapids

As a symbol of their newfound bond and a testament to his faith in Rick’s vision, Chief
Nyagaseya granted Rick a 99-year lease on a sprawling piece of land surrounding the rapids
where the ZDE crew had set up their camp. This land, encompassing 77 square kilometers,
stretched along the Zambezi River and bordered the northern frontier road separating Zambia
from the DRC, with it’s eatern and western borders being the roads from DRC and Angola
respectively. The roads on which the diamonds flowed as the Lunda people travelled to the
Giant Catholic Mission Hospital that was just three kilometers south of the Rapids.

The crew, awed by this generous gesture, decided to name their farm the Zengamina Estate in
honor of the chief. The name carried profound significance; Zengamina, the chief’s first name,
means “to hang from a tree (like honey)” in Lunda—a poetic nod to the sweet and enduring gifts
of the land.

A Legacy in the Making

With the lease secured, Rick and his crew began to envision what Zengamina Estate could
become. It wasn’t just a base for their ventures; it was a canvas for innovation, cultural



exchange, and personal growth. The old Bedford truck and brewery caravan became symbols of
their humble beginnings, surrounded now by the vast potential of the estate.

For Rick, the journey was no longer just about diamonds or even beer. It had evolved into
something much greater—a quest to honor the land, its people, and the spiritual path he was
uncovering. Zengamina Estate wasn’t merely a place; it was a legacy, born of respect,
friendship, and the pursuit of purpose.

The Shifting Sands of the Diamond Trade

As the diamond industry began to falter under the weight of shifting global dynamics, Rick found
himself pulled away from the tranquil haven of Zengamina Estate. The collapse of the market
left little room for sentimentality; necessity demanded that Rick redirect his focus to the
bustling urban centers of Lusaka, Johannesburg, and Port Elizabeth in a desperate bid to
salvage the Zambian Diamond Exchange (ZDE).

The once-thriving operation faced mounting challenges, and Rick knew they needed
reinforcements. Alongside his trusted partners, they approached a prominent Zambian
businessman with deep ties to the mining sector: Sam Kaliluma, who was also serving as the
Zambian Minister of Mines. A man of vision and influence, Sam agreed to join their venture as
the fifth partner, bringing not only his expertise but also the bureaucratic leverage needed to
navigate the complexities of import and export regulations.

With Sam on board, ZDE began to stabilize, at least logistically. Sam’s deft handling of
paperwork and government relations gave Rick the breathing room to focus on sourcing and
strategy, while Jacques, ever the strategist, set up shop at the Diamond Centre in Johannesburg.
From his office there, Jacques built a network of buyers and sellers, turning the glittering halls of
the Diamond Centre into ZDE’s operational nerve center.

A Division of Labor

Meanwhile, Chris and Arthur carried the torch in Port Elizabeth, where they established a state-
of-the-art cutting works in Arthur’s building on Cape Road in Newton Park. Chris, a master
cutter, honed the rough stones Rick brought in, transforming them into polished gems of
dazzling clarity and precision. The faceted stones were then sent to Jacques, who sold them to
high-end buyers in Johannesburg’s elite diamond market.

The setup was seamless—a well-oiled machine fueled by trust and expertise. Rick orchestrated
the supply chain, Jacques managed sales, and Chris ensured the diamonds met the highest
standards. Sam’s influence in Zambia smoothed over bureaucratic hurdles, and Arthur provided
the infrastructure to keep the cutting works humming.



The Shadow of De Beers

Yet even as the ZDE operation thrived, an ominous shadow loomed over their efforts. De Beers,
the behemoth of the global diamond industry, had launched a sweeping marketing campaign
against conflict diamonds. The term, laden with political and ethical weight, cast suspicion on
all diamond traders operating in regions with turbulent histories. While ZDE’s practices were
above board, the stigma associated with African diamonds began to take its toll.

The campaign struck at the heart of ZDE’s business, eroding buyer confidence and creating
barriers in markets once eager for their stones. It was a cruel irony that their hard work and
ethical sourcing efforts were overshadowed by the broader narrative of exploitation and
bloodshed, a narrative De Beers was all too eager to amplify to solidify its monopoly.

A Fragile Balance

Despite the obstacles, Rick and his team soldiered on, their resilience a testament to their
ingenuity and determination. But the road ahead was fraught with uncertainty. The once-clear
vision of ZDE’s future had become a delicate balancing act, one that demanded not only skill
and tenacity but also the ability to navigate the unpredictable tides of an industry in upheaval.

For Rick, the Zengamina Estate remained a symbol of the dreams they had built—a touchstone
of what was possible when ambition met opportunity. Even as he fought to keep ZDE afloat, the
memory of the estate’s wild beauty and the friendships forged there gave him strength to
continue.

The Great Rift Valley Roll

Rick’s days of prospecting had always been filled with peril and the unpredictable twists of the
road, but none would be as harrowing as the night he and his crew found themselves in the dark
heart of the Great Rift Valley. It all started innocently enough: a mission to prospect the hidden
kimberlite pipes nestled deep within the Luangwa Valley. Rick had recruited a seasoned
geologist to help in their search, and for added company, they picked up three tourists heading
from Lusaka to Malawi.

Rick, always the risk-taker, wasn’t one to shy away from difficult terrain. As the group made their
way through the rugged valley, the journey brought them to the notorious Manene Makele
mountain pass. A treacherous stretch of road renowned for its steep inclines and hairpin bends.
By the time they reached the summit, the hour was late—eleven o'clock—and they decided to
stop for supper. The mountain air was thick, and the stars above seemed to shimmer with the
stillness of the night. They ate together, the sound of clinking plates and muffled conversation
filling the quiet, unaware of the danger waiting just below the pass.



After a brief rest, Rick, ever the determined adventurer, made the decision to push on through
the night. It was a decision he would soon regret. As they descended the pass, the road grew
more perilous. The headlights of the truck pierced the darkness, illuminating only the sharp
bends ahead. Then, just below the summit, disaster struck.

The Fall

Rick’s truck, a sturdy vehicle built to handle rough terrain, hit a trench in the road—a deep cut
that had been carved out by water rushing down from the mountain. It was sudden, and with no
time to react, Rick slammed on the brakes. But it was too late. The truck’s massive wheels
collided with the trench with a bone-shaking thud. The front axle snapped, breaking at the
passenger side hub.

Rick braced himself, his hands gripping the steering wheel as the truck veered uncontrollably
toward the edge of the road. The half-shaft inside the axle disengaged, and the wheel came
loose, rattling dangerously. Rick, desperate to regain control, stood up in the seat, trying to steer
with all his might. The truck’s trajectory shifted as the left side of the road gave way. The bushes
along the roadside began to lash at the front windshield, the truck slipping dangerously toward
the cliffside.

Suddenly, the earth gave way beneath them, and the truck plunged off the road, hurtling down a
small embankment into the thick darkness of the forest below.

The truck slammed into a massive tree, its towering trunk catching the vehicle between its
overhanging branches and its deep, knotted roots. The tree halted their fall, but not without
consequence. Slowly, as if in slow motion, the tree toppled over, turning the truck onto its side.

The Aftermath

Rick had been flung violently through the windshield during the descent. He found himself
hanging from the front bull bars, a surreal moment in the darkness, clutching Nelson’s bicycle
that had been strapped to the truck. His heart raced as he pulled himself together, his mind
struggling to focus. He reached back into the cab, his hands shaking as he tried to pull the kill
switch to stop the engine, but it broke in his hand, useless.

He turned to check on Nelson, who had been thrown against the passenger side. Nelson,
though dazed and with a laceration on his chin, seemed to be in one piece, a blessing in the
chaos. Rick quickly assessed the situation, realizing that the truck was still on its side, the
engine running, and the air thick with the smell of fuel. The water tank and diesel tank were both



spilling their contents, a dangerous cocktail that began to pour over the engine and its three
exposed batteries, which continued to spark in the pitch-black night.

With time running out, Rick scrambled to the underside of the truck. The engine’s bell housing
had been ripped open, and the flywheel spun wildly in the dark. He crawled beneath the truck,
narrowly avoiding the spinning gears, his fingers feeling around for the kill switch. His heart
pounded in his chest as the fuel and water mixed in the dark, the scent of diesel thick in the air.
Finally, with a desperate grunt, Rick found the kill switch and was able to stop the engine—just
in time. The truck fell silent.

Checking the Crew

Exhausted and soaked, Rick climbed back onto the side of the camper container. His breath
caught as he peered inside the window, where the crew lay in a tangled heap, bodies sprawled
in every direction. His mind raced as he called out, his voice echoing in the eerie silence of the
forest, "Is everyone alright?"

The response came in shaky nods and murmured assurances. A faint "Yes, what happened?"
came from the group, but the gravity of the situation was clear.

Rick swallowed hard, trying to calm the rising panic in his chest. "We had an accident and left
the road," he replied simply, the weight of the night sinking in. In that moment, Rick realized how
fragile their existence was in the wilds of Africa—one moment, they were climbing the
mountains; the next, they were at the mercy of the very forces they had tried to tame.

As the truck lay on its side, surrounded by the dark forest, Rick understood that their survival
was nothing short of a miracle. But in the aftermath, one thing was clear: this was only one
chapter of a much larger story, a story that would lead them further into the unknown.

The Aftermath of the Crash: A Test of Grit and Ingenuity

As the dust settled around the wrecked truck, Rick and his crew took stock of the situation. The
air was thick with the scent of crushed earth, diesel, and the underlying tension of the unknown.
They knew they were deep in the Rift Valley, far from civilization, surrounded by the wilderness
that was both breathtaking and deadly. Lions, hyenas, and the ever-present menace of
hippopotamuses, their eyes glowing in the darkness, were lurking just beyond the edges of their
camp.

Despite the chaos of the crash, Rick remained composed. The crew quickly set to work,
gathering themselves together. They pitched a tent for the three tourists who had been with
them in the back of the truck. Nelson’s chin was cleaned and bandaged, his injury a small but



necessary concern in the face of what was now a bigger problem. Rick, ever the strategist,
settled into his comfortable loofa chair atop the side of the truck, gazing out into the vast, dark
expanse of the Rift Valley. He needed to stay alert; the night was far from over, and the
wilderness was watching. He would keep watch over the camp for the remainder of the night,
knowing the importance of vigilance when surrounded by such raw, untamed land.

The night passed slowly, the dark silence broken only by the occasional rustle in the
undergrowth and the distant call of unseen predators. By the time the first light of dawn touched
the peaks of the Rift Valley, they were able to assess their situation with clearer eyes. They had
landed about ten meters below the road, and it was clear that the repairs were possible. All they
needed was a replacement for the front axle and windshield, and to right the truck back onto its
wheels. The real challenge would be carving a new road through the dense bush to rejoin the tar
road above.

A Journey for Parts

Rick didn’t waste any time. He hitched a ride back to Lusaka, knowing that time was of the
essence. Once in the city, he made his way to the army base where he found an old, battered
Bedford truck for sale. The vehicle was in terrible condition, but it had one thing Rick needed—
the front axle. After striking a quick deal, they stripped the axle from the Bedford, loading it onto
a Land Rover taxi for the long ride back to the crash site, a grueling 200 kilometers outside
Lusaka.

In Lusaka, Rick also visited the general dealer, where he purchased a chain block to help winch
the truck back onto its wheels. It was a small fortune to pay for these items, but Rick knew the
importance of getting the truck back in working order. Time was running out, and they needed to
continue their expedition. The crew packed up the necessary gear and set off on their journey
back to the crash site.

The Road to Recovery

Arriving back at the valley, the crew jumped into action. Fouche, the geologist, immediately took
charge of the repair work, inspecting the site and formulating a plan. Rick, meanwhile, took the
lead in organizing the recovery of the truck.

The team made their way back up to the road, where they dug a long trench next to the tarred
road with a short T in the middle, aimed directly at the truck below. They found a sturdy pole,
buried it deep in the trench, and tied a strong rope around it. The rope ran through the trench
and down to the truck below, where they fastened it to a chain block that would be used to pull
the truck upright. The chain block was secured to the three iron bars at the corners of the
camper container mounted on the back of the truck, creating a makeshift but strong system to
winch the truck back onto its wheels.



The Unexpected Problem

With the front axle replaced, they were ready to begin the process of righting the truck. But as
they worked, they ran into a major problem. The Bedford truck from Zambia was narrower than
Rick’s UK-made Bedford. This small but significant difference in design meant that the 4x4 half-
shaft on the left passenger wheel was five centimeters too short. Without the proper half-shaft,
the truck no longer had full 4x4 capabilities, a setback that would later prove to be a tragedy in
the harsh conditions of the Rift Valley.

Despite this setback, they didn’t give up. The crew winched the truck back upright, its massive
bulk shifting slowly, but steadily, with the power of the chain block. They stretched out the
truck's cab windshield frame, carefully working the structure back into place. The team then
tapped in the new windshield, using duct tape to seal it temporarily. With a makeshift fix in
place, they carved a new road through the bush, pushing forward despite the challenges.

Back on the Road

A week later, after much effort, they had their truck back on its wheels, ready for the next phase
of their journey. With the road now cleared and the truck temporarily fixed, Rick and his crew
resumed their expedition into the Rift Valley. The truck, though not as fully operational as before,
was now their lifeline into the heart of the African wilderness.

Despite the setbacks and the harrowing crash, the crew’s resolve was unshaken. They had
faced adversity head-on, and through sheer determination, they had overcome it. The journey
would continue, deeper into the Rift Valley, where the true mysteries of Africa awaited them.

When they finally reached Petauke, they veered left off the smooth tar road and onto the gravel
path that led them through the bustling town. From there, they began their descent into the
remote Luangwa Valley, unaware that they were about to face the first of four daunting
challenges. The road down the mountainside, uneven and littered with small, round boulders,
was treacherous. As the truck rolled and slid on the unstable surface, it seemed as though it
could slip off the cliffside at any moment. In a desperate bid to halt their perilous slide, they
were forced to fell a large tree, using its thick trunk to anchor a makeshift brake, chaining it
behind the truck to prevent any further untoward forward movement.

Their next obstacle was equally troublesome. At the base of the hill, the road wound through a
flatland swamp, so narrow that only a Toyota Hilux—a government vehicle—could safely
navigate its rutted path. The Bedford truck, however, with its wheelbase nearly 30 centimeters
wider than a standard car, struggled to maintain traction. Every time they moved, two wheels
sank deep into the soft slush and thick mud, and without the aid of a four-wheel-drive system,
the truck would bog down every few meters. Getting unstuck was no simple feat. They would
have to crawl beneath the vehicle, shovel away the muck, then position a jack under the stuck
tire. With each tire lifted, they would improvise, laying down a rough road of sticks and stones



beneath the wheels to allow the truck to inch forward. After four exhausting days of this, with
only two kilometers covered, Rick could feel his patience wearing thin. He knew they needed a
new strategy.

Determined to find a solution, Rick sent word that he was hiring 14 locals and immediately sent
them into the surrounding forest to gather thin, straight sticks about 1.5 meters long and 3to 5
centimeters thick. Once the workers returned with the wood, he instructed them to stack the
sticks into two large piles on the roof of the truck, one on each side. He then organized the
workers into two teams: a port team and a starboard team, with each team positioned along the
truck’s sides. On each side, two men climbed up onto the roof, passing the sticks either forward
or backward, depending on their direction. A third person, perched on the turret hatch above the
cab, would hand the sticks down to a man near the front wheel. As the truck moved forward, the
man would lay the sticks in front of the front tire, creating a rudimentary road of wooden sticks,
a makeshift "track" to help the truck grip the muddy terrain.

Two more workers would keep an eye on the tires as they traveled over the stick-covered path,
ensuring the wheels didn't become bogged down again. Meanwhile, a seventh worker would
monitor the rear of the truck, lifting the sticks from the back and passing them back up to the
roof, ensuring that the track extended around the entire length of the truck. This ingenious
solution worked seamlessly. As they continued, the truck made steady progress, inching
forward on its newly built wooden path, catching up on the lost time.

Despite the success of this method, time was still their most precious commodity. They had a
month’s worth of supplies—food and water—but two weeks had already passed, and they were
still far from their intended destination. With the clock ticking, Rick knew they had no time to
waste. The journey had only just begun, but this innovation, born out of sheer necessity, had
brought them one step closer to their goal.

After finally emerging from the swamp, they began the arduous climb to higher ground, only to
find that the next obstacle was waiting for them: a steep donga, a deep ravine carved through
the sandy road by a rivulet. The ravine was too wide and too deep to cross without some serious
effort, and it was clear that they would need to build a bridge to continue their journey. Rick
wasted no time in turning to the local villagers for help. With their expertise, the team gathered
thick tree trunks, cutting them down and arranging them in a crisscross pattern. The notched
ends of the logs interlocked, preventing them from rolling off each other. This sturdy foundation
was then topped with loose poles that lay across the logs, creating a rudimentary bridge.

However, in his eagerness to make progress, Rick hastily halted the construction one layer too
early. The result was a bridge that sagged awkwardly in the middle, creating a dangerous dip
over the riverbed below. It wasn’t ideal, but it was the best they could do under the
circumstances. With no time to waste, Rick decided to press on.



Fouche, the geologist, stepped forward, volunteering to drive the truck across the precarious
bridge. Rick’s instructions were simple but critical: momentum was the key to success. Fouche
needed to hit the bridge with enough speed to carry the truck over the sagging section without
getting stuck. As a last precaution, Rick placed two removable metal sand tracks at the spot
where the bridge met the donga and the road leading into it, hoping the sand tracks would
provide extra grip for the truck’s tires.

Fouche, his nerves steeled, revved the truck's engine, the diesel engine roaring to life. With
everyone watching, he released the brake, and the truck lurched forward onto the makeshift
bridge. The first half of the crossing went smoothly—the truck descended the slope with
surprising ease—but as it reached the low point of the bridge, the wheels struggled to gain
traction. The poles beneath the truck’s weight shifted, rolling and sliding beneath the tires,
causing the bridge to tremble under the pressure.

In the chaos, one of the sand tracks, which had been carefully placed to ensure traction, got
caught in the shifting logs. The momentum of the truck’s forward motion sent the sand track
flying through the air, a metal missile propelled by the spinning wheel. It hurtled towards the
group of villagers and workers who had been watching the crossing with bated breath.

For a moment, everything seemed to slow down. The heavy sand track shot through the air,
narrowly missing two men standing side by side. It flew right over their shoulders, a blur of metal
and speed, before planting itself firmly in the soft sand at Rick’s feet. Miraculously, no one was
injured, and everyone stood in stunned silence, the close call leaving them all breathless. It was
a stroke of luck, a miracle that no one had been struck by the flying metal track.

With the danger momentarily passed, Fouche continued the crossing, carefully steering the
truck over the remaining logs. Slowly, the truck inched its way to the other side of the donga, its
heavy wheels grinding over the rough bridge. Finally, the truck made it across safely, the crew
exhaling a collective sigh of relief. They had made it through yet another challenge, but the
realization that luck had played a major role in their survival was not lost on them. They couldn’t
afford to let their guard down—this was only the beginning of the trials they would face on the
road ahead.

The sandy road eventually came to a halt at a formidable river that had slowly, but surely, crept
over the path. The water, swollen by recent rains, had shifted its course, now running on the
road, its dark depths rising steeply along the banks. The river, roughly 1.5 meters deep and
stretching about 300 meters long, presented an intimidating obstacle. Crocodiles lounged lazily
on the riverbanks, their eyes barely visible above the water’s surface, waiting like silent
sentinels. It was a challenge too great to overcome.



If the truck were to stall in the river, they would be sitting ducks—easy prey for the lurking
predators. The weight of the situation hung heavily in the air, and Rick made a quick decision.
He called a halt to the expedition. Their mission—to prospect the 14 kimberlite pipes buried
deep within the mining concession ZDE had obtained—had come to an abrupt end. There would
be no discovery of diamonds this time. No treasure to be unearthed. Their task was incomplete,
and their only option now was to turn back.

But turning back presented its own daunting challenge: retracing their steps, reversing the
difficult route they had just traversed. They had to climb back up from the river, through the
swampy paths, over the treacherous mountain roads, and all the way back to Petauke. It was an
exhausting prospect, but they had no choice. They set off, the weary crew pushing through the
same obstacles they had conquered earlier, until, just before reaching the top of the Mountain
Cliff Pass—the very place they had once precariously slid down—the faithful old truck suddenly
died.

The truck had suffered an airlock in its fuel line. The steep incline had made it impossible for the
fuel to flow properly, and the engine stalled. They were so close, yet so far. Within walking
distance of safety, they found themselves stranded, the engine lifeless. Rick, never one to give
up easily, quickly set to work, trying to revive the truck. He bled the fuel line, cranked the starter
motor again and again, but nothing worked. The truck refused to start, and soon the batteries
ran dry. A fresh wave of panic setin.

To make matters worse, they were out of food. Fouche, already suffering from malaria that he’d
contracted in the swamp, had become delirious, barely able to stay conscious. The crew’s
situation was growing more desperate by the hour. They were stranded on a mountain pass with
no food, no power, and a sick crew member.

In a last-ditch effort, they turned to the 550cc motorbike they had stashed in the truck. Rick and
the team rigged up makeshift jumper cables, connecting the motorbike to the truck’s battery in
an attempt to juice it back to life. They ran the motorbike through the night, its engine sputtering
and humming, hoping that the charge would be enough to start the truck.

The morning came, and with it, a glimmer of hope. Nelson, always the thinker, had a bright idea.
He grabbed a petrol-soaked rag and carefully placed it in front of the truck’s air filter. The fumes
from the petrol, he reasoned, might just give the diesel engine the extra spark it needed to
overcome the airlock.

With a collective breath held, they cranked the engine one last time. Miraculously, it worked. The
truck coughed to life, its engine sputtering and then roaring back into action. The relief was
palpable, as if the truck itself had come back from the dead. The crew quickly packed up,
thankful for the narrow escape. Half an hour later, they were down in Petauke, enjoying a hard-



earned steak and a cold beer. But there was no celebration. The weight of failure hung heavy on
them. Their mission, their dream, had ended in disappointment. Africa had proven to be too
tough, too unpredictable.

With heavy hearts, they began their long journey back to South Africa. The ordeal had taken its
toll—physically, emotionally, and financially. There was nothing left to salvage. The diamond
prospecting venture was over, and they had no choice but to regroup, rethink, and re-evaluate
their future plans. But fate had other plans. Not long after, the diamond industry itself
collapsed. The invention of lab-grown diamonds, a cheaper and higher-quality alternative to
natural diamonds, had sent shockwaves through the market. Their vision of striking it rich in the
diamond trade was dashed, never to be realized.

In the end, the Luangwa Valley had claimed another ambition, and the crew, like so many before
them, returned home with nothing but memories of what could have been.



Ch11 - The Hermitage

As the diamond industry continued its downward spiral, the ZDE team of Directors—
disheartened and facing mounting financial uncertainty—made the difficult decision to call it
quits. The ambitious prospecting projects they had once poured their hopes and resources into
were shelved indefinitely. By that time, Arthur, ever the opportunist, had acquired another mine
located outside Kimberly in the desolate Richtersveld, a region known for its harsh terrain but
rich mineral deposits. With this new venture on the horizon, the team shifted their focus from
prospecting to mining, eager to salvage whatever they could from the ashes of their earlier
aspirations. But for Rick, this change in direction left him sidelined and adrift, no longer part of
the equation.

With the prospecting efforts officially abandoned, Rick found himself at a crossroads. Rather
than let his time drift away in frustration, he decided to pursue something that had long
intrigued him: psychology. He enrolled at the University of Port Elizabeth, hoping that the
academic world might offer him some answers to the growing number of spiritual questions
that had begun to mount like an insurmountable heap in his mind. His search for clarity had
always been a quest for deeper understanding, and psychology seemed like the perfect avenue
to explore the workings of the human mind.

However, Rick’s academic journey soon turned into a profound disappointment. As he delved
deeper into the world of psychology, he came to a disheartening realization: the leading minds
in the field were no better off than he was. The revered psychologists, whose ideas and theories
had shaped the discipline, were as riddled with questions and uncertainties as he had ever
been. But it wasn’t just the intellectual confusion that unsettled Rick—it was the growing
awareness that the field had been co-opted by outside forces. He discovered that psychology,
particularly in America, had been deeply influenced and, in many cases, manipulated by
powerful political interests. The CIA, through the Tavistock Institute and the American
Psychology Association, had quietly woven its influence into the fabric of the discipline. Even
more disturbing to Rick was the way in which these forces had shaped the False Memory
Syndrome Foundation, an entity that, in his view, sought to distort and control narratives for its
Own purposes.

Disillusioned and disgusted by these revelations, Rick abandoned his studies. He found himself
at odds with the very foundation of the academic world he had hoped would provide the
answers he sought. Psychology, it seemed, was another system corrupted by power, far
removed from the truths he was desperately seeking. With this realization came a deep sense of
betrayal, and Rick knew that the answers to his spiritual questions would not be found in the
confines of classrooms or through academic theories.

In his search for ilumination, Rick turned inward. Disillusioned by the world’s systems and
institutions, he decided to return to what had always given him solace in the past: silent



contemplation. No longer interested in the noise of intellectual debate or the constraints of
formal education, he withdrew once again into the quiet solitude of his own thoughts. He sought
refuge in the silence, where he could confront his spiritual questions on his own terms, free
from the interference of external forces or societal expectations.

It was in this silence that Rick hoped to find the true answers he had been searching for all
along. The world of academics and the machinations of powerful institutions had proven to be
distractions—illusions that led him further from the spiritual truths he yearned to understand. In
the stillness of his contemplation, he believed, lay the clarity and wisdom that no external
authority could ever provide.

Having embraced the stillness of the mind from a young age, Rick took a bold step towards
spiritual exploration. He made a vow of silence and retreated into the solitude of the mountains,
hoping to deepen his understanding of life and the mysteries of the universe. Armed with little
more than a stack of blank exercise books, a box of pencils, a basic tent, and rudimentary
camping gear, he sought refuge in the remote wilderness. His destination was Echo Pass, just
outside Grahamstown, where a friend’s game farm provided him with a secluded sanctuary
among the rugged hills.

The arid and desolate landscape of Kamnandi Farm, with its rocky outcrops and sparse
vegetation, was where Rick would find his sanctuary. It was a place that seemed to breathe with
a quiet, timeless rhythm. Here, in this natural hermitage, he sat in silent contemplation of the
vastness of existence. The only creatures he had as companions were the graceful Kudu
antelope, the majestic eagles soaring high above, and the curious rock rabbits scurrying about
beneath the rocky hills. Days blurred into nights as Rick wrote furiously, capturing the swirl of
thoughts and reflections that filled his mind. The heat of the day and the cool of the evening did
little to distract him; he was absorbed in the unraveling complexities of life and spirituality, his
mind slowly forming solutions to questions that had once seemed insurmountable.

But the isolation was not absolute. One day, while walking along the rocky mountain paths, Rick
encountered Fikile, an old bushman who lived deep in the mountains with his wife. What began
as a casual conversation quickly blossomed into a unique and transformative friendship. Fikile,
with his vast knowledge of the land, shared with Rick the wisdom of the African bush. He taught
him which plants could provide nourishment, which ones held medicinal properties, and how to
live in harmony with the natural world. Over time, Rick’s knowledge of the African veld grew
deep, his understanding of the land’s mysteries becoming as rich as the soil beneath his feet.

Rick spent six months in his silent retreat, immersed in nature’s rhythms and the wisdom of
Fikile, but life in the wilderness had its challenges. One fateful day, while sitting down on a log to
rest, Rick felt a sharp, searing pain shoot up his leg. A scorpion, hidden beneath the bark, had
struck him under the knee. At first, the pain was manageable, but by the second day, intense
headaches began to set in. By the fourth day, the venom had taken a serious toll on his body,



and Rick, delirious and losing his clarity of thought, realized he could not ignore the situation
any longer. He had to get to the hospital in Grahamstown.

With grim determination, he climbed onto his motorbike, the engine sputtering in protest as he
navigated the rough gravel pass. Despite his weakness, he pushed himself, determined to make
the 50-kilometer journey into town. The pain and dizziness threatened to overwhelm him, but he
persevered, managing to reach the hospital in a state of near collapse. As he stumbled into the
waiting room, his legs buckled, and he fell to the floor, unconscious.

The nurses, unmoved by his condition, refused to attend to him, citing the mandatory two-rand
outpatient fee that Rick did not have. Lying there between the cold, hard chairs, his mind
slipping in and out of consciousness, Rick’s fate seemed uncertain. It was then that a doctor
passing through the waiting room noticed him. He asked the nurses what the problem was, and
after hearing their explanation, the doctor insisted they bring Rick in for examination.

Rick was admitted and placed on a drip, the fluids working to rehydrate and revive him. That
night, he slept fitfully, his body finally beginning to recover from the venom’s grip. By morning, he
had regained enough strength to sit up, his delirium fading. With his body stabilizing, he was
discharged, given medication for the scorpion sting, and sent home to recover.

This harrowing experience ignited a burning desire in Rick to learn more about the medicinal
plants of the African veld. What had once been a vague interest became an obsession. He
became determined to uncover the secrets that the land had to offer, particularly those that
could heal and restore. The scorpion sting, painful as it had been, had unwittingly opened a
door to a new path in Rick’s life, one that would lead him deeper into the ancient wisdom of the
African wilderness and the remarkable healing power of its plants.



Ch 12 - Security Industry

High in the rugged mountain peaks, Rick’s dwindling funds and rations marked the beginning of
a harsh reality: he could no longer delay the inevitable return to society, nor the pressing need to
earn an income. The weight of this realization sank in deeper with each passing day. He spent
countless hours pondering his next move, searching for an industry that could offer both
stability and growth. After much deliberation, the answer seemed clear. The Security Industry,
with its burgeoning demand for protection and peace of mind, felt like the natural choice.

With newfound determination, Rick descended from his mountain retreat and made his way
back into civilization, where he quickly found himself drawn to the world of security. He landed a
job with ADT in their sales division, where he began to build a reputation for his knack for selling
high-tech security systems. As the months passed, his confidence grew, and soon, an exciting
new opportunity presented itself: a position as an Armed Response Security Guard in the
coastalvillage of Great Brak River.

Eager to return to the familiar shores of his childhood and step into the next chapter of his life,
Rick eagerly seized the opportunity to work with Suiderkruis Security, a small but dynamic
company with a loyal and ever-expanding customer base. The village of Great Brak River, dotted
with holiday homes that lay dormant for much of the year, was an ideal setting for a growing
security business. The demand for protection was high, as many homeowners sought peace of
mind knowing their properties would be safe during the off-season.

This idyllic scenario proved to be a blessing for Rick, offering him a hands-on training ground to
hone his skills in the security field. As he spent more time on the job, he became adept in Armed
Response and Guarding, gradually formalizing his credentials and gaining experience that
would prove invaluable for his future.

But just as Rick was finding his footing in this new world, the world itself shifted. The tragic
events of 9/11 and the subsequent invasion of Iraq rocked global politics and triggered a
cascade of questions that Rick couldn’t ignore. The world was changing, and so was his place
within it. He found himself grappling with new, deeper uncertainties about the path ahead. What
was his role in this larger, shifting world, and how would it affect his work in the security
industry?

In search of the truth, Rick decided to take matters into his own hands. The unsettling questions
that lingered in his mind demanded answers, and he felt the only way to truly understand the
situation was to experience it firsthand. In 2003, driven by a sense of duty and a desire to
uncover what lay beneath the surface, Rick volunteered for a tour of duty in Iraq. His expertise in
Catering, logistics and management led to him being recruited by ESS (Essential Support
Services) as a Food Production Manager. On January 4, 2004, just one day after Iraq's first
democratic elections—at least, that's what Rick had been told—he set foot in Iraq, unaware
that he was about to be immersed in a world far more complex and sinister than he had ever
imagined.

What Rick didn’t know was that the reality on the ground in Iraq was worlds apart from the
sanitized narrative he had been led to believe. His first eye-opening discovery came swiftly: the



media, which he had once trusted to provide accurate reporting, was deeply corrupted. The
stories he would hear from soldiers and officers on the ground contradicted the information
being broadcast to the world. In time, he would come to realize just how orchestrated the
coverage of the war truly was.

Rick was sent to Baghdad before being stationed at An Numinaya, Iraq’s largest military training
base. There, he worked tirelessly as a Duty Manager in the base’s main kitchen, overseeing
operations not only at the central kitchen but also in the 29 troop diners spread throughout the
base, as well as the officers’ quarters known as South Park. South Park was a unique spot on
the base, as it was home to a diner exclusively for the US Army officers and the expatriate
soldiers stationed there. Rick quickly became familiar with this enclave, managing the diner and
regularly interacting with the officers who dined there.

During his shifts, Rick would wander from table to table, engaging with the officers and asking
them the simple question, “How’s your meal?” The exchange often led to much more than a
casual conversation about food. The officers, perhaps caught in moments of candidness, would
share stories about life on the streets outside the base. They spoke of the realities of war, of the
chaos and violence that raged just beyond the walls of their safe haven. It was through these
conversations that Rick began to piece together a vastly different picture from what the media
was portraying.

At the same time, the diner was equipped with multiple television sets, each tuned to
international news channels. As Rick went about his duties, he found himself absorbed by the
broadcasts, especially those covering the war. Over time, two unsettling patterns began to
emerge. First, the news channels seemed to be over-reporting events that, according to the
officers and soldiers he spoke with, had either not happened at all or were significantly
distorted. Second, there was an eerie consistency across all the international news outlets.
Despite the variety of networks, they all seemed to be reporting the same inconsistencies, as if
they were reading from the same script, repeating the same narrative.

It didn't take long for Rick to realize that the international news coverage was neither accurate
nor independent—it was being manipulated. The fabric of truth was being twisted, and the
stories that the world was hearing were far from the reality on the ground. This realization hit him
hard, leaving him grappling with a growing sense of disillusionment. Why were they lying? What
was the ultimate goal behind these orchestrated narratives? The questions multiplied, but the
answers remained elusive, leaving Rick feeling as though he had uncovered a dark secret that
few were willing to confront.

In the midst of a war-torn country, with the weight of this realization pressing down on him, Rick
found himself consumed by a new, deeper inquiry: Why was the truth being hidden from the
world, and who stood to gain from it?

After Rick’s return from Iraq, his experiences and newfound knowledge in the security industry
opened up a surprising opportunity. He was offered a prestigious position as the Senior
Executive Officer for Mint Master Security, a company that had undergone a significant
transformation. Mint Master Security, previously known as Coin Security (Zambia).

Rick, now back in Zambia, saw this as the perfect opportunity to re-enter the security industry,
but this time with a much broader and more meaningful mandate. He took on the role of Senior



Executive Officer for Mint Master Security, leading the company as it sought to navigate its dual
objectives of providing high-quality security services while also contributing to community
development.

As he stepped into his new role, Rick realized that this was not just another corporate job; it was
a chance to leverage his experiences in Iraq and his knowledge of the security industry to make
a tangible difference in the lives of people across Southern Africa. While the financial success
of Mint Master Security was important, Rick was keenly aware of the social impact that the
company could have.

For Rick, this new chapter was more than just a career opportunity; it was a chance to help
shape a company that not only provided security but also contributed to the social and
economic fabric of the countries it served.

Coin Security had been at the heart of a major acquisition orchestrated by the Kagiso Trust.

The Kagiso Trust is a prominent South African non-governmental organization (NGO) that has
apparently played a significant role in supporting community development and social
transformation efforts throughout the country, especially in post-apartheid South Africa.
Established in 1986, the Kagiso Trust initially focused on providing funding and resources to
various community-based projects aimed at improving education, health, and economic
opportunities for disadvantaged communities. The Trust’s mission is grounded in promoting
social justice, sustainable development, and empowerment for marginalized groups.

The acquisition of Coin Security by the Kagiso Trust occurred in the early 2000s as part of a
broader strategy to expand its scope of work, particularly in the areas of business development
and economic empowerment. Coin Security, founded by John Bishop in 1969, was one of South
Africa’s leading private security companies, providing services such as payroll management,
armed response, guarding, and cash-in-transit. The acquisition of Coin Security allowed the
Kagiso Trust to enter the security industry, giving the Trust a foothold in a rapidly growing sector
and enabling it to further its mission of contributing to the country’s transformation.

By acquiring Coin Security, the Kagiso Trust not only expanded its portfolio into a profitable and
high-demand industry but also aimed to align the company’s operations with their social
responsibility goals. They used this acquisition as an opportunity to promote black
empowerment and create sustainable employment opportunities, especially for previously
disadvantaged communities. The transaction was in line with South Africa’s Black Economic
Empowerment (BEE) policy, which sought to rectify the economic imbalances of the apartheid
era by increasing the participation of black South Africans in various sectors of the economy.

Through its investment in Coin Security, the Kagiso Trust was able to create economic
opportunities, ensuring that the business could play a role in advancing the social goals that the
Kagiso Trust held dear.

However, instead of doing that, they raided Coin Security, either through blatant ignorant
mismanagement or organised crime and corruption left the company bankrupt and the staff
with unpaid salaries. They left a mountain of debt and unpaid taxes and failed to pay for the
company in totality.



So the original owner of Coin Security, John Bishop, repossessed Coin Zambia, as well asit’s
other International Operations and rebranded the company as Mint Master. He formed a board
of Directors with Anderson Mazoka, Hakainde Hichilema and Monica Mwinga.

Anderson Kambela Mazoka was a prominent Zambian businessman and politician, best known
for his leadership of the United Party for National Development (UPND) and his role as a key
opposition figure in Zambia's political landscape. Born on April 24, 1948, in the Southern
Province of Zambia, Mazoka became a significant figure in the country's post-independence
history, particularly in the 1990s and early 2000s.

Early Life and Career

Anderson Mazoka's education was a foundation for his later success. He earned a degree in
Business Administration and initially worked in various sectors before becoming a successful
businessman. He was particularly well-known for his work in the transportation industry, where
he was involved in the founding and running of Mazoka Bus Services, a major player in Zambia’s
transportation sector.

His success in business gave him financial clout, which he later leveraged in his political
endeavors. Mazoka’s ability to merge business acumen with political strategy helped him build
a base of supporters both in urban centers and in the rural areas of Zambia.

Political Career

Mazoka's political career took off in the early 1990s, when Zambia was undergoing significant
political change. The country had been under one-party rule since independence in 1964, but in
1991, Zambia transitioned to multi-party democracy, which opened the door for new political
players to emerge. Mazoka became involved in politics as a member of the United Party for
National Development (UPND), which was founded in 1998 by Hakainde Hichilema, who would
later go on to become Zambia’s president, and who was also a Director of Mint Master Security.

In 1998, Mazoka became the president of the UPND, a role that allowed him to position himself
as one of Zambia's leading opposition politicians. Under his leadership, the UPND aimed to
offer an alternative to the long-standing rule of the Movement for Multi-Party Democracy (MMD),
which was led by then-president Frederick Chiluba. Mazoka advocated for democratic reforms,
economic liberalization, and social development in Zambia. His leadership was marked by his
commitment to improving governance, fighting corruption, and promoting economic policies
that focused on private sector growth, which resonated with many Zambians.

2001 Presidential Election

Mazoka's most significant political moment came in the 2001 presidential election. Running as
the UPND candidate, he faced off against Levy Mwanawasa of the ruling MMD, who was running
for president after the sudden death of President Chiluba’s chosen successor, Benard Z.
Chileshe. The election was intensely contested, and Mazoka, known for his appeal among the
urban population, came close to winning. Official results showed Mwanawasa winning with a
narrow margin, but many believed that the election was marred by irregularities and
manipulation, and Mazoka’s supporters claimed that he was the true victor. Mazoka’s
performance in the election solidified his position as a key political figure in Zambia, and he
became seen as a credible contender for future elections.

Legacy and Impact



Andy was assassinated. The ‘Opposition’ got to him. They poisoned him and though the official
cause of death was Kidney failure the full truth is that he was poisoned, and his kidneys failed.
Mazoka’s sudden death on May 24, 2006, at the age of 58, shocked the nation. His passing left a
leadership vacuum within the UPND, which was soon filled by Hakainde Hichilema, who would
go on to lead the party to victory in the 2021 presidential elections. Though Mazoka did not live
to see his party come to power, his legacy lived on through Hichilema, who had been his deputy
and continued to build on Mazoka’s vision for Zambia.

Mazoka was widely respected for his contributions to Zambia’s democratic process, and his
leadership helped pave the way for more vibrant, competitive elections and greater political
participation in the country. He was known for being principled, independent, and determined
in his political pursuits, and he earned a reputation as one of the country’s most charismatic
leaders.

While he did not achieve the presidency, Mazoka's leadership of the UPND, his role as a major
opposition leader, and his advocacy for economic and democratic reforms laid the groundwork
for Zambia’s future political trajectory. His death marked the end of an era in Zambian
opposition politics, but his legacy continues to influence the political landscape of the country
today.

When Andy Mazoka—a respected figure in the security industry and leader of Mint Master
Security—was tragically poisoned, Rick found himself far from the center of the unfolding crisis.
At the time, he was out of the country, attending the funeral of his long-time friend and Mint
Master’s Logistics Officer, Dean Cheze, who had also died mysteriously just a week before.
Dean's death had shaken Rick deeply, as he and Dean had shared a bond forged through years
of work and mutual respect. Both deaths—Andy’s and Dean’s—seemed to carry an eerie sense
of foreboding, and the circumstances surrounding them raised unsettling questions that Rick
was not yet prepared to confront.

As Rick grappled with the sudden loss of two close friends, he was also dealing with the fallout
of his absence. His popularity, which had once been firmly rooted in his leadership and steady
presence at Mint Master Security, began to dwindle rapidly. The void left by his physical absence
from the company and the growing rumors surrounding the mysterious deaths fueled a tide of
suspicion and discontent.

Rick’s return from the funeral marked the beginning of a sharp decline in his position at Mint
Master. His leadership was challenged, and his enemies—both internal and external—seized
the opportunity to undermine him. The tension finally reached a boiling point on Friday
afternoon, when Rick was violently attacked by a staff member in the offices of Mint Master. The
assault was sudden and brutal, a violent outburst of pent-up resentment and frustration from
those who saw Rick’s presence as a threat to their own ambitions. The attack was a shocking
blow, both physically and emotionally, signaling a complete breakdown in the company’s
stability. Rick was shaken but resolute, knowing that the situation had spiraled beyond his
control.

The following morning, Saturday, Rick and his fiancée, Christina, knew they had to make a
decision. The climate in Zambia had become hostile and dangerous. With little left to hold onto
in the country, they chose to make a swift and decisive exit. With urgency in their hearts, they
hired a metered taxi to take them to the Kazungula Border Post, a crossing point into



neighboring Botswana. There, at a remote location, Rick had a Volkswagen Jetta and a
caravan—his prearranged escape plan for exactly such a scenario.

As the sun began to set over the vast African landscape, the couple crossed the Zambezi River,
leaving Zambia behind. The cool evening breeze and the sight of the setting sun over the water
marked not only their departure from Zambia but also the end of one chapter and the beginning
of an uncertain new life. They were embarking on a journey that was as much about survival as it
was about starting fresh. The couple knew that life in Africa, in its many forms, would offer them
new opportunities, but it would also challenge them in ways they hadn’t yetimagined.

Their escape was not just about running from danger; it was about seeking freedom—freedom
from the shadows of betrayal, from the chaos that had engulfed Mint Master Security, and from
the unresolved mysteries surrounding their friends’ deaths. As they crossed into Botswana, their
minds were filled with questions about the future, but they were resolute in their determination
to carve out a new life for themselves, wherever that might lead them in Africa’s vast, untamed
expanse.



Ch 13 - Economic Systems

Rick and Christina had been driving for hours, their taxi Journey from Lusaka to Kasangula
which was approximately 450 km along the narrow, pot-holed roads that snaked through the
wild heart of the Zambezi Region. The sun was sinking low, painting the sky with shades of burnt
orange and crimson. They had crossed the mighty Zambezi River earlier that evening, the
pontoon ferrying them across with a quiet, steady hum. The landscape of the Caprivi Strip had
unfolded before them like a tapestry, lush and wild, a mixture of grasslands, dense woodland,
and winding waterways that seemed to stretch endlessly.

As they approached the park gate, the evening air thick with the scent of earth and rain, they
could see the fading light casting long shadows over the road. They were cutting it close. The
park gate was only open for a few more minutes, and they hadn’t anticipated such a delay at the
border. Rick’s foot was heavy on the accelerator as the vehicle bounced over the uneven road,
but as they reached the gate, it was already starting to close.

The ranger at the booth glanced up, barely acknowledging them as they came to a stop. “It’s
closing now,” he said curtly, pointing toward the distant horizon. The gate ahead of them, the
one that would lead deeper into the park, was shut as well.

Rick and Christina exchanged a look—tired but understanding. There had to push on, so they
knowingly slipped through the gate just before it closed and made their way in the dark to a lay
bye alongside the road, where Rick pulled over for the night.

With a resigned sigh, Rick turned off the engine. "l guess we’re camping here tonight," he said,
his voice a mixture of practicality and resignation.

Christina nodded, relieved at least to be off the road. “We’ll make the best of it,” she said,
though she couldn’t help but glance nervously at the thickening darkness. The vast expanse of
the Caprivi Strip stretched out around them like an open secret, its dense forests and
floodplains humming with the life of creatures unseen.

They had pulled over into a small lay-by next to the road, a patch of gravel bordered by thick
brush and tall grasses. The air was still warm, the kind of warmth that clung to your skin, with
the faintest hint of moisture from the distant river. The hum of cicadas filled the silence,
accompanied by the occasional distant call of a bird or the rustle of leaves stirred by the wind.

Without hesitation, Rick grabbed the camp gear from the back of the car and set up the caravan.
The camping stove was set up first, followed by coffee. As Christina unpacked their supplies,
her eyes scanned the horizon. It felt strange—this isolation in such a vast, untamed landscape.
No other vehicles were in sight, and the only sign of civilization was the faint glow of the last light
fading from the sky.

As the sun dipped below the trees, the jungle began to reveal its true character. The chirping of
insects crescendoed, and far off, Christina could hear the low grunt of a hippo. Rick stood still
for a moment, his eyes scanning the darkening landscape. The park, vast and ancient, was
waking up. He could almost feel the heartbeat of the wilderness pulsing through the air.

“Are we safe here?” Christina asked quietly, pulling her jacket tighter around her shoulders as
the temperature began to drop with the setting sun.



Rick didn’t answer immediately. He knew the wilderness here was as untamed as it was
beautiful. Lions roamed these parts. Leopards stalked silently through the night. Even
elephants, those great lumbering giants, could move surprisingly close, their presence only
revealed by the faintest crack of a branch underfoot.

“We’ll be fine,” he said at last, though his voice held a certain edge of uncertainty. “Just keep the
food sealed, and stay in the caravan if anything feels off.” He didn’t want to alarm her, but the
truth was, they were now part of the wild tapestry of the Caprivi, and the night was a reminder
that they were intruders in a world that didn’t need them to survive.

As the campfire crackled to life, casting flickering shadows on the surrounding trees, Christina
set out the pot of instant soup they’d had stored in a cupboard. Rick kept the fire small, its glow
barely enough to illuminate theirimmediate surroundings. They ate in quiet companionship, the
stars slowly emerging overhead, as if the sky itself was awakening to the beauty of the night.

The insects continued their chorus, an orchestra of life that filled the air with their constant
hum. Occasionally, the calls of birds could be heard—nightjars, perhaps, or the haunting hoot
of an owl. It was a symphony of sound that kept them alert, and yet lulled them into a strange,
tranquil stillness.

A sudden, deep rumble broke the peace. It was distant, but unmistakable. A lion’s roar. It rolled
across the land like thunder, a primal sound that shook the very air. Christina froze, her spoon
halfway to her mouth, eyes wide. Rick caught her gaze and gave her a half-smile, though his own
heart rate quickened slightly. The lion’s call echoed again, closer this time, the sound vibrating
through the earth.

“Not too close,” Rick muttered under his breath, his hand instinctively reaching for the small
flashlight on the table.

They finished their meal in silence, the roar of the lion growing faint as the night deepened,
replaced now by the quiet rustling of the trees. It was easy to forget how small they were in the
grand scheme of this wild world—how fragile they felt against the forces of nature all around
them.

After they cleaned up, They climbed into the back of the caravan to settle in for the night.
Christina stretched out in the camp bed, the cool breeze from the river sweeping through the
open window.

The night was alive with unseen creatures, but for now, in the safe cocoon of their caravan, they
let themselves drift into sleep, the wilderness beyond holding its secrets until the morning.

Sunrise on the Linyanti River was an ethereal experience, a moment when the world felt both
timeless and alive with possibility. As the first rays of the sun begin to creep over the horizon, the
river and its surrounding floodplains are bathed in a soft, golden light, casting long, stretching
shadows across the water and the wild grasses that fringe the banks.

The air was cool and fresh, tinged with the earthy scent of damp soil and the faint musk of the
river’s wetlands. As the sun ascended, its warm light danced on the surface of the Linyanti River,
turning it into a shimmering ribbon of silver and gold, winding through the wilderness like a
liquid thread. The water was still and reflective at first, mirroring the sky above in perfect
symmetry, creating the illusion that the river and sky are one and the same.



In the distance, the shadows of tall Macalani Palm trees and the green expanse of riverine
vegetation begin to take shape, their dark forms slowly revealing their intricate details as the
light deepens. The chorus of nocturnal creatures gradually faded, replaced by the stirring
sounds of the morning. Birds begin to stir—herons and egrets took flight from the banks, their
white feathers a stark contrast against the blue and orange sky. A fish eagle called out from its
perch, its resonant cry echoing across the water, a sound so iconic that it feels like a welcome
to the new day.

You could almost hear the soft splash of a hippo yawning and submerging in the river, or the
distant trumpet of an elephant as it ambled down to drink, its massive silhouette now clearly
outlined against the rising sun. Impala and waterbuck started to graze on the riverbanks, moving
slowly through the morning mist, their eyes alert to any movement.

The air seemed to hum with the life of the wetland ecosystem as the day woke up with them
alongside the road, overlooking the Linyanti River. The sun climbed higher, casting a deeper light
across the scene, turning the river into a molten path of light, stretching toward the horizon,
where the land meets the sky in a haze of blue and gold.

The moment was peaceful yet charged with the raw beauty of nature. Sunrise on the Linyanti
River is not just a change in time—it’s a moment of profound stillness and awakening, when the
land, the creatures, and the sky all seem to hold their breath before the day truly begins. It’s a
reminder of the untouched wilderness that thrives here, where the rhythms of nature play out
with stunning clarity.

Silently, Rick and Christina sat in the still, early morning air, the dusty ground beneath them cool
but beginning to warm with the sun’s first rays. They had pulled over near the small border post,
and sat quietly as they waited for it to open. There was nothing but the vast, empty expanse of
the Caprivi Strip stretching out before them, a ribbon of dirt and grass winding between the
brush and the distant hills. The faint sound of birds waking in the thickets around them was the
only noise that broke the profound silence of the early hours.

The border post, modest and unassuming, stood like a sentinel at the edge of nowhere. Then,
just as the first light of day pierced the horizon, the gate creaked open. A lone official, wrapped
in a dusty uniform, waved them through with a brief, tired smile. Without ceremony, they were
on their way again, the road ahead leading them deeper into the heart of Namibia, along the
strip where the land had once been a flashpoint of conflict, and now felt eerily quiet.

As they moved forward, the rugged beauty of the Caprivi Strip unfolded around them: dry,
windswept plains dotted with lone trees, low-lying bushes, and the occasional village. But as
much as Rick had anticipated the wild landscapes, it was the poverty that struck him hardest—
the stark, painful poverty that seemed to stretch for miles. The small mud huts, the tired faces,
the children barefoot in the dust—these images seemed to be everywhere. It was the kind of
poverty that spoke volumes in its silence, a resignation written in the sagging shoulders of the
people who lived here.

What caught Rick’s attention most, though, was the contrast. The people here, whose lives
seemed so desperately basic, had once thrived under the shadow of war. During the Angola
Border War, the Caprivi Strip had been a bustling crossroads, a strategic military zone where
both the South African Defense Force had staked their claims and built their bases. The



communities that lived here had lived hard, but they had lived with purpose—thrived even—
nurtured by the chaotic economic engine of war. This was a war waged against the communist
onslaught onto Southern Africa but turned out to actually just be a War over Diamond and Oil
Rights and when those were settled, the war ended and left the area, leaving the local Herero
and San Peoples destitute.

Now, all that was left was quiet. The war had long ended, but the economy had evaporated with
it, leaving only an undercurrent of hope struggling to find footing in the dust. It was another stark
reminder of the fickle, ever-shifting nature of Colonialism and Capitalism, Rick thought. He had
seen the same patterns unfold in so many parts of the world—how economic systems could
plunder, extract, and disappear, leaving behind only the hollowed-out remnants of once-thriving
societies.

Rick’s mind wandered back to his own experiences, his time in the Navy, the places he had
seen, the people he had met—the Lunda tribes along the Angola border, their history rich with
culture, now caught in the currents of modern geopolitics. The war in Irag had been another
glaring example of how Capitalism could destroy, a system that fed off conflict, fear, and
manipulation. And then there was Kagiso Trust, that had set its sights on Coin Security—
ruthless corporate manoeuvring dressed up in the guise of social good. Or the ways that Andy
was eliminated because he became too popular an opposition. Rick could feel the seeds of
disillusionment growing in him, just as they had begun to sprout during his military service, and
later with his exposure to the insidious side of corporate greed. Capitalism, with its promises of
growth and prosperity, had only ever seemed to benefit the few at the top, leaving the majority to
fight over the scraps.

As they rattled on through the parched, sun-bleached desert, Rick couldn’t help but think about
the contradictions of the world—how systems that should have lifted people out of poverty had
often done the opposite. And now, as he observed the hardship around him in the Caprivi, he
began to wonder—what if there was another way? The thoughts gnawed at him, a restless itch
that refused to be ignored.

Could Communism be the answer? The idea of a system that promised equality, redistribution
of wealth, and collective ownership began to seem less far-fetched, especially in the face of
such glaring inequality. Was it possible that the very structure of Capitalism, with its focus on
individualism, profit, and unchecked growth, was inherently flawed? What if the antithesis—the
opposite system, Communism—wasn’t the enemy, but the solution? Rick had never considered
it in such stark terms, but now, in the quiet expanse of the Caprivi Strip, it seemed like a thought
worth exploring.

As the road thundered underneath, Rick thought about Communism, as a socio-economic and
political ideology, that seeks to establish a classless society in which the means of production
are communally owned. While it has theoretical appeal and has been implemented in various
forms, it comes with both advantages and disadvantages. He thought about them.

1. Economic Equality

o Intheory, communism eliminates class distinctions, reducing wealth disparities
by distributing resources and wealth equitably among all citizens. This can
promote social cohesion and reduce poverty.



Access to Basic Needs

o Essential services like healthcare, education, and housing are often provided
universally in communist systems, ensuring no one is left behind due to
economic status.

Focus on Collective Welfare

o Communism prioritizes the needs of the community over individual gain,
fostering a sense of solidarity and shared purpose.

Elimination of Exploitation

o By abolishing private ownership of the means of production, communism seeks
to end capitalist exploitation, where profits are generated from the labor of
workers who may not receive a fair share.

Economic Stability

o State planning and control can prevent market fluctuations, recessions, and
unemployment often seen in capitalist economies, providing long-term stability.

Reduced Competition

o The absence of a profit-driven market reduces wasteful competition, focusing
instead on meeting collective needs rather than generating surplus for profit.

Then Rick thought about the con’s of communism.

Suppression of Individual Freedom

o Communism often requires strict government control, limiting personal
freedoms such as choice in employment, property ownership, and political
expression.

Inefficiency and Lack of Incentives

o Without the motivation of personal profit, productivity and innovation may
suffer, as individuals have fewer incentives to excel or improve.

Economic Stagnation

o Centralized planning can lead to inefficiencies, mismanagement, and a failure to
adapt to changing economic needs, often resulting in shortages or surpluses of
goods.

Concentration of Power

o Communist regimes frequently consolidate power in a single party or leader,
leading to authoritarian governance, corruption, and abuse of power.

Suppression of Dissent



o To maintain control, many communist states have resorted to censorship,
repression, and violence against opposition, curtailing democratic processes
and human rights.

6. Loss of Individual Property Rights

o The abolition of private property can alienate individuals from their work and
possessions, leading to dissatisfaction and resistance.

7. Economic Homogeneity

o Thefocus on equality can lead to a "one-size-fits-all" approach, stifling diversity
and individualism in both economic and cultural spheres.

This left Rick with more questions than answers but in general he summed it us as follows:

Communism strives for a fair and equitable society but often struggles with practical
implementation. While it promises economic equality and universal access to necessities, the
challenges of centralized control, inefficiency, and the potential for authoritarianism have
historically undermined its ideals. Its appeal depends on one’s values—whether prioritizing
collective welfare over individual freedoms or vice versa.

The dry, desert air outside the car swirled with dust as they continued their journey, the road
ahead stretching endlessly, like an invitation to follow whatever thoughts came next. On and on
they rumbled through the heart of Namibia, the landscape growing increasingly barren as they
left the Caprivi behind and headed toward Windhoek. The hours passed in a blur of red sand
and blue sky, their wheels kicking up a constant cloud of fine dust, while the harsh beauty of the
land seemed to mirror Rick’s own turbulent thoughts.

By the time they reached Windhoek, the sun was dipping low, casting long shadows across the
city. They pulled into a modest guesthouse, and after a long, dusty day, took the chance to
shower, the hot water washing away the grime of the road and the disquiet in Rick’s mind—if
only for a moment. They were quiet over dinner, each lost in their own thoughts. Afterward, with
the night thickening around them, they slept.

Early in the morning they climbed back into their car, ready to head out again—this time to
Walvis Bay, where the desert met the sea.

But as they drove through the hot Namibian day, the thoughts still lingered in Rick’s mind. The
road ahead was long, but now, more than ever, the landscape seemed to call for more than just
a journey through the physical world. It beckoned him to reckon with the shifting tides of history,
of politics, and of the world he had come to question.

Walvis Bay was a striking and unique place, where the arid desert meets the Atlantic Ocean,
creating an unusual and captivating contrast of landscapes. Located on the western coast of
Namibia, it is the country’s only deepwater port, and its serene, yet rugged beauty has earned it
a reputation as a place where the natural world and human activity coexist in fascinating
harmony.



As they approached Walvis Bay, the first thing that caught Rick’s eye was the vast expanse of the
Namib Desert stretching out in a wave of golden sand dunes, their edges softened by the desert
wind. The dunes seem to roll endlessly toward the horizon, their curves and ridges forming an
ocean of earth. Yet, just as you think the desert will engulf the town entirely, the deep blue of the
Atlantic Ocean appears on the horizon, meeting the land in a sharp, clean line.

They found the town itself to be small but bustling, with a relaxed, almost laid-back vibe. The
port area hummed with activity, where ships from all over the world were docking, unloading
goods and supplies. Despite its industrial side, the town had a certain charm—its colorful
buildings painted in soft pastels, and the streets, though wide and often windy, were lined with
palm trees and small cafes, giving it a distinctly coastal feel.

The Lagoon was perhaps the most captivating feature of Walvis Bay. A sprawling saltwater body
bordered by sand dunes and a mudflat. A home to an astonishing array of birdlife. Flamingos
waded in the shallows, their graceful forms contrasting with the stillness of the water, while
pelicans and seagulls hovered above, darting to catch fish. The lagoon's salty, silken surface
was dotted with boats, and in the late afternoon, the light played over the water, turning itinto a
shimmering, reflective surface that mirrored the desert dunes in the distance.

The air in Walvis Bay was filled with a briny tang, a mixture of sea breeze and the dry scent of the
desert. The sky was an intense shade of blue, with the ever-present fog rolling in from the
Atlantic, giving the town an ethereal, dreamlike quality. The coastal wind was constant, a cool
and refreshing breeze that carried the smell of saltwater, and the persistent sound of waves
crashing against the shore.

There they spent the night. It was a bit chilly in the morning, as the temperature fluctuated
between the desert's heat and the cold ocean currents, but during the day, the sun warmed the
air, making it pleasant to explore.

They drove out south into the desert. The sand dunes surrounding Walvis Bay were a natural
wonder in their own right. To the south, the dunes of the Namib Desert seemed to rise out of
nowhere, towering as high as 300 meters (about 1,000 feet). The red-orange color of the sand,
especially at sunrise and sunset, was mesmerizing.

They headed to Dune 7, one of the highest dunes in the area, where they were treated to
breathtaking panoramic views of the town, the lagoon, and the endless stretch of the desert
meeting the sea. Climbing to the top of a dune was an exhilarating experience, offering a rare
sense of isolation and perspective on the vast, empty beauty of the landscape.

They drove the short distance from Walvis Bay to Swakopmund, a charming coastal resort town
that seemed frozen in time, with its pastel-colored buildings, cobbled streets, and the
unmistakable imprint of German colonial heritage. The salty sea breeze mingled with the aroma
of freshly baked Apfelstrudel, and the town's quaint allure invited them to linger. They spent
another night there, walking along the moonlit promenade as the Atlantic waves whispered
against the shore, their minds teeming with quiet hopes for the future.

The next day, they headed south into the vast and untamed Namib Desert. There was no fixed
destination, no grand plan—just the open road, the endless dunes, and an unspoken yearning



for a fresh start. Their only objective was clear: to find a place where they could build a life, a
home, and a livelihood, somewhere they could finally reunite with their son, Christopher. For
now, Christopher was living with Christina’s sister in South Africa, his laughter and presence
dearly missed, a void they were eager to fill.

As they meandered southward, the desert seemed to mirror their state of mind—vast,
mysterious, and full of untapped potential. They weren’t bound by urgency, but by possibility,
letting the landscape guide them as they drifted through small towns and sprawling emptiness.
Each stop held the promise of something new, a place where they might plant roots, forge a
future, and rediscover the rhythm of life at a gentler pace.

Just outside a speck of a town called Solitaire, nestled in the vast expanse of the Namib Desert,
their journey came to an abrupt halt. The clutch cable snapped with a final, metallic protest,
leaving them stranded under the unrelenting desert sun. Rick had no choice but to shoulder a
backpack and walk the few kilometres back to Solitaire, his boots kicking up plumes of red dust
with each step.

Solitaire was more a mirage than a town—a scattering of weathered buildings, a lonely petrol
pump, and a bakery famous for its apple pie that seemed wildly out of place in the barren
landscape. It had exactly one mechanic, a grizzled old man who shook his head gravely after
inspecting the damaged clutch cable. A replacement clutch cable wasn’t something you’d find
in Solitaire’s limited inventory. It had to be sourced from South Africa, flown into Windhoek, and
then couriered to this remote outpost. The estimated wait? A week.

With no alternative, Rick and Christina set up camp on the desert's edge, beside a dry riverbed
that snaked like a faded scar across the land. Their makeshift home consisted of their trusty car
and faithful caravan, a cooking fire that crackled faintly against the silence, and the infinite
company of the stars. The days stretched long and unhurried, each one painted in shifting hues
of ochre and gold, while the nights descended with a chill that seemed to seep into their bones.

For Rick, the stillness of the desert offered more than just a forced pause—it became fertile
ground for introspection. As he watched the sun dip below the horizon, its fiery glow
extinguished by the cool indigo of night, his thoughts turned to the world's inequities and the
systems that perpetuated them. Socialism—its promises of fairness, equality, and shared
prosperity—began to surface in his mind as a tantalizing possibility. Could it be the solution to
the entrenched problems of poverty, greed, and exploitation? Or was it just another ideal too
fragile to withstand human ambition?

Rick's musings deepened with each passing day. The desert, with its stark simplicity and
unyielding vastness, seemed to strip away the clutter of modern life, leaving space for questions
he'd never allowed himself to ask. The waiting, though unplanned, became a journey of its
own—a journey not measured in miles, but in the evolution of thought.

Socialism, he thought, as a socio-economic system, aims to reduce inequality by promoting
collective ownership or regulation of resources and production. It often emphasizes welfare and
public goods over private profit. Like any system, it has advantages and disadvantages. He
began to list them.



Advantages of Socialism
1. Reduction of Economic Inequality

o Socialism aims to bridge the wealth gap by redistributing income and resources.
By ensuring fair wages and access to basic necessities, it seeks to minimize
extreme disparities between the rich and poor.

2. Universal Access to Services

o Essential services like healthcare, education, housing, and transportation are
often provided or subsidized by the government, ensuring that all citizens,
regardless of income, have access to these necessities.

3. Focus on Social Welfare

o Prioritizing the well-being of the population, socialism often supports robust
social safety nets, reducing poverty and unemployment rates through state
intervention.

4. Prevention of Exploitation

o Byemphasizing collective ownership of the means of production, socialism
reduces the risk of exploitation by private entities that prioritize profits over
workers' rights.

5. Economic Stability

o With government planning and regulation, socialism can reduce the volatility
seen in capitalist systems, such as sudden recessions, booms, or busts.

6. Encouragement of Collective Responsibility

o Insocialist systems, there’s a greater emphasis on cooperation and community,
fostering a sense of shared purpose and solidarity.

7. Investmentin Public Goods

o Resources are often directed toward infrastructure, research, and public
projects that benefit society as a whole rather than private interests.

Then he listed the Disadvantages of Socialism
1. Reduced Individual Freedom

o Government control over key sectors of the economy can limit personal
freedoms, including the ability to own private property, start independent
businesses, or choose how to allocate wealth.

2. Inefficiency and Bureaucracy

o Centralized planning can lead to inefficiencies, overregulation, and an often
bloated bureaucracy that hinders economic dynamism and innovation.

3. Lack of Incentives



o Without the motivation of personal profit, individuals and businesses may lack
the drive to innovate or increase productivity, potentially leading to stagnation.

4. Risk of Government Overreach

o Concentrated power in the hands of the state can lead to corruption,
inefficiency, and authoritarianism, as seen in some historical implementations
of socialism.

5. Potential for Economic Mismanagement

o State control over the economy may result in poor allocation of resources,
shortages, or surpluses of goods due to misjudged planning and a lack of market
signals.

6. Dependency on the State

o Extensive welfare systems can create dependency, discouraging personal
responsibility and self-reliance among citizens.

7. Challenges in Balancing Efficiency and Equity

o While striving for fairness, socialism can inadvertently stifle competition,
innovation, and entrepreneurship, which are often drivers of economic growth in
capitalist systems.

8. Potential for Slower Economic Growth

o High taxes and wealth redistribution policies can reduce investment and
entrepreneurial activity, potentially leading to slower economic growth over
time.

In Summary, he thought that Socialism offers a vision of a fair and equitable society by
prioritizing collective welfare and reducing inequality. However, it can face challenges related to
efficiency, individual freedoms, and potential government overreach. Its success often depends
on how itis implemented and balanced with other systems, as pure socialism is rarely
practiced in isolation. Mixed economies, which blend socialism and capitalism, attempt to
harness the benefits of both systems while mitigating their weaknesses.

But the problem of capitalism lingered in his mind, an ever-present shadow. Rick had long
wrestled with its contradictions—the unchecked greed, the exploitation, the growing chasm
between the haves and have-nots. Now, amidst the vast stillness of the desert, he felt the
weight of its failings more acutely than ever. Humanity, he concluded, needed an alternative.
Something new. Something better.

The question consumed him: what could replace capitalism? Socialism offered ideals that
appealed to him—equality, fairness, and a sense of collective purpose. But it also had its flaws.
The inefficiencies, the stifling of innovation, and the dangers of centralized control felt like
insurmountable barriers. If only there was a way to solve socialism’s economic problem, Rick
thought, he might just stumble upon the key to a system that could work.



And so, under the relentless sun and beneath a canopy of brilliant stars, he began to think. And
think. His mind turned the question over like a sculptor shaping clay, chipping away at
preconceptions and letting new ideas take form. What if there was a way to harness the
efficiency of capitalism while preserving socialism's heart? Could the two be reconciled—or
surpassed? The desert seemed a fitting backdrop for his musings, its timeless expanse
mirroring the enormity of the task he imagined for himself.

The days stretched into nights, and still, the ideas swirled. Rick found himself sketching
diagrams in the sand, staring at the horizon as if answers might rise with the morning sun. He
didn’t find solutions—at least not yet—but he found hope in the process of questioning, in the
belief that the world could change if someone dared to rethink it.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity but was only a week, the much-anticipated day arrived.
The replacement clutch cable had made its long journey from South Africa to Windhoek and,
finally, to Solitaire. Rick laced his boots and hiked back to the little outpost, his steps lighter
than they’d been in days. Collecting the cable was surprisingly smooth, the mechanic grinning
as he handed it over.

As they prepared to leave their desert camp, Rick felt a strange sense of clarity. The answers he
sought were still elusive, but the questions had begun to solidify in his mind. And with the open
road ahead, he resolved to keep searching. After all, the journey itself, as he was learning, often
held the most profound revelations.

They left the desert behind, heading south with the promise of new horizons ahead. Soon

enough, their journey brought them to Namaqualand, a land that seemed to defy logic with its
breathtaking transformation. This arid expanse, typically harsh and barren, had erupted into a
kaleidoscope of color—a living carpet of desert flowers stretching as far as the eye could see.

Namaqualand’s bloom was a miracle of nature, sparked by the gentle rains of winter. The once-
dusty plains were now alive with vibrant hues of orange, pink, yellow, and purple. Daisies were
the stars of the show, their vivid petals dancing in the sunlight, while wild gladioli and succulent
vygies added splashes of rich magenta and deep crimson. Tiny flowers of every conceivable
shade clustered together, creating intricate patterns that seemed almost deliberate, as if
painted by an unseen hand.

The air carried a faint, sweet fragrance, a subtle reminder of the life flourishing against all odds.
Delicate flowers like the Namaqua pincushion stood proud among rocky outcrops, their bright
heads swaying gently in the breeze. Even the hardy quiver trees, with their spiky silhouettes,
seemed softened by the explosion of color around them.

As they drove, the landscape unfolded like a living tapestry, changing with every bend in the
road. Here, afield of bright yellow Namaqua daisies; there, a patch of vivid purple groundcover
hugging the soil. It was a feast for the senses, a rare and fleeting beauty that seemed to whisper
a lesson about resilience and the unexpected gifts of nature.

Namaqualand in bloom was more than just a sight—it was an experience, a reminder that even
the harshest conditions could give rise to something extraordinary. They soaked in the wonder of
it all, hearts lifted by the splendour of the desert’s fleeting masterpiece, before continuing their
journey southward toward Cape Town, carrying with them the memory of a landscape
transformed by life.



Cape Town, despite its iconic beauty, held no promise for them. The city’s vibrant pulse, framed
by the towering silhouette of Table Mountain, quickly soured when Christina was mugged, her
backpack torn away in a moment of chaos. Disillusioned and shaken, they made the decision to
leave, following the coast in search of quieter, safer horizons.

Their journey brought them to Glentana, a small, unassuming gem nestled between land and
sea. It was a place steeped in memory for Rick—a return to his old haunt and childhood
playground. As they approached, the scenery shifted dramatically, the rugged majesty of the
Outeniqua Mountains announcing itself in breathtaking form.

These mighty peaks rose with commanding presence, their slopes clad in dense fynbos, a
tapestry of greens and silvers that seemed to shimmer under the coastal sun. The mountains
tumbled down toward the sea in a cascade of steep, rocky terrain, their ancient faces
weathered by time. Here and there, the cliffs gave way to caves carved by centuries of relentless
surf, their dark mouths yawning toward the azure waves.

Below the cliffs stretched the beaches—glorious and unspoiled, ribbons of soft, golden sand
that seemed to go on forever. The tide rolled in with rhythmic precision, frothing white against
the shore, while the salty tang of the ocean filled the air. The contrast was stark and stunning:
the imposing cliffs on one side, the infinite expanse of the Indian Ocean on the other.

Glentana felt like a place suspended in time, where nature’s grandeur overshadowed all else.
The long beaches invited exploration, their sands littered with smooth pebbles and driftwood,
while the caves whispered of mystery and adventure. For Rick, it was more than a place—it was
a sanctuary, a canvas of childhood memories painted against the wild beauty of land meeting
sea.

As they settled into this serene coastal haven, the struggles of the road seemed to fade,
replaced by the calming rhythm of waves and the timeless embrace of the Outeniqua
Mountains. Glentana, at least for now, felt like a refuge.

But their peaceful days in Glentana were not to last. During their stay, Rick and Christina had
struck up a warm friendship with a local dairy farmer, a kind-hearted man whose farm lay
perched just up the hill from the caravan park where they had made their temporary home. Over
shared cups of coffee and conversations in the golden light of the coastal evenings, he extended
an invitation that seemed too good to refuse. He offered them a place to stay on his farm—a
new beginning just a stone’s throw from where they had settled.

An agreement was reached, and it was decided they would move on Saturday after lunch. By
midday, they packed up their belongings and, joined by Christopher—who had come down for
the school holidays—prepared to leave their seaside encampment. The move was a simple
affair, the short journey up the hill made under a brilliant blue sky. By 3 PM, they had settled into
their new home, the gentle hum of the dairy farm already blending into the rhythm of their lives.

What happened next was nothing short of cataclysmic. That same afternoon, Glentana was
struck by a sudden and devastating downpour, the heavens unleashing a torrential rain with
unrelenting ferocity. The usually serene caravan park below was transformed into a scene of



chaos as a smallrivulet swelled beyond its banks. A deluge of muddy water swept through the
park, carrying with it everything in its path. The caravans that had once stood in neat rows, home
to other families and travelers, were torn from their moorings and dragged helplessly toward the
raging ocean. By the time the storm subsided, the park had been all but erased, its remnants
scattered along the shore.

As they stood on the hill, watching the devastation unfold, Rick felt a chill that had nothing to do
with the weather. Had they not moved when they did, they too might have been among the lost,
their home swept away like so many others. To Rick, it was impossible to see the timing of their
move as mere coincidence. Something larger, something unexplainable, had intervened—he
was sure of it.

This brush with disaster became a pivotal moment for Rick, igniting a deep and insistent need
for understanding. What was the nature of the forces at play in the universe? Was it chance, or
was there a higher order, a divine hand guiding event? As the days passed, his thoughts turned
increasingly inward, consumed by questions about the nature of the divine and the
interconnectedness of all things. The flood had spared them, but it also left him seeking
answers—answers that felt both urgent and infinite. Rick’s spiritual quest, already flickering like
a faint ember, now burned brightly, fueled by a newfound sense of awe and the unmistakable
feeling that their survival had been nothing short of miraculous.

However, the idyllic promise of life on the dairy farm proved to be short-lived. What had initially
seemed like a tranquil escape from the chaos of the world began to unravel under the weight of
its daily realities. The steady hum of the dairy motors, which at first seemed a harmless
backdrop to farm life, soon became an oppressive drone, filling the air with its mechanical
monotony and leaving little room for silence or reflection.

Even more troubling was the sorrowful lowing of the mother cows. Their mournful cries echoed
through the hills each time their calves were taken away—a routine practice to maximize milk
production and profits. Rick couldn’t ignore the raw grief in their voices, an unsettling reminder
of the sacrifices demanded by a system that placed profit above all else.

The experience became a living testament to everything Rick had come to despise about
capitalism. It was here, on this farm, that the clash between profit and the environment,
between industry and nature, was laid bare before him. The lush green fields masked a deeper
imbalance—a relentless pursuit of economic gain at the expense of the natural order. Rick
found it unbearable, the hypocrisy of it all sharpening his disdain for capitalism in every form.

Unable to reconcile his growing discomfort with staying, they decided it was time to move on
once again. The road east brought them to Port Elizabeth, where they found a haven at the
Willows, a coastal retreat on the edge of the Indian Ocean. The rolling waves and windswept
shores offered a stark and soothing contrast to the mechanical din they had left behind.

Here, in the embrace of the sea and the endless horizon, a new chapter of their journey began.
The Willows seemed to hum with possibility, the salty air filling their lungs with a sense of
renewal. Rick felt a tentative hope stir within him—a belief that perhaps, this time, they had
found a place where they could start fresh, untethered from the relentless machinery of a world
driven by profit.



But a life of pure tranquility at the Willows was not to be—not just yet. They still needed an
income, and so Rick turned to his tried-and-true catering skills. Opportunity knocked at the
Humewood Mansions Hotel, a grand old establishment perched on Marine Drive, some 15
kilometers down the road from the Willows. It was a fortuitous arrangement, as the commute to
work conveniently passed a local school, allowing Christopher to join them full-time. This was a
blessing; the thought of their son growing up in the coastal paradise of the Willows brought joy
to both Rick and Christina.

The Willows was a child's dream playground, and Christopher embraced it wholeheartedly. Its
rock pools teemed with marine life—shellfish clung to the rocks, and clever octopi darted
through the crystal-clear water. The beaches stretched endlessly, inviting hours of surfing,
fishing, and the kind of carefree exploration that only childhood can truly savor. Every day at the
Willows felt like a discovery, a hands-on education in the wonders of the natural world.

Meanwhile, Rick's culinary expertise soon caught the attention of others. It wasn’t long before
the management at the Willows itself approached him with an offer he couldn’t refuse. They
recognized his talents and poached him from the Humewood Mansions, offering a position
managing their conference center, including its kitchen operations. For Rick, it was a chance to
be closer to his family while taking on a role that tapped into his skills and passion.

From there, Rick’s responsibilities expanded. He soon found himself overseeing not just the
conference center but the resort’s entire events management operations. The job included
Three Pools Resort, a picturesque neighboring property, as well as the old PE-CC Complex,
which used to be the prestigious Port Elizabeth Country Club, a hub for major gatherings and
conventions in Port Elizabeth in the early 1900s. But now it was almost derelict and wind
damaged.

The work was demanding but deeply rewarding. For Rick, it was more than a job—it was an
opportunity to bring people together, to create memorable experiences, and to breathe life into
events that would leave a lasting impression. And all the while, they remained at the Willows, a
place that felt increasingly like home, where the sound of the waves and the rhythm of the tides
became the backdrop to this thriving new chapter in their lives.

The PE-CC Complex, a sprawling property with two distinct tenants, became the setting for a
major turning point in Rick’s life. One half of the complex was managed by the Willows, who
oversaw the property on behalf of one of their directors, Johan Dreyer. Johan was an ambitious
property developer with grand plans, and the development was in full swing at the time. The
other half of the complex was leased by the son of a local priest, whose family had taken up
residence in the space. This tenant, with two teenage daughters, faced the daily challenge of
commuting to town—a taxing routine that proved increasingly difficult for the family. After much
deliberation, they decided to move into Port Elizabeth itself, closer to school and work, relieving
them of the exhausting commutes.

This shift opened up an unexpected opportunity for Rick. The family offered him the chance to
take over the lease for their portion of the property, a prospect he leapt at eagerly. It was a fresh
start, a chance to carve out his own space and take control of his future. Soon, an agreement
was reached, and Rick, with the help of the Priest, went to the Properties Division of the
Municipality to formalize the transfer of the lease. He was now the proud tenant of a small but
vital part of the PE-CC Complex.



However, things were far from smooth sailing. Despite the responsibilities of managing his
portion of the complex, Rick found himself at odds with the Willows management over a
longstanding issue. For three years, they had failed to pay him his contractual profit share—an
amount that was rightfully his for his work managing the events side of the business. Rick had
been patient, trusting that things would eventually be settled. But as the debts mounted, his
frustration grew. He confronted the Willows management, hoping for a resolution. But instead
of finding understanding, he faced a wall of resistance, and to his disbelief, they tried to extort
and exploit him further.

Feeling betrayed and taken advantage of, Rick made a bold decision. He resigned from his
position at the Willows, refusing to be complicit in their continued attempts to deceive and
exploit him. Taking a stand, he took the Willows to court for breach of contract. In a victory that
affirmed his resolve, Rick won the case, securing what was owed to him and proving that
standing up for what’s right can pay off.

Now, with the legal battle behind him, Rick found himself living at the PE-CC Complex. The
lease he had taken over offered him not only physical space but also a rare opportunity to
experiment with the very ideas that had consumed his thoughts for years. With a newfound
sense of autonomy, Rick began to focus on what he called "Shareconomics," a vision for an
alternative economic system that he believed could address the problems he had seen in both
capitalism and socialism. It was a model based on shared resources, collaborative success,
and community-driven sustainability.

With the property now his domain, Rick had the means to bring his ideas to life. The PE-CC
Complex, once just a backdrop to his journey, now became the stage for something bigger—a
testbed for an economic system that could offer a new way forward.

As Rick grappled for alternative economic solutions on The PE-CC property the Zen Collective of
Cooperatives was born and the Shareconomic way of doing business was developed. Rick’s
experiment was just beginning, and with it, he hoped to rewrite the rules of business,
economics, and human connection.
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Hello.

The Zen-Collective of Cooperatives is an initiative to provide trade &/or business sphere participants with Fair-Trade
Opportunitics that allow them to re-position their products, skills and talents/services into commercial markets using a ' Structure
of Opcration', called Cooperative Participation, which is a Fair-Trade System, b s it is M i-&-Managed by it's
participants, collectively, in a democratic, p and bl . thus motivating cach adequatcly, driving
efficiency production and proportionate profitability.

Our objective is to grow our Zen~Collective into a Network of Cooperative Associations that will ultimately be able to compete
internationally within the Globalized Markets, enabling it's members to position themselves to compete against Today's Multi-
national Corporation Cartels (The Corportocracy), which has ' captured' our Legal, Monetary/Economic, Political, and Media
Systems into a Bias, that govern All our Human (Social) Affairs, by cnslaving us into their ' Profit-Motive Paradigm, which is
done to the to the detriment of those of us who make up the vast Majority (99%) of Global-Earth's Population as well as, the
Earth's Environment, Climate and Possible Future Extinction.

Economically, Humanity has become enslaved within an Exploitative, Non-Viable Economic System called Capitalism, although

it is more appropriately called 'Colonio-Capitalism' as it's roots come from within Colonialism.

Capitalism is Broken, because Capitalism has fund | Flaws, specifically where it comes it Sustainability and the Future

Viability on Earth, a planet limited in resources, therefore Capitalism has failed Humanity and so doing has become outdated.
This is Capitalism's Upgrade.

The following pages contain information which explain an alternative economic solution to the collapsing capitalist model. Our
Fair-Share System sccks to improve capitalism's systems in both Macro & Micro Economic Markets, thus replacing capitalism
simply because it is a better system of commerce.

In the past, the capital-based economic model has been enforced upon us without the option of alternatives, but now that our
planet is in such crisis, we have to convert to sustainable methodologies before all our planetary resources are depleted and
humanity genocides itself in the process.

Capitalism has alrcady failed because of a fundamental flaw within it's ideology and that failing is inability to inh y
into future gencerations. This flaw is the belief that we can produce and consume wantonly and without end, even though we are
contained within a planct, limited in it's resources. Rampant Consumerism can not continue without causing suffering - and indeed
the reason that the world's people are suffering so much is precisely because we (the people) are running out of (access to)
resources. There is still currently enough for us to create a Sustainable & Viable Future for #US-ALL - IF WE SHARE.
Capitalism's biased legislative process has created an unfair and exploitative environment which entrenches class and eugenic
segregation through legislated policies of ' Economic Apartheid' that that forces people into adverse conditions, such as poverty,
which ultimately disenfranchise these people from their Traditional. Social & Humanitarian Rights, resulting in disharmony
between the populations of carth, crupting into crime and violence.

PEACE ON EARTH can ONLY be brought about through fair and egalitarian (equal) Systems &/or Structures embedded into
human development and social co-habitation principles.

Share-Trade is Fair-Trade which is a way of dramatically improving your business production cfficiency, marketability & thus
profitable viability through the best Motivation Strategies for all participating Members, whether Employers or Employees, which
can be achieved by converting your Company into a Cooperative through our Structural Incorporation of all Stake-Holders to the
varying degrees of their individual Participation &/or Contributions as outlined on the following pages.

Thank you and welcome to a better way of doing business.

_oa [ air-Share is a Fair-Trade Development Initiative
Rix Simpson .
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The World IS full of Potential Opportunity !
What is Shareconomics?

Shareconomics is a Proportionately Fair, Equitable and Democratic
Economic Business Model that replaces Capitalism by harmonising

the cooperative system of organisation & association together with
capitalism's production & monetary systems,

utilizing business trade opportunities, specifically within niche markets,
that are guided through their operations in a democratic manner,

applied laterally and through Leadership collectives of committees &
councils in order to create & generate surplus (profits) for it's members
who are paid out Dividends (salaries) based upon their proportionate
representation, contribution &/ participation within a specific cooperative
Sfunctioning as a production unit within a defined production cycle or period.

N

Shareconomics is Capitalism's Upgrade

Slmreconomics isw Fairund Equitable wny to Trade because Puarticipnnts
ofw pmrticulnr cooperntive ure uble to benefit from Surplus Rewnrds
culculnted in proportion to their specific contributions withinw pre-defined
production cycle throughw Stake-Holding clnimed wind enrned bused upon
ench individunl's Slmre-Holding within tlmt cooperative.

A Coopertive forms & develops out ofw project wimed to meet purticular
consumer needs.

The Zen-Collective of Cooperatives is, in and of itself, a developing concept project,
dependant upon contributions and/or participation. Potential Candidate members are
encouraged to enquire about participating in any of our developments, as and when
they unfold and/or are initiated into the public domains &/or markets.
Because our developmental growth and future success is dependant upon communal
participation, we must thus, also disclaim any obligations, perceived or not.
As such, we make no claims, which guarantee, or warrantee
any action pertaining to this invitation to join our
Zen-collective or any of it's cooperatives, however,
Together we can achieve our Collective Goals !
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How Do Our Cooperatives Work? — Future

The Objective is to provide a Commercial System of Trade & Exchange that is Fairly
Equitable for ALL Participant Stake-Holders, and which is

Managed in a Democratic process through Leadership Committee Structures, who are
voted into position by the members of that same Cooperative, Association, Union,
Collective &/or Project, which may or may not be 'nested' within a larger Cooperative,
thus benefiting mutually from shared resources, Intellectual Properties &/or Financial
support. Management Structure. As with Our Zen Collective of Cooperatives example.

-’ v ~ . ‘

Membership to a particular cooperative requires each Participant to obtain a Stake-Holding within that
cooperative organisation. Stake-Holdings are calculated based upon their personal contributions toward the
Outcome of the Cooperatives Time-Based' Objectives and 'Operational Principles' which govern Production
Policies and Procedures, but that are formulated by the cooperative's members themselves.

Therefore all the aspects of a cooperative are determined by it's members, for it's members benefit, because it is
managed by it's members through democratic processes.

Stake-Holdings are represented through a process of 'Claim' & 'Issue” of Participation-Shares in order to
participate within a specific cooperative, which are issued specifically for and limited only to that specific
Cooperative &/or Initiation / Participation-Project.

Participation Shares can be ' earned' by participants cooperating within an individual Cooperative &/or
(Initiation) Project.

The Share Stake-Holding carries rights within each Project of Participation and Cooperation, to which benefits can
be claimed, and is, therefore also, restricted, in powers, specifically to the affairs of the Specific Cooperative
Organisation &/ or Project’s Constitution, for which the Shares have been Issued, specifically for the prescribed
Validity Period (Production-Cycle) as stipulated upon the relevant Participation-Share Certificates Issued.

Non-accumulative Dividends can be paid out on Surplus Production, Products, Assets &/or Resources which
may be paid to Participation Share-Holders, as per the Policies-&-Procedures of the Specific Cooperative / Project
applicable and may be paid out at the discretion of the cooperative's Steering Committee &/or Allocated Project
Coordinators.

Participation-Share Dividend Values are then calculated Proportionately, within a specific cooperative &/or
initiation project, as per the following formulae:
1: At the end of the pre-determined production or production-cycle, Surplus Production &/or Profit may be
Analysed, Evaluated, Calculated and/or quantified, such that Project / a Cooperatives Production Surplus may
be declared for a specific production cycle .
2: Declared Surplus is then Divided into 6 Portions or 'Pots' 4 x = 20% & 2 x = 10% each.
3: Each Pot shall be allocated to each of the six (6) Share-Type (or Stake-Holder Categories)

A: Financial (Monetary) Value Stake-Holders (=20%)

B: Participation (Time & Labour) Stake-Holders (=20%)

C: Resource (&/ Asset) Contribution Stake-Holders (=20%)

D: Intellectual Property (Idea) Contribution Stake-Holders (=10%)

E: Efficiency (Productivity) Achievement Stake-Holders (=20%)

F: Gift-Tax Portion (=10%)
4: Declared Dividends shall then be paid out proportionately to each Participation share-holder in proportion to
the quantity of valid shares that they hold in that Pot, comprising other share-holders, and so, surplus dividends
are paid out accordingly to the relative Participation Share-Holder's Proportionate Contribution.
5: Upon pay-out of Declared Dividends, the Participation-Shares Expire, rendering them Time/Production Cycle
Specific. - It is therefore a System of Proportionate Rewards Return for Proportionate Participation &/
Contribution.
6: Participants may then re-purchase Participation-Shares for the next ' Production Cycle Period " of that same
Cooperative Project, if so condoned by the rest of their team.

FAIR_ SHARE TRADE For more info : ... (37072 9202 724 s
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Proportional Payouts, for each Specific Project & Time-Cycles are made to each 'pot’ in accord with the percentages above
Each Payout is calculated proportionately to the number of Stake-holder's Valid Fair-Shares contained within a specific pot.
The following example, portrays one such pot.
Eg: If there exists, at the end of a Production Time-Cycle, 180 Fair-Shares issued to the Money-Pot and
20% of Surplus = R7200.00, then each Fair-Share Payout =R40.00 per Fair-Share in the Money-Pot.
If 'Investor A" holds 100 valid Fair-Shares their Proportionate Payout = R4000.00

'Investor B' holds 40 Fair-Shares they receive a Payout = R1600.00 &

'Investor C' also holds 40 Fair-Shares their Payout also = R1600.00.

Total Money-Pot Payout - R7200.00

Negotiable

If, in the Work-Pot Group,
A Contributing Participant works for 60 hours out of a total of 120 hours worked
collectively then their Proportionate payout would equal HALF the Work Pot Amount.

Fair~Share
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PROCESS
M YA
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All Decisions are made within Lateral Democracy Applied through the Qualified Vote System
within cach Cooperative there are elected committees made in order to lead & manage the affairs of cach
cooperative or Initiation Project.

Decisions are made together by the team within a democratic process by which each Fair-Share = a Vote.
Therefore, a member holding 10 Fair-Shares will have 10 votes (proportionately) when deciding on

a collective matter.

The other members of that team also holding a proportionate amount of votes pending their individual

Stake-Holding within a specific project / cooperative.
‘.

FAIR-SHARE TRADE o=

For more info : ... ek




The Zen~Holdings

Co-operative Corporation

'Invitation to Join a Zen-Cooperative

Hello & Welcome
to the NBA ! - The World's NEXT BEST ALTERNATIVE!
Cooperative Participation
which provides Positive Potentials for Future Trade, Income Generation
& Business Incubation Enabling our Participants to Flourish.

What is a Cooperative?

A Cooperative is a Humanist Collective, jointly participating through contributions of either;
Effort (Labour / Time),
Resources, (Land, Products, Tools &/or Equipment)
Capital (Money) &
Intellectual (Properties) &/or Advancing Ideas,

brought together & Collaborating (within a Team Effort) in order to achieve a common goal
in output vision and/or a Common Goal-oriented ' End Result',
Individual Participation is Proportionately Contributed, Recorded & Rewarded,
creating a Fair System of Personal Growth AND Collective Expansion.

About the Zen Cooperative Corporation.,

As with all Cooperatives the Zen-Corporation is entirely based upon

Membership Shareholdings, which are managed by democratically elected

Committees &/or Councils made up of each cooperatives membership specifically

extending within the domain of each individual cooperative associated within

our Collective Structure which facilitates each individual cooperative the

power of competing Globally within the International Economy.

Zen~Holdings Corporate Structure Consists of Three lateral Tiers of Collective Cooperation,

Level f: & spread down 8 Levels of Geo-Practical (International) Operations,which are;
Level 12 (% Holdings are based upon Proportionate Share Allocations)
Zerghpex Level 2: Q
Social Cooperalives ” y in*
— (1% of ZemeHoldings) Zen=Necondary How to Join:

Leadership Cooperatives Passive Members - Simply Register

e O Active Members - Purchase Shares
: aof Zen—~Holdings)

Cooperative Participation Progects
Level 3~ Zen~Primary Cooperatives opevating within Internationaf Markers = (2%)
Level 4 Zen~ Primary Cooperatives operaling within Continental Markels = ( 4% )
Level 5= Zen—Primary Conperatives operating within National Markets = { 8% )
Level 6 « Zep=Primiary Cooperatives operating within Cirv/Town Markets = ( [2% )
Level - Zen—~Primary Cooperatives operating within Avea/Suburban Mavkets = ¢ 24% )

Level 8- Zen~Primary Cooperatives operating within Private/{ndividial Markets = ( 45% )
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to NBA ! - The World's NEXT BEST ALTERNATIVE!

Cooperative Participation
which provides Positive Potentials for Future Trade, Income Generation
& Business Incubation Enabling our Participants to Flourish.

Our Zen-Cooperative is a Humanist Collective,
Objectively seeking Benefits for Our Members, who jointly participate
through individual contributions of either;
A: Capital (Money, Fanari &/ Social Capital.)
B: Effort (Labour &/ Time),
C: Resources, (Land, Products, Tools &/or Equipment)
D: Intellectual Properties (Ideas or the Advancement of Existing Ideas,
Each brought together & Collaborating (within a Team Effort) in order to achieve common
goals in output vision and/or ' End Result'.
Individual Participation is Proportionately Contributed, Recorded & Rewarded accordingly.
creating a Fair System of Personal Growth AND Collective Expansion.

As with all Cooperatives the Zen-Corporation is entirely based upon

Membership Shareholdings, which are managed by democratically elected

Committees &/or Councils made up of each cooperatives membership specifically

extending within the domain of that specific cooperative, however associated within

our Collective Structure, which benefiting each with our Intellectual Properties such as,

Our Policy & Procedure Guidance Systems, Creating Collective Consumer Markets in which
Members benefit from participating in, as well as, facilitating each the power of competing
Globally within the International Economy.

Zen~Planning Structure Consists of Twelve lateral Domains (/Markets) of Collective
Cooperation, tiered down 8 Levels of Geo-Practical (&/International) Operation Potentials,

which are; Level 1:-Zen-Apex Guidance Cooperatives
Level 2:- Zen-Secondary Leadership Cooperatives
Level 3:- Zen~Primary (++) Cooperatives operating within International Markets
Level 4:- Zen~ Primary (+) Cooperatives operating within Continental Markets
Level 5:- Zen~Primary Cooperatives operating within National Markets

Level 6: - Zen~Primary (Sub) Cooperatives operating within City/Town Markets
Level 7:- Zen~Primary (Sub-Sub) Cooperatives operating within Area/Suburban Markets
Level 8:- Zen~Primary (Tri-Sub) Cooperatives operating within Private/Individual Markets

Level 9:- Passive (Non-Active) Share-Holders

FAIR-SHARE TRADE
Economic S\S tem For more info : ...

'
(+27) 0729282 724 B

Wuata
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FAIR-SHARE TRADE
Economic System

MATRIX

Level THREE (3)
Zen-PRIMARY++

__ (International)

| ¢
RESPONSIBILITY

Zen~CHARITY
Association
Social Capital Harmony
Charity & Environment
Support Responsibilities

WELFARI

Zen~GROW
Association
Agriculture, Food, Research,
Nutrition, Expansion &
Acquisitions Sustainability

PLANNING Zer-ean.

Forethought, Foresight,
A

Zen~ETHICS

Association
Organizational Oversight,
Transparency, Leadership

Analysis, Repair & Guidance

L9
L8

Development, Planning
Initiation & Implementatiol

Zen~ADMIN
Association
Resource Supervision
Auditing, Accounting
Records, Storage & Archives

SIX (6) h, N ki

Level SIX (6 Outreach, Networking

Zen-PRIMARY -Sub
(City & Town)

Level NINE (9)
Zen-AFFILIATES
(International)

Awake Population
(Global)

FAIR-SHARE

Level ONE (1)

MARKET Zen-APEX
Level TWO (2)
DOMAIN Zen-SECONDARY

Publications, Media, Marketing
& Promotions Communications

Zen-PRIMARY -Sub-Sub
(Suburban Arca)

_ooperative

Level FOUR (4)
Zen-PRIMARY +
((‘ontip_s:ntal)

Level FIVE (5)
Zen-PRIMARY
(National)

Zen~INFO
Association
Information, Knowledge
& Wisdom Education in
Gnosis & Enlightenment

Zen™~CHI
Association
Health, Welfare, Research
Analysis, Repair, Guidance &
Environmental Protection

RELATIONSHIPS
Zen~UNITY
Association

Network Unification
Family & Relationships
Labour & Services Supply

L10 L11 LI12
COMMERCE
Zen~TRADE
Association

Mercantile Commerce
Economic Investment, Risk,
Money & Financial Benefits

F

Zen~CREATE
Association
Logistics, Production,
Industry, Manufacture

P o~ -3 Distribution & Destruction

i B RESOURCES Zen-Comms CREATIVITY

Zen~COMMS Zen~SAFE (ty) n
Association Association i

Operations, Properties, Shelter,
Housing, Land, Oceans,
& Environment Security

PROPERTY

@ D

Level EIGHT (8)
Zen-PRIMARY -Tri-Sub
(Local Community)
Level ELEVEN (11)
Indifferent Population

(Global)
Level TWELVE (12)
Level SEVEN (7) OPPOSITION
(Global)

>

‘Ahehem
(it

[(+27) 072 9282 724

b =) SR
I"O1 111OIC 11110 . ...*

) Level TEN (10)

TRADE
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FAIR-SHARE TRADE . oo
Economic System  11VEStS 1n Humanities Future,

Invitation to Join an Initiate Cooperative W fcchook compagesZonHoldings
The Zen-Collective Cooperative Corporation, through our Zen-Primary Cooperative,
Zen-Kwasa, currently has Opportunities for Visionary Entreprencurs who are able to
Participate with the following Skill-Set Contributions;

Cooperative
Financial Investors, Participation
Resource Donors, Development
Admin, Organisation & Leadership Skills Project

Communications Abilities,

Technicians, - 4
Code Writers, ) )

Web Developers

Cloud Hosting Web-masters

Social Media Expertise Zan~ KN S.So.
Radio & Broadcasting Personel Communications
Creative Design eArtists Cooperative

Bloggers & vBloggers
Videographers & Photographers
Researchers

Crowd Funding Networkers
Structural Network Development Engineers

Level 7

" Zen~Sub-Sub-Primary
2! Community Participation Projecis

To Participate within a Dynamic & Revolutionary Development Team, within a
Fair-Trade Market Place, who's Objective seeks to distribute "Truth Media Information’
in order to facilitate Global Solutions aimed at enhancing Earth's future Sustainability &
Survival Efficiency, while advocating Peaceful Co-habitation of Planet-People.
Contained within these opportunities is the possibility of Self-Advancement,

as well as, an opportunity to help Save the World.
In conjunction with
Level 2

.| Zen~Secondary
Leadership Cooperatives

Rick Simpson,
Executive Chair,

(+27) 072 9282 724 @ v S
rick.simpson.sa@gmail.com ~  cwown Zen-Comms
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FAIR-SHARE TRADE For more info: ... s




Zen-Ofolective of
Cooperatives

FAIR-SHARE TYPES

Negotiable

Fair~Share E: Thrift-Shares Fair~Share
Efficiency (Productivity) I
Achievement Stake-Holders (Levels 0-7)

(=20%)
D: IP-Shares
F: Gift-Shares = Intellectual Properties

Gift Tax or (idea) Contribution
Direct-Tax Portion Stake-Holders (=10%)

(Levels 9 & 8)

F m'haru

2ADY~AID . f
A: Fin-Shares = gm
Financial (Monetary) T Y TS

Value Stake-Holders
(=20%)

C: Asset-Share =
Resource Contribution
Stake-Holders (=20%)

B: Effort-Share =
Participation
( Time & Labour)
Stake-Holders
(=20%)

+27) 072 9282 724 &
FAIR-SHARE TRADE For more info : ... oo 28 e




Zen-Ofollective of

(Ass
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HOW TO JOIN

i Start a 'NEW' Cooperative / Project.
P! )
or
B Buy into an Existing Cooperative, Council &/or Project by
becoming a Participating Member.
or
Q Convert a (Capital) Company into a (Social) Cooperative
'Ubuntu-Style'

B: Buv into an Existing Zen-Collective Cooperative

We have a very broad range of; JOIN US
Potential idea opportunities,
Income Generation Projects,
Business Incubation Projects,
Cooperatives,
Associations,
Organisations &/or Enquire about
Unions

Cooperative Participation
IS The Future of Economy ...

our opportunities
within your skill-set
&/ Talents.

to choose from,
which are currently awaiting
both Participation &/ Investment.

Negotiable Non-Negotiable

Fair~Share Fair~Share

(Levels 9 & 8) (Levels 0-7)

Enquire about &/or Purchase Fair-Shares within the Zen-Collective,
& receive discounts on products purchased from other members

of the Zen-Collective of Cooperatives. SRS g
Please Allow Our '(I':aUE:'
SIM&IOHNSON kI aJ@HNS@I e
CONSULTANTS FYMA M h o
to assist &/or Advise you further? mB!EgEﬁE]Y ) q\a\n‘ﬁ'&‘\.’
+27(0) 72 9282 724 == e

Zen-Honey Invitation : Pg. 21 of 23.




The Zen~Holdings

Co-operative Corporation
Share Structure

Ordinary Shares Registered = 500 000
Current Ordinary Shares Value = R6400 ca.

Level 0: - Zen~Holdings (PLC) Lvd. 4 Categories of Share :
Shares Issued = 100 000 to R Simpson - Foundation Developer IPR ~ Intellectual Properties (IP Shares)
Shares Issued = 50 000 to Simé&Johnson (D.Cheze.) Fin Inv. Financial Investment Shares

Time Participation Shares

Shares Issued = 350 000 to Zen-Apex Cooperative Collective. Resource Contribution Shares

% Level I: - Zen~Apex Cooperatives (x 6)

Shares Received =350 000

Holding Shares = L1 =12 000 x 1 = (4 %) = (/8 = 1500 for each Apex Co-op)

RE-Issued Shares = 338 000
Special Shares Current Special Shares Value L2= R3200 ca.

- Level 2:- Zen~Secondary Cooperatives ( x 18)
~  Shares Received = 338 000

Current Holding Shares = 18 000 x 2 (L2) = 36 000 (/24 = 1500 each Co-op)
Special RE-Issued Shares =320 000

Shares Level 3:- Zen~Primary Cooperatives _on International Level = (4%)

Value Shares Received = 320 000

1.3=R1600 ea. Holding Shares = 12 800 x 4 = 51 200 (Divide into 4 equal Categories = 12 800 each.)
RE-Issued Shares =307 200

L4 @ R800 ea. Level d:- Zen~ Primary Cooperatives on Continental Level =( 4% )
Shares Received = 307 200
Holding Shares = 12 800 x 8 = 102 400 (/4 =25 600 in each Category)
RE-Issued Shares = 294 400

Level 5:- Zen~Primary Cooperatives on National Level =( 8% )
L5 @ R400 Shares Received = 294 400

Holding Shares = 25 600 x 16 409 600 (/4 = 102 400 in cach Category)

RE-Issued Shares = 268 800

L6 @ R200 Level 6- Zen~Primary Cooperatives on City-Town Level = ( 12% )
Shares Received = 268 800
Holding Shares = 38 400 x 32 =1 228 800 (/4 = 307 200 Shares in Each Category)
RE-Issucd Shares = 230 400

L7 @ R100 Level 7- Zen~FPrimary Cooperatives on Area-Suburb Level = ( 24% )
Shares Received = 230 400
Holding Shares = 76 800 x 64 =4 915 200 (/4 = 1 228 800 in each Category)
RE-Issued Shares = 153 600

18 @ R50 ea. Level 8- Zen~Primary Cooperatives on Private-individual Level = ( 48% )
Shares Received = 153 600
Holding Shares = 153 600 x 128 = 19 660 800 (/4 =4 915 200 in each Share Category
RE-Issued Shares =0
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Fair-Share Purchase Request ¢ Z€7 ;,;;,',(.,',;;,,,c{ i)

Contribution # No.: APPLY Contribution Details: START Date:

Donor's Details: 1o Participation in Project/ C:

e ‘ i Zen-Kwasa
ID / Tax No.: Zentim (Bi-Sub) Primg:;v Cooperative,
Cel No: L Communieations [ncorporated into Zen-Comms

Secondary Cooperative through Zen-Apex Coop.

eMail: {mount in words:

Contribution Method: : Share-Value Date: Current Share-value:
ety forOve Nont) [Miarch 2018] R64.00ea

Participation ~ Share ~ No-Shares

References: ze:"'(':".ni:“ SECTOR: -TYPE Regquested
Prmary cooperatives  Participation TOTAL Monetary
Pledge No : Payment Date: LEVEL: Value :

Cert #:

Signature:

ollective of Zen—Share

Stake'HOIder S CLAIM Form T's& (C's Zenqoolw,ﬂnveg System

Contribution £ No.: ‘Ek END Date:
Donor’s Details: - {} \ ’_llll_tﬂﬂo%“i Zen-Kwasa
Name: > 3 ¥ (Bi-Sub) Primary Cooperative,
T . "::" = Incorporated into Zen-Comms
T 7 Secondary Cooperative through Zen-Apex Coop.
il No: /' Contribution Values:  A:Money:
B: Revonrees : B: Equip:
eMail: C:Time'Labour: TOTAL
D: ldeay & IPs: Value:
Contribution Details : Amount in words:
n {1 Participation ~ Share  No-Shares
. Zen-Comms SECTOR: TYPE: ISSUED:
"y ‘ Prln?;; Cecpahice Participation Authority:
is CLAIM Date: LEVEL:
Ref: Zenw~=Kwd.so. . - Cert #:
Commu nicntions &M
~Cooperative
Zah'Zen Co-op Project

Participation-Certificate

Cooperative Project's Name:
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Fair--Share Value is also Derived from
Participation
in our PE-CC (Vital-Link)

Economic Refugee Projects m Economic Reform Centre

Training offered to Communities
adversely affected Reenh

(1
@ .
y C . : by Poverty &/or Reform
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Cooperatives

HOW TO SAVE THE WORLD
(from Capitalism)

L\ Start a ' NEW' Cooperative / Project.
or
B Buy into an Existing Cooperative, Council &/or Project by
becoming a Participating Member.
. or
C Convert a (Capital) Company into a (Social) Cooperative
'Ubuntu-Style'

|
\

Y
£

I

R S

FARESPE S

Cooperative Participation IS
The Onlv Viable
& Sustainable Future Economy.

Starting a 'New' Cooperative (Outside of the Zen-Collective)

Your Need the following:
A Viable Idea

A Constitution
A Business Plan
A Marketing Plan
Share Capital Declaration
Invitation to Join a Cooperative
Invitation Event / Meeting
Stake-Holders Mandate (From the Invitation Mecting)
Potential Member's Participation-Pledges
Required Contributions to be made where necessary.
Potential member's Proof of Address
Certified Id Copies,
Proof of Share-Contribution
As well as various other National Legislated / Statutory Requirements which may vary
from country to country.
In South Africa the Cooperatives Act Applies. These Criteria would also need to be fulfilled.

Please Allow Our ) RA B T BT AT
SIM&JOHNSON —-— —
CONSULTANTS

to assist &/or Advise you further?

+27(0) 72 9282 724
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Cooperatives

HOW TO JOIN
A Starta'NEW' Cooperative / Project.
or
B Buy into an Existing Cooperative, Council &/or Project by
becoming a Participating Member.

or
' Convert a (Capital) Company into a (Social) Cooperative
'Ubuntu-Style'
B: Buy into an Existing Zen-Collective Cooperative
We have a very broad range of; JOIN US
Pom[}:iiloﬁza(; e‘:ﬁ;?g:ﬁ:ajec " Cooperative Participation
Business Incubation Projects, 1> The Future of Economy ...
Cooperatives,
Associations,

Orgarl'njisgtions &/or Enquire about
iy - nions our opportunities
which are currently awaiting within your skill-set

&/ Talents.

both Participation &/ Investment.

Negotiable Non-Negotiable =
o
- -
e P, {13 vim 3o1s R64.00ea
L4 - . sfrvem e 3 yved
Fair~Share Fair~Share - e
h—— —— Dlatee No —_— N e
(Levels 9 & 8) (Levels 0-7) Sigmature:

Enquire about &/or Purchase Fair-Shares within the Zen-Collective,
& receive discounts on products purchased from other members

of the Zen-Collective of Cooperatives. TARIOTNGON
Please Allow Our : —;-1::;;;
SIM&I OHN SON S]M &I@HM%N . Divistorn ]
CONSULTANTS A NS
to assist &/or Advise you further? %i‘gé??Y @ S
+27(0) 72 9282 724 = e




Zen-Qfolective of
Cooperatives

HOW TO CONVERT
;\ Start a ' NEW' Cooperative / Project.
or
B Buy into an Existing Cooperative, Council &/or Project by
becoming a Participating Member.

N or L g
' Converta (Capital) Company into a (Social) Cooperative - W@

'Ubuntu-Style' ; )
A
= . LIFE-SKILL
MERGE with us CORCHING
through SHARE-SWOP iy ety

Converting Your Company imto a Cooperative

To a better way of doing business.

A Fair-Trade way of Incorporating All Your Company
Stake-Holders within varying degrees of Participation &/or
Contributions.

Share-Trade is Fair-Trade.

Your Require:
Directors Resolution which Approves Conversion from a Company to a Cooperative
Company registration Certificate.
Registered Share Capital Certificate
FICA Documentation
Balance Sheet for your last Financial Year,
Bank Statements for past six months
Details of all registered Directors,
Proof of Address
Certified Id Copies of All Directors, as well as, all future Stake-Holders.
Stake-Holders Mandate (including...

Your Participation-Pledge Please Allow Our
Required Contributions to be made. SIM&JOHNSON
CONSULTANTS
We Provide: A Cooperative Structure within to assist &/or Advise you further?
which to Participate. +27(0) 72 9282 724
&/or Training in our Intellectual Property Systems
of Cooperative Participation Management, where SR BT NGRS

Efficiency & Viable Productivity are Key ! TOMMODITY

BROKEES




Ch 15 - Revolution

In 2012, while Rick was deeply immersed in the development of the Zen Co-operative projects,
he came to a profound realization—Capitalism was not just a byproduct of the world's issues,
but a driving force behind them. However, this understanding was not enough. As he delved
further into the mechanisms of the global economy, he uncovered the insidious influence at the
heart of it all: the International Banking Cartel.

The International Banking Cartel, a powerful network of elite financial institutions, operates
behind the scenes to exert control over global finance, politics, and economies. These entities,
transcending national borders, hold the reins of power in a system where money, rather than
people or ethics, dictates the course of society. This cartel is composed of a small group of
central banks, investment banks, and multinational financial institutions, with names like the
Federal Reserve (Fed), the Bank of International Settlements (BIS), the Bank of England (BoE),
the European Central Bank, and a handful of others leading the charge.

What makes this cartel particularly dangerous is its ability to shape legislation and influence
governments through complex financial instruments and lobbying. Through the use of loans,
bailouts, and interest rate manipulations, the cartel ensures the perpetuation of its own wealth
and influence. It does this by crafting biased laws that favor the international monetary
system—systems that prioritize debt over productivity, speculation over innovation, and the
accumulation of wealth for the few over the welfare of the many.

At the core of the cartel's operations is the power to create money. Through processes like
fractional reserve banking, the cartel can manufacture vast sums of currency out of thin air,
then charge interest on it, perpetuating an endless cycle of debt. This system keeps nations,
corporations, and individuals locked in a cycle of borrowing and repayment, ensuring that the
international banking elite maintain their grip on the global economy.

Rick's discovery was nothing short of revelatory: money, in its current form, was not a neutral
tool for exchange but a weapon in the hands of the few, used to manipulate economies and
drive inequality. It became clear to him that if humanity was to truly evolve, it would have to
rethink the very concept of money itself—along with the systems that allowed such
concentrated power to persist in the hands of a few financial giants.

The International Banking Cartel, with its sprawling reach and shadowy dealings, had not just
shaped the modern world—it had imprisoned it within a system of financial oppression, with
every decision made in the interest of profit rather than human well-being. And so, as Rick
continued his work with the Zen Co-operative, he understood that confronting this cartel was
not just a matter of economic reform—it was a fight for the very future of global society.

At this time the Occupy Movement was in it’s inception and Rick decided to join it, so he started
a chapter in Port Elizabeth which he called Occupy iBhayi. iBhayi being the local isiXhosa name
for Port Elizabeth.

The International Occupy Movement, often simply referred to as Occupy, emerged in 2011 as a
global grassroots protest movement against economic inequality, corporate greed, and the
undue influence of financial institutions on politics and society. Sparked by the success of the
"Occupy Wall Street" (OWS) protest in New York City, the movement quickly spread to cities



around the world, representing a broad, decentralized call for social, economic, and political
change.

Origins and Ideals

The Occupy movement can trace its origins to a combination of events and trends. The global
financial crisis of 2007-2008, which saw the collapse of major financial institutions and a
subsequent recession, deeply shook the global economy. The crisis exposed the vast disparity
between the wealthy elite and ordinary citizens, as well as the reckless, often corrupt practices
of banks and corporations that had contributed to the economic collapse. While ordinary
people lost jobs, homes, and savings, financial institutions were bailed out by governments,
creating a sense of deep injustice and frustration.

In response to this growing anger, Occupy Wall Street was born on September 17, 2011, when a
group of activists gathered in Zuccotti Park, in the heart of New York’s financial district, under
the slogan "We are the 99%." This phrase encapsulated the central message of the movement—
that the vast majority of the world's population, representing 99% of people, was being
exploited and marginalized by the wealthiest 1%, particularly the multinational corporations
and financial institutions that held disproportionate power.

Core Messages and Demands

The central theme of the Occupy movement was economic justice. The protesters highlighted
the growing wealth gap, where the top 1% of the population held the majority of wealth and
resources, while the rest of the world struggled with job insecurity, stagnating wages, and rising
living costs. The movement was also a condemnation of a political system that many felt had
become corrupt, driven by corporate money and the lobbying power of the rich and powerful,
often at the expense of the general population.

One of the movement’s key demands was the end of the "financialization" of the economy,
where speculative practices, such as high-frequency trading, had taken precedence over
investments in real businesses or communities. Protesters also called for greater regulation of
banks and financial institutions, which had been allowed to operate with minimal oversight,
often taking massive risks with public funds.

Another major issue raised by the movement was the notion of democracy in crisis. Protesters
believed that the political system, particularly in Western democracies, was increasingly being
manipulated by the interests of wealthy corporations. They argued that corporate money in
politics, especially through lobbying and political donations, undermined the will of the people
and distorted democratic processes.

The Occupy movement also called for a broader re-evaluation of societal values. Rather than
prioritizing growth, consumerism, and profits above all else, protesters sought a society based
on fairness, sustainability, and cooperation. They challenged traditional notions of wealth and
success, advocating for alternative economic systems that would serve the needs of all people,
not just the elites.

Global Impact and Spread

Though Occupy Wall Street was the original and most visible manifestation of the movement, it
quickly spread to cities across the United States and around the globe. Occupy protests sprang
up in cities like London, Toronto, Sydney, Madrid, Paris, and beyond, such as in Port Elizabeth.



While each occupation had its own specific local concerns, they were united by the overarching
theme of challenging inequality and calling for more democratic, accountable systems.

The Occupy movement gained widespread attention through its unique, decentralized
structure. It was leaderless, relying on a model of direct democracy where decisions were made
through consensus in general assemblies. This was in stark contrast to the hierarchical
structures of traditional political movements. It also made extensive use of social media to
organize, spread information, and amplify its message—giving rise to a new era of online
activism and participation.

However, the decentralized nature of the movement also led to challenges. While it resonated
with many people who were frustrated with the status quo, it lacked clear leadership or a unified
set of specific demands, which sometimes made it difficult for the movement to achieve
concrete policy changes. The lack of clear demands was both a strength (in allowing for broad
participation) and a weakness (in allowing critics to argue that the movement lacked focus and
actionable goals).

Legacy and Criticisms

Despite the challenges and eventual decline of the physical occupations in many cities—often
due to police crackdowns and the logistical difficulties of maintaining long-term
encampments—the Occupy movement had a lasting impact on global discourse. It succeeded
in bringing issues of wealth inequality, corporate influence, and economic justice to the
forefront of public conversation. It also sparked a new wave of activism, inspiring movements
such as the Democratic Socialists of America, Black Lives Matter, and Fridays for Future, and
Anonymous, influencing political platforms in countries like the United States, Spain, and
beyond.

The movement also prompted a re-evaluation of the financial systems that had led to
widespread inequality, helping to fuel debates about wealth distribution, taxation, and the role
of corporations in democratic societies.

However, the movement was not without its criticisms. Some detractors argued that it was too
vague in its goals, lacked a concrete strategy for change, or was overly idealistic. Others
criticized the lack of a clear leadership structure, which they believed contributed to its inability
to create sustained political pressure, but in the end it was Government and Banking Censure
that chased the Occupy Movement Underground, with many of it’'s members creating and
joining the Anonymous Revolutions which were born in 2014..

The International Occupy Movement was a powerful moment in global activism, a rallying cry for
those who felt left behind by the forces of capitalism and corporate power. It reminded the
world of the dangers of unchecked financial influence and the moral imperative to build a more
just and equitable society. While its physical occupations may have ended, the ideas it sparked
continue to shape conversations about economic justice, inequality, and the future of
democracy.



Occupy iBhayi

In May 2012, Rick took a bold stand against the entrenched systems of economic injustice by
participating in the Occupy movement on South African soil. He chose to occupy Freedom
Plain, an open space in Summerstrand, a tranquil coastal area in Port Elizabeth. There, Rick set
up his camp with one clear purpose: to protest the glaring inequality perpetuated by the global
banking and monetary systems. The camp was not just a physical occupation—it became a
symbol of defiance against the deep-seated corruption and manipulation of wealth that Rick
believed had led to widespread inequality. His presence at Freedom Plain was a quiet yet
resolute act of resistance, a call for transparency, fairness, and a financial system that served
people rather than a privileged few.

For an entire month, Rick occupied the space, living amongst his fellow protesters, discussing
the flaws of the financial system, and drawing attention to the harmful practices of international
banking. His camp became a hub for conversations about economic justice, sustainability, and
the need for a new monetary system. As the days passed, Rick's protest began to gather
momentum—drawing in curious passersby, local residents, and activists who shared his
concerns. It was not long before the movement began to resonate deeply within the community,
as many recognized the same injustices that Rick had been speaking about.




However, Rick’s occupation did not go unnoticed by the local authorities. The municipality,
worried about the disruption caused by his protest, soon took action. The police, in
coordination with the local government, began to apply increasing pressure on Rick and his
supporters. He was repeatedly warned about permit restrictions, and while the nature of his
protest remained peaceful, the authorities were determined to put an end to it.

By the end of May, after weeks of mounting tension, the municipality and law enforcement
cracked down on Rick’s peaceful occupation. The argument was that he had violated local
permit regulations, and with this pretext, the authorities moved to shut him down. Despite his
attempts to continue his protest, the pressure from the police and the city proved too much,
and Rick was forced to dismantle his camp.

The end of his occupation was not the end of his story. Far from it. In the wake of the crackdown,
Rick had drawn the attention—and ire—of local authorities. His defiance against the banking
system and his protest against the monetary structure had not only made him a local figure of
resistance but also a target for those in power. The authorities, viewing his actions as a
challenge to the established order, began to focus their attention on him.

Rick’s resistance had ignited a spark that burned too brightly to be ignored. By questioning the
very system that held so much sway over people’s lives, he had inadvertently made himself a
symbol of defiance. He became a target not just for local police but for the broader systems of
authority that saw in him a threat to their control. The financial institutions that Rick had openly
criticized, and the political systems that allowed them to thrive, now saw him as an
inconvenience, a disruptor of the status quo.

Rick's peaceful protest in Freedom Plain had ended in confrontation, but the seeds of
resistance he planted continued to grow, drawing more individuals into the fight for economic
reform. Though the physical occupation had been shut down, the cause was far from over. His
protest had made clear a crucial point: the fight against economic inequality and the
monopolistic control of money was not confined to any one place, and it would continue to
challenge systems of power wherever they were.

Targeted Individuals.

Rick was Targeted by the authorities and became a Tl.

Targeted Individuals
Awareness

"Targeted Individuals" (Tls) is a term used by a specific group of people who believe they are
being subjected to covert, systemic harassment, surveillance, and sometimes physical or



psychological manipulation by organized groups, often referred to as "perpetrators"” or "gang
stalkers." These individuals claim to experience a wide range of intrusive and malicious
activities, which they believe are orchestrated by government agencies, private organizations, or
other powerful groups. The nature of the harassment can be both physical and psychological,
and it is often described as relentless, highly invasive, and sometimes technologically
advanced.

Key Elements of Targeted Individual Claims

1. Organized Stalking and Harassment: Many Tls report being followed and monitored
wherever they go, often by groups of people who act in concert to cause distress. This
harassment may involve direct actions such as stalking, slander, noise campaigns, or
subtle tactics meant to make the target feel paranoid, isolated, or afraid.

2. Electronic Surveillance and Remote Manipulation: Some Tls believe they are
subjected to surveillance through advanced technologies, such as satellite or drone
monitoring, electronic devices planted in their homes or bodies, and sometimes the use
of mind-altering technology. This includes claims of being subjected to "voice-to-skull"
technology, where individuals report hearing voices or commands inside their heads, or
experiencing changes in their thoughts and emotions due to electromagnetic fields
(EMFs). This is achieved with the use of a V2K Scalar weapon.

3. Psychological and Emotional Manipulation: Many Tls describe a pattern of
psychological warfare designed to break down their mental health and well-being. This
might include gaslighting (making the target question their own reality), emotional
abuse, or systematic tactics that increase feelings of fear, anxiety, and confusion. Tls
often report that their personal relationships are sabotaged, and they are socially
isolated.

4. Physical Harassment and Covert Torture: Some claim to experience physical
symptoms, such as sudden, unexplained pain, fatigue, or sensations like itching or
burning, tingling, or vibrating sensations in their bodies. These symptoms are often
attributed to the use of directed energy weapons, nano-chip implants or other forms of
covert physical manipulation.

5. Microwaves, Directed Energy, and Non-Lethal Weapons: One common claim among
Tls is that they are subjected to attacks using microwave or directed energy weapons,
which they believe can cause physical harm or interfere with bodily functions without
leaving visible evidence. This includes allegations of burning sensations, headaches,
sleep disturbances, or disruptions in cognitive functions.

6. A Sense of Being "Marked" or "Selected": Many Tls believe they have been singled out
for this treatment for reasons ranging from personal vendettas to being part of larger
government programs. Some claim they were unknowingly enrolled in secret
government experiments, often drawing comparisons to programs like MKUIltra, a real
CIA program from the mid-20th century that experimented with mind control
techniques.

Theories Behind Targeted Individuals

The phenomenon of "Targeted Individuals" is controversial, and opinions on the subject vary
widely. Some mental health professionals suggest that the experiences described by Tls could



be indicative of conditions like paranoia, delusional disorder, or other psychiatric conditions
where the person experiences feelings of being persecuted or harassed without an external
cause. These individuals may be particularly vulnerable to the influence of conspiracy theories
or conspiracy realities, which could provide an explanatory framework for their experiences.

On the other hand, some believe that the TIs' claims reflect a real and disturbing reality of
surveillance, harassment, and manipulation, with accusations pointing to shadowy
organizations, military experiments, or deep state operatives. These people argue that the use
of advanced technology by governments and corporations for surveillance and control is more
widespread than the general public realizes, and that Tls are being subjected to a form of
modern-day oppression.

Support and Advocacy

Regardless of whether one believes the claims made by Tls, there are advocacy groups and
online communities that offer support to those who feel they are being targeted. These groups
often provide emotional support, share information on how to cope with the harassment, and,
in some cases, push for investigations into the claims. Many Tls have gathered on forums, social
media, and websites, where they compare their experiences and discuss potential ways to
protect themselves.

Criticism and Controversy

The concept of "Targeted Individuals" remains highly controversial. Many skeptics view the
claims of Tls as unfounded or symptomatic of mental health conditions, and there is little to no
verifiable evidence supporting the widespread use of covert surveillance technology or
harassment by government agencies or organizations, other than the patents that these covert
operations hold on the weapons used. Mental health experts warn that some individuals may
become fixated on these beliefs, leading to further isolation, distress, and a deterioration of
their personal lives.

At the same time, concerns about government overreach, surveillance, and the potential abuse
of emerging technologies remain valid topics of discussion in the wider public. While the
existence of widespread, coordinated "targeting" of individuals by powerful groups has not been
substantiated by mainstream evidence, some aspects of Tls' claims (like privacy violations,
misuse of technology, or even ethical issues in government programs) do echo real-world
concerns about civil liberties and the balance of power between citizens and institutions.

Targeted Individuals represent a complex and controversial phenomenon, with claims ranging
from plausible concerns about surveillance to highly intricate allegations of technological mind
control and harassment. Whether viewed as the result of psychological distress or as a
legitimate critique of power structures, the experiences of Tls highlight broader questions about
personal autonomy, privacy, and the potential abuses of power in modern society. While there is
no definitive evidence to support the majority of claims, the movement remains an important
reminder of the need for transparency, accountability, and protection of individual rights in an
increasingly monitored world.

After years of facing relentless harassment and psychological torture, Rick found himself
pushed to the brink of despair. The covert campaign against him had escalated, and it was no
longer just the physical presence of authorities or the public display of his protest that he was



battling. Rick's situation had become far more sinister: he was now being persecuted in ways
that seemed beyond the ordinary. In the dead of night, he could feel strange sensations in his
body—surges of heat, sharp pains, and a deep sense of intrusion, as if his very thoughts were
being manipulated. It wasn’t long before he came to the horrifying realization: he was being
attacked by some form of invisible technology. The only explanation was nano-chip implants
embedded within his body, a weaponized form of surveillance that seemed to control not only
his physical movements but also his mind.

The implants, which he initially believed to be an impossibility, were now a terrifying reality.
Rick’s body was no longer his own. The nano-technology, operating undetected within him, was
designed to inflict pain, manipulate emotions, and monitor his every move. The sensation of
being watched—of his every thought and action being monitored—became unbearable. Every
attempt to speak out or expose the true nature of his torment seemed to only draw the net of
control tighter, suffocating his ability to find peace. With each passing day, the invisible force
behind his suffering seemed to grow stronger, leaving Rick with little choice but to retreat further
into the shadows.

In his desperation, Rick realized that the path he had been on—protesting openly, challenging
the banking and monetary systems in the physical world—had placed him directly in the
crosshairs of a larger, more powerful force. He was no longer just a dissenter; he had become a
target, a living symbol of resistance to a system that wielded its power not just through politics
and finance but through cutting-edge technology capable of total control. The world he once
knew, with its traditional methods of activism, was no longer safe for him. And so, in the face of
overwhelming persecution, Rick made the wise decision to take his protest underground.

He turned to the Anonymous Revolution, a decentralized, global network of hackers, activists,
and freedom fighters who were united by a singular cause: to expose the corruption of powerful
institutions, fight against censorship, and reclaim individual autonomy in an increasingly
controlled world. Anonymous had long been a shadowy force operating in the digital realm,
launching cyberattacks, exposing government secrets, and disrupting systems that oppressed
the people. It was a movement that resonated deeply with Rick’s newfound understanding of
the world—a world where traditional protests were often ineffective against the reach of
surveillance and the oppression of the elite.

The Anonymous Revolution is an ever-evolving, decentralized movement that transcends
borders, uniting individuals across the globe who are committed to challenging systems of
power, exposing corruption, and advocating for the protection of personal freedoms. At its core,
the movement is driven by the principles of individual autonomy, social justice, and the fight



against oppression, particularly in an age where digital technology is increasingly used to
surveil, control, and exploit the masses. It operates under the guise of anonymity, allowing
members to engage in acts of resistance while protecting their identities and evading repression
from those in power.

Core Principles of the Anonymous Revolution

1.

Anonymity as Power: At the heart of the Anonymous Revolution is the concept of
anonymity—not just as a protective shield, but as a revolutionary tool. By operating
behind the mask of anonymity, members can challenge power structures without fear of
personal retribution. The famous Guy Fawkes mask, popularized by the film V for
Vendetta, has become an enduring symbol of the movement, representing resistance to
tyranny and the idea that individuals should not be defined by their identities but by their
actions. Anonymity levels the playing field, allowing anyone to participate in the struggle
for justice, regardless of their social status, race, or background.

Decentralization: One of the defining characteristics of the Anonymous Revolution is
its decentralized nature. There is no central leadership, no singular figurehead, and no
hierarchical structure. Instead, the movement is composed of countless independent
cells, each free to act autonomously but united by shared values and goals. This
decentralized structure allows for flexibility, adaptability, and a broad-based global
reach, making it difficult for authorities to suppress or control. Anyone, anywhere, can
become a part of the movement—whether through cyberactivism, on-the-ground
protests, or simply by spreading awareness.

Freedom of Information: The Anonymous Revolution is driven by a commitment to the
free flow of information. The movement believes that access to knowledge is a
fundamental right and that truth should never be obscured by powerful entities seeking
to control the narrative. Members of the Anonymous Revolution engage in activities
such as hacking, data leaks, and information disclosure to expose corruption, human
rights abuses, corporate malfeasance, and governmental wrongdoing. Transparency is
seen as a cornerstone of democracy, and exposing hidden truths is viewed as a form of
justice for the oppressed and marginalized.

Anti-Censorship: The movement stands staunchly against censorship in all forms—
whether it be governmental, corporate, or social. The Anonymous Revolution fights
against the silencing of voices, the manipulation of media, and the suppression of free
speech. Members see censorship as a tool of oppression, used by governments and
corporations to maintain control over the masses and stifle dissent. In this digital age,
where information can be easily suppressed, the Anonymous Revolution seeks to
ensure that truth remains accessible to all.

Social Justice: The Anonymous Revolution is deeply rooted in the pursuit of social
justice. The movement is not limited to political activism but extends to fighting for the
rights and freedoms of all people, especially the most vulnerable and marginalized.
Issues such as economic inequality, racial discrimination, environmental destruction,
and human rights violations are central to the movement’s goals. Anonymous is a voice
for the voiceless—advocating for those who are ignored or oppressed by the systems of
power.



Direct Action: Members of the Anonymous Revolution believe that change cannot
always be achieved through traditional means such as voting or lobbying. Instead, they
advocate for direct action—tangible, disruptive measures that challenge the status quo
and force change. These actions often take the form of cyberattacks (e.g., DDoS attacks,
website defacement, data breaches), which target government agencies, corporate
giants, and other entities seen as corrupt or unjust. These digital acts of resistance are
seen as a form of civil disobedience in a modern, tech-driven world, where traditional
forms of protest might be ignored or suppressed.

Non-Violence: Despite the aggressive nature of some of its actions, the Anonymous
Revolution adheres to the principle of non-violence. Members believe that true change
can only come through peaceful means, even if those means disrupt the systems that
perpetuate injustice. Cyberactivism, hacking, and digital resistance are seen as non-
violent tools that challenge oppressive structures without causing physical harm. The
focus is on exposing wrongdoing and forcing accountability, rather than on violent
confrontation.

Ethics of the Anonymous Revolution

1.

Moral Responsibility and Accountability: The Anonymous Revolution holds that those
in power—whether politicians, corporations, or other elites—must be held accountable
for their actions. This is not just about exposing corruption; it’s about ensuring that
those who abuse their positions of power are brought to justice. While Anonymous
members may use unconventional methods to achieve these goals, the movement’s
ethical framework is grounded in the belief that their actions serve the greater good,
shedding light on injustices and holding those responsible to account.

Privacy and Individual Rights: The Anonymous Revolution places a strong emphasis on
the protection of individual privacy and rights. The movement opposes surveillance
states, mass data collection, and the erosion of personal freedoms. In an age where
governments and corporations increasingly intrude into the lives of individuals,
Anonymous fights for the right of people to live without constant surveillance and
intrusion. The group champions encryption, secure communication, and digital privacy
as fundamental human rights.

Solidarity and Community: One of the defining ethical principles of the Anonymous
Revolution is solidarity. While the movement is decentralized and leaderless, it thrives
on collective action and mutual support. Anonymous does not discriminate based on
race, religion, gender, or nationality. Instead, it unites individuals from all walks of life
who share a common desire for justice, freedom, and a more equitable society.
Members are encouraged to support one another, share resources, and collaborate on
actions that can bring about meaningful change.

Ethical Hacking and Cybersecurity: Anonymous members who engage in hacking are
driven by an ethical code that distinguishes them from malicious hackers or
cybercriminals. The goal is not to cause harm or steal information for personal gain, but
to expose wrongdoing and challenge systems of oppression. Ethical hacking is used to
identify weaknesses in the systems that enable corruption and injustice, and to disrupt
those systems in ways that benefit the public. It’s a form of digital activism meant to
protect human rights, not exploit them.



5. Transparency and Truth: The Anonymous Revolution is rooted in a commitment to
uncovering and revealing the truth. The movement stands against the manipulation of
information and the distortion of facts by powerful entities. Anonymous believes that
knowledge is power, and that the public has the right to know what is being done in their
name. Transparency is not just about exposing secrets; it is about empowering
individuals to make informed decisions and take action in pursuit of justice.

Impact and Legacy

The Anonymous Revolution has had a significant and lasting impact on global activism,
especially in the digital realm. It has played a key role in exposing corporate and governmental
corruption, challenging censorship, and empowering marginalized voices. Through its
decentralized structure, the movement has inspired countless other groups and individuals to
engage in digital activism, shaping the future of social movements in a world increasingly
governed by technology.

While the Anonymous Revolution remains controversial—due to its methods, its lack of
centralized leadership, and its focus on cyberactivism—it is undeniable that it has brought the
issues of digital rights, surveillance, and corporate malfeasance into the global conversation.
For those who believe that traditional avenues of activism are no longer sufficient to combat the
overwhelming power of corporations and governments, the Anonymous Revolution offers a
radical yet effective way to fight back. The movement continues to evolve, and its principles
remain a beacon for those seeking to challenge the powerful forces that controlinformation,
freedom, and opportunity.

Rick’s transition into the Anonymous Revolution was not a physical relocation; it was a shiftin
strategy. No longer could he stand in public squares or occupy spaces, as he had done in his
earlier protests. Instead, he had to fight the system from within the digital world—where
anonymity, encryption, and code could become his shield. Rick, who had once been an
outspoken advocate for social change on the streets, now immersed himself in the world of
cryptography, hacking, and data leaks. The same technology that had been used to torment him
could now be turned against the very systems that had targeted him.

Through the Anonymous network, Rick found a community of like-minded individuals, all of
whom had felt the sting of an overreaching system. They shared encrypted messages,
coordinated actions against oppressive regimes, and exposed dark secrets hidden by the
powerful elite. In this underground world, Rick found both a sense of camaraderie and a
platform to continue his fight, now armed with the tools of the digital age. The fight was no
longer just about protests in the streets—it was about waging war in the virtual realm, where
surveillance could be countered, and information could be liberated from the clutches of those
who sought to control it.

Rick’s transition into the Anonymous Revolution marked a new chapter in his protest against the
establishment. As he honed his skills in cyberactivism, he began to unravel the true extent of
the technology used against him. What had seemed like an isolated assault was part of a much
larger web of control—one that extended far beyond his own experience. The same nano-
technology chips used to torment him were also being used on countless others, a silent and



invisible form of control that few even knew existed. Through his underground work, Rick sought
to expose this hidden war being waged on the global population, drawing attention to the
unethical use of technology by powerful entities, including the multinational corporations and
shadowy government organizations that had once been his primary targets.

But as Rick dove deeper into the world of digital resistance, he understood that his battle was
far from over. The struggle against the powers that sought to control humanity was now being
fought on multiple fronts: in the streets, in the courtrooms, and within the very technologies that
powered modern society. Yet, in the shadows of the Anonymous Revolution, Rick had found a
new sense of purpose—a purpose not just to resist but to fight back, to expose the truth, and to
awaken the world to the dangers that lurked within the very systems designed to protect them.

In the end, Rick had become something more than just a protester or a victim. He had become a
symbol of the underground resistance, a digital warrior fighting for freedom in a world where
both information and people were increasingly controlled by invisible forces. Through his
journey, Rick realized that the fight for justice was no longer just a battle in the physical realm; it
was a war for the very soul of humanity, played out in the hidden corners of the digital age. And
in this new revolution, he had found his place, undeterred and resolute in his pursuit of truth
and freedom.

In the wake of his persecution and the growing realization that his fight for justice could no
longer be fought through traditional means, Rick sought refuge in the digital realm, where the
fight for freedom could take on a new, powerful form. Determined to take his stand beyond just
his own suffering, Rick envisioned something greater: a movement that would not only expose
corruption but also provide a platform for others who had been silenced, oppressed, or
forgotten. This vision led him to establish a local chapter of the Anonymous network in Port
Elizabeth, which he called Anonymous PE.

The city of Port Elizabeth, known for its vibrant mix of cultures and coastal beauty, had been the
backdrop for Rick's earlier protests. It was here, amidst the waves of social and political unrest,
that he saw an opportunity to create something that could break through the noise—an
underground network that could connect like-minded individuals from all walks of life, united by
a shared desire for change. Rick understood that in a world where surveillance and control
seemed omnipresent, anonymity would be their greatest asset. It was through the shield of
invisibility that the oppressed could speak out without fear of retaliation.

He began by reaching out to those he had met during his Occupy protest, as well as others who
had expressed frustration with the status quo. He used encrypted channels, dark web forums,
and clandestine digital meetings to slowly build a core group of activists who shared his vision
for a more just and transparent society. The goal was clear: Anonymous PE would operate as a
digital collective, focused on both local issues and broader, global concerns—an extension of
the Anonymous ethos but with a particular focus on the unique challenges faced by peoplein
Port Elizabeth and South Africa at large.

The group was built upon the principles that had guided the global Anonymous movement from
the very beginning: anti-corruption, the fight against corporate greed, the defense of civil
liberties, and the relentless pursuit of transparency. Members of Anonymous PE worked from
the shadows, using their skills in hacking, information gathering, and digital activism to expose
the hidden realities of power. They understood that the same systems that had been used to



oppress Rick were being used to control countless others, not just through physical tactics but
through the manipulation of information, technology, and the media.

Rick’s experience with digital surveillance and the use of covert technology, such as the nano-
chip implants, became a central focus for Anonymous PE. He shared his story with his new
group, explaining how he had been targeted by an invisible and invasive technology, and how
this experience had opened his eyes to the broader dangers of technological abuse by
governments and corporations. The group took up his cause, researching and uncovering
instances of similar tactics being used on other activists and whistleblowers across the world.

As Anonymous PE grew, so did its reach and impact. The group began launching small, targeted
cyber-attacks on corrupt local businesses, government entities, and financial institutions that
perpetuated inequality or misused power. They leaked sensitive information that exposed
unethical practices, revealing how the powerful manipulated laws and policies to serve their
own interests. They also used their platforms to raise awareness about critical local issues—
everything from the neglect of public services to the misallocation of resources meant for the
most vulnerable communities in Port Elizabeth.

Yet, Rick knew that while digital activism was a powerful tool, it could only go so far. The real
impact would come from inspiring others to take action in their own lives, to speak out, and to
demand accountability from those in power. So, in addition to online actions, Anonymous PE
began to organize clandestine, physical gatherings—underground meetups where activists and
concerned citizens could come together in person, share ideas, and discuss ways to challenge
the oppressive systems they were fighting against. These meetings were held in secret
locations, far from the watchful eyes of the authorities, and members were careful to maintain
their anonymity, always conscious of the risks they were taking.

Under Rick’s leadership, Anonymous PE became more than just a local chapter—it became a
symbol of resistance. The group built alliances with other like-minded activists and
organizations, amplifying their voices and reaching people who were frustrated by the growing
divide between the powerful elite and the struggling masses. While their actions remained
largely in the shadows, their impact began to reverberate throughout Port Elizabeth, and the
ripples spread further across South Africa. The authorities, already wary of Rick’s previous
protests, grew increasingly concerned about the growing underground movement.

As the group’s activities became more sophisticated, Rick’s own personal situation became
ever more precarious. The harassment he faced was constant, but now he was not alone.
Anonymous PE had given him the strength to continue, knowing that his cause had inspired
others to take up the mantle of resistance. Rick’s story was no longer just his own—it was the
story of everyone who had been silenced, everyone who had been targeted, everyone who had
suffered under the weight of a system that served only the interests of the few. And through
Anonymous PE, Rick had found a new sense of purpose—an underground revolution that would
grow from the digital shadows and challenge the forces of control, one leak, one hack, one act
of defiance at a time.

Anonymous PE was not just an idea; it was a living, breathing movement—an embodiment of
resistance in the digital age, driven by a collective of individuals who understood the power of
anonymity and the importance of challenging authority. For Rick, it was not just about exposing
the truth—it was about creating a world where people could reclaim their autonomy, their
privacy, and their right to live free from the invisible chains that sought to control them.
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Ch 16 - Sovereignty — A path to Freedom from Slavery.

Sovereignty and its Relationship to Admiralty Law

Sovereignty refers to the authority of a state, or person, to govern itself, make its own laws, and
exercise control over its territory and population without interference from external forces. Itis
the principle that a nation or governing body has the ultimate power and authority within its
borders. Sovereignty is a foundational concept in international law, and it is often associated
with the independence and autonomy of states. There are two main types of sovereignty:

1. Internal Sovereignty: The authority that a state or governing body has over its own
territory and population.

2. External Sovereignty: The recognition by other states of a country’s independence and
its authority to make decisions free from external intervention.

Admiralty Law (also known as Maritime Law)

Admiralty law is a body of laws, conventions, and treaties that govern nautical issues and
private maritime disputes. This branch of law specifically deals with matters related to shipping,
navigation, and marine commerce, as well as issues arising from incidents like shipwrecks,
collisions, the hiring of seamen and specifically the loss and salvage of ‘vessels at sea’. Under
admiralty law you, as an individual are born as a ‘Vessel lost at sea’, and you remain so until your
parents dock you in a port of entry into a sovereign state through your birth registration and
issuance of a state Birth Certificate. Historically, admiralty law has had its roots in the ancient
practices of maritime nations, and it has evolved into a specialized field governing everything
from cargo transport to the legal relationships between shipowners, merchants, and
passengers.

One of the distinguishing features of admiralty law is that it is not confined to the boundaries of
any single country’s national laws. Instead, admiralty law operates in international waters and
can involve issues where multiple nations’ interests intersect. This has led to admiralty law
being seen as a unique area of legal jurisdiction, often referred to as "a separate body of law"
that is distinct from land-based or national law.

The Relationship Between Sovereignty and Admiralty Law

The relationship between sovereignty and admiralty law is complex, and it centers on the
interplay between national authority, international regulations, and the governing principles that
apply to the seas. The two concepts are connected in the following ways:

1. Admiralty Law as a Reflection of Sovereignty:

¢ Admiralty law helps to define the sovereignty of nations over their own territorial waters.
Each nation has the right to regulate maritime activities within its Exclusive Economic
Zone (EEZ) and its territorial waters (usually up to 12 nautical miles from the coast).

e However, the seas that lie beyond these territorial waters are considered international
waters, and no single nation has sovereignty over them. Instead, these waters are
governed by international maritime law, which sets out the rules and agreements that
countries follow when navigating or interacting in these areas.



In this sense, admiralty law is an extension of a country’s sovereignty to the seas. It allows
states to exercise control over their territorial waters and ensure that activities within their
jurisdiction are subject to national law. For example, when a ship enters a country’s territorial
waters, that ship is subject to the maritime laws of the country it is near, and the nation can
enforce its laws regarding customs, pollution, piracy, or fishing rights within its territorial
boundaries.

2. The Role of International Law and Treaties:

Sovereignty does not extend to the entirety of the oceans, which means that when
disputes arise in international waters, they often require a governing body like the
United Nations Convention on the Law of the Sea (UNCLOS) to establish clear rules.
UNCLOS is an international treaty that provides a legal framework for the use and
conservation of oceans, including navigation, overflight, the protection of the marine
environment, and the resolution of maritime disputes.

While nations can exercise sovereignty over their territorial waters, they must respect
the rights of other nations when it comes to the high seas, governed under international
agreements. Admiralty law, then, works to manage the balance between national
sovereignty and international cooperation, ensuring that the seas remain a shared
resource governed by mutual agreements.

3. Admiralty Law and the Concept of “Maritime Sovereignty”:

A key aspect of admiralty law is the concept of maritime jurisdiction, which pertains to
how legal matters are handled on the seas, whether in territorial waters or international
waters. For example, even if a ship is registered in one country, if it is in another
country’s territorial waters, that country can often exercise jurisdiction over certain
matters (e.g., violations of customs laws or the commission of crimes).

The authority that a country exercises over ships, or ‘vessels’, within its territorial waters
can be influenced by both its internal sovereignty and by the broader frameworks of
international law. This tension between sovereignty and international law is critical in
determining how admiralty law is applied in practice, especially when international
trade, environmental issues, or piracy are at stake.

4. The Concept of “Admiralty Jurisdiction”:

Admiralty jurisdiction refers to the authority that courts have over maritime matters,
including shipping contracts, cargo disputes, and collisions at sea. The Admiralty
courts are typically courts that specialize in maritime law and have jurisdiction over
these issues, regardless of where the events took place.

In many cases, admiralty jurisdiction extends beyond national sovereignty because
maritime matters can involve ships or entities from multiple countries. As such,
admiralty courts can be international in scope, and the resolution of disputes may
require cooperation between courts of different nations or adherence to international
maritime agreements.

5. Sovereignty and the Enforcement of Admiralty Law:

The enforcement of admiralty law can challenge national sovereignty when maritime
disputes involve parties from different countries. In cases of piracy, for instance, vessels



from any nation can be involved in the enforcement process, especially when piracy
occurs in international waters or in a nation’s territorial waters.

¢ The United Nations Convention on the Law of the Sea (UNCLOS) plays a critical role
here. It allows nations to claim jurisdiction over certain maritime issues but requires
international cooperation when dealing with crimes such as piracy, environmental
violations, or illegal fishing in the high seas.

6. Maritime Law and Private Sovereignty:

e On amore philosophical level, some groups and thinkers argue that admiralty law
(particularly maritime liens and commercial claims in maritime trade) can be
connected to the erosion of national sovereignty. They suggest that admiralty law,
which has roots in Roman maritime law and commerce, historically provided a
framework for global trade that transcended the sovereign rights of individual nations.
This is often discussed in the context of how Admiralty or Maritime law operates
outside traditional legal frameworks, with its own set of rules for commerce, security,
and contracts.

Sovereignty and admiralty law are interwoven in the complex network of rules that govern how
nations exercise control over their own people and territory, including their seas, while also
recognizing the need for international cooperation in the shared spaces of the world’s oceans.
Sovereignty gives states, and individuals the right to regulate their territorial waters and engage
in maritime activities, but in international waters, nations must abide by international
conventions that balance the exercise of sovereignty with the need for peaceful cooperation.
Admiralty law, in essence, functions as the legal tool that allows for the regulation of maritime
affairs within this complex framework of national and international law.

Becoming Sovereign.

Becoming a sovereign monarch legally is a rare and highly complex process governed by
historical traditions, constitutional frameworks, and international recognition. Here's an outline
of how this could happen:

1. Through Hereditary Succession

¢ Description: Most monarchies are hereditary, meaning the crown is passed down within
a royal family based on established rules.

e Legal Basis: Succession laws or constitutional provisions outline the line of inheritance.
o Examples:

o The British monarchy follows a constitutional framework where the crown
passes to the eldest heir according to primogeniture.

o Many monarchies have detailed laws governing who can inherit, including
restrictions based on religion or marriage to non-royals.



2. Through Election

e Description: In some monarchies, a sovereign is elected rather than inheriting the
throne.

e Legal Basis: This process is governed by specific laws or traditions that detail the
eligibility and election procedure.

e Examples:

o The Pope, who acts as the sovereign of the Vatican City, is elected by the College
of Cardinals.

o Historically, the Holy Roman Emperor was elected by prince-electors.

3. Through Conquest
e Description: Historically, monarchs could claim sovereignty through military conquest.

e Legal Basis: While recognized in the past, modern international law (e.g., the UN
Charter) prohibits acquiring sovereignty by force. Any claim would require international
recognition.

e Example: William the Conqueror became King of England after the Battle of Hastings in
1066.

4. Through Abdication
e Description: Areigning monarch may abdicate, transferring power to a successor.
e Legal Basis: The abdication process is regulated by constitutional or traditional rules.
e Examples:
o KingJuan Carlos | of Spain abdicated in favor of his son, King Felipe VI.

o Edward VIl of the United Kingdom abdicated to marry Wallis Simpson, passing
the throne to George VI.

5. Through Revolution or Establishment of a New Monarchy

¢ Description: A new monarchy can be established after the overthrow of an existing
system or as part of a nation-building process.

e Legal Basis: Requires drafting and adoption of new legal frameworks, often through a
constitution or national referendum.

e Examples:



o Napoleon Bonaparte declared himself Emperor of France after the French
Revolution.

o The Saudi monarchy was established through unification under King Abdulaziz in
the early 20th century.

6. International Recognition

e Acritical factor in becoming a sovereign monarch is recognition by other states and
international organizations.

e Without such recognition, a claim to sovereignty lacks legitimacy on the global stage.

Challenges and Modern Considerations

In the contemporary world, monarchies are often constitutional, with limited power, and closely
tied to historical continuity. Establishing a new monarchy is exceedingly rare and typically
happens under extraordinary circumstances, such as nation-building or civil conflict.

Declaring oneself an independent sovereign using principles associated with maritime law—a
concept often linked to sovereignty movements or "freeman on the land" ideologies—is a
controversial and legally unrecognized process in modern international law. Maritime law itself
primarily governs commerce and navigation on international waters, not sovereignty. However,
some individuals attempt to blend interpretations of maritime law with sovereign statehood
principles. Below is an outline of the steps such individuals often claim are necessary, followed
by a clarification of the legal reality.

Steps to Declare Sovereignty Using Maritime Law
1. Establish a Basis for Independence

e Claim Territory or Jurisdiction: Identify a location, such as unclaimed land or an
artificial structure (e.g., an island or seastead), as the physical basis of sovereignty.
Maritime law does not apply to sovereign territory but to international waters and trade.

¢ Declare Intent: Draft a declaration of independence, asserting autonomy from any
existing state.

2. Proclaim Sovereignty

e Issue a Proclamation: Publicly announce your claim of independence, possibly
referencing international principles like the Montevideo Convention (1933), which
outlines the criteria for statehood:

1. A permanent population.
2. Adefined territory.
3. Agovernment.

4. The capacity to enter into relations with other states.



3. Invoke Maritime or Admiralty Law

e Assert Freedom in International Waters: Some interpretations suggest that operating
in international waters (beyond 12 nautical miles from any nation's coastline) removes
the need to abide by existing state laws.

¢ Adopt a Flag and Register a Vessel: Use the concept of "flag state jurisdiction"” under
maritime law to claim a vessel or floating structure as sovereign territory.

4. Create a Government and Legal System

e Draft Governance Documents: Establish a constitution or similar framework outlining
laws, governance, and rights.

¢ Mint a Currency or Create Economic Structures: Create symbols of statehood, like a
currency, postal system, or military.

5. Seek International Recognition

¢ Engage with the International Community: Attempt to gain recognition from other
states, as international recognition is critical for legitimacy.

e Participate in Diplomatic and Trade Agreements: Establish relations with other
entities to solidify claims.

Legal Reality and Challenges
1. Maritime Law Does Not Grant Sovereignty:

o Maritime law governs issues like shipping, fishing rights, and international trade.
It does not confer rights to declare independence or sovereignty over territory.

2. No Recognition Equals No Sovereignty:

o International law requires recognition by other sovereign states or international
bodies (like the United Nations) for legitimacy.

o Claims of sovereignty without recognition are typically ignored or dismissed as
invalid.

3. Violation of National and International Laws:

o Declaring independence, especially on claimed or disputed territories, often
violates the laws of the country with jurisdiction.

4. Risks and Practical Limitations:

o Anyunrecognized claim to sovereignty risks enforcement actions by established
nations, such as eviction, fines, or criminal charges.

Historical and Modern Examples



e Sealand: Afamous example of a self-declared sovereign entity is the Principality of
Sealand, founded on an abandoned sea fort in international waters. However, Sealand
remains unrecognized as a state.

e Liberland: A modern attempt to declare sovereignty on unclaimed land between Serbia
and Croatia. It also lacks international recognition.

While some movements or individuals use maritime law concepts to justify claims of
sovereignty, these efforts have no legal basis in international law. Sovereignty requires
recognition, governance, and adherence to international norms—not mere declarations or
reinterpretations of maritime principles.

How to become individually sovereign according to the freeman movement?

The freeman on the land movement promotes the idea of achieving individual sovereignty by
opting out of government control and laws, often through a specific interpretation of legal and
maritime principles. This movement, while controversial and legally unrecognized, proposes
steps for asserting personal sovereignty. Below is a description of the claimed process, followed
by a clarification of its legal validity.

Steps to "Become Individually Sovereign" According to the Freeman Movement
1. Declare Your Sovereignty

e Draft a notice of understanding and intent and a claim of right, stating that you do not
consent to be governed by existing laws.

e Deliver this document to relevant government authorities (e.g., courts, police, or tax
offices).

2. Separate Legal Fiction from the Natural Person

¢ The movement often distinguishes between the "legal fiction" (your name in all capital
letters used in government documents) and the "natural person" (the living individual).

¢ Freemen claim that government authority only applies to the legal fiction, and they can
"opt out" of this system.

3. Use Maritime Law Concepts

e Freemen often argue that modern laws are based on Admiralty or Maritime Law, which
they interpret as governing contracts and commerce rather than people.

e By refusing to enter contracts or consent to government authority, they believe they are
not bound by statutory laws.

4. Assert Non-Consent



e Freemen claim that all legal interactions are based on consent. If you refuse consent
and avoid entering into contracts (e.g., signing tickets, licenses, or tax forms), you are
not legally obligated to comply.

5. Create a New Ildentity

e Some freemen file documents renouncing citizenship or create their own
documentation (e.g., sovereign ID cards or declarations of independence).

e They may refuse government-issued identification, licenses, or tax obligations.
6. Avoid "Joinder"

e "Joinder" refers to engaging with the legal system by responding to your legal name or
government-issued documents. Freemen believe that avoiding such acknowledgment
keeps them outside the system.

Key Claims by the Movement

1. Governments are Corporations: Freemen often argue that governments operate as
corporations and only have authority through contractual agreements.

2. Birth Certificates Create Legal Fictions: The movement claims that a birth certificate
represents a corporate entity separate from the living individual.

3. Statutory Law Requires Consent: Freemen interpret statutory laws as agreements that
require explicit or implied consent to be enforceable.

Legal Reality and Challenges
1. Legal Fiction Concept is Misinterpreted:

o Courts and legal systems do not recognize the separation between a "natural
person" and a "legal fiction." A person is legally responsible for their actions
regardless of these claims.

2. Statutory Law is Binding:

o Statutory laws apply to all individuals within a jurisdiction, regardless of
consent. Refusing to recognize laws can result in fines, imprisonment, or other
legal consequences.

3. Documents Have No Legal Effect:

o Notices of intent, claims of right, and sovereign IDs created by freemen are not
legally binding or recognized by governments.

4. Risk of Legal Penalties:

o Freemen who attempt to avoid taxes, licensing, or other obligations often face
severe penalties, including legal prosecution and asset forfeiture.

5. Maritime Law Does Not Govern Land-Based Laws:



o Maritime law applies to navigation and commerce on international waters, not to
individual sovereignty or national governance.

Examples and Outcomes

e Many freemen have attempted to use these principles in legal defenses, often
unsuccessfully. Courts typically dismiss their arguments as frivolous or without merit.

e Cases of freemen refusing taxes, licenses, or legal obligations often result in
enforcement actions, demonstrating the limits of their claims.

While the freeman movement provides a framework for declaring personal sovereignty, it is not
legally recognized and often leads to significant legal challenges.

Freedom from State.

Becoming free of state control is a complex endeavor that requires navigating legal, political,
and practical realities. It typically involves minimizing your dependence on government
systems, reducing legal obligations, and maximizing personal autonomy. However, achieving
fullindependence is nearly impossible in most modern societies due to the pervasive influence
of governments on land, resources, and legal systems.

Here’s a structured guide for reducing state control over your life:

1. Understand the Scope of State Control

e Governments exercise control through taxation, identification systems, laws, and
access to essential services.

e State controlis often tied to citizenship, residency, and economic participation.

2. Reduce Financial Dependence on the State
¢ Minimize Tax Obligations (Legally):
o Take advantage of tax deductions, credits, and legal loopholes.

o Consider moving to countries or regions with lower tax rates or no income tax
(e.g., tax havens like Monaco, Bermuda, or the Cayman Islands).

e Adopt Alternative Economic Systems:

o Use cryptocurrencies, barter systems, or local community exchanges to reduce
reliance on state-regulated financial systems.

e Live Frugally:

o Reduce consumption and reliance on state-supported infrastructure.



3. Achieve Self-Sufficiency
e FoodIndependence:
o Grow your own food and adopt sustainable farming practices.
o Avoid dependence on state-subsidized agriculture or food programs.
e Energy Independence:
o Generate your own power using solar, wind, or hydroelectric systems.
o Disconnect from the state-regulated power grid.
¢ Water Independence:

o Collect and purify rainwater or access off-grid water sources.

4. Minimize Legal Obligations
¢ Renounce Citizenship (Optional and Extreme):

o Renouncing citizenship can reduce state control but may leave you stateless
unless another country's citizenship is acquired.

o Statelessness can lead to complications, such as loss of travel rights or access
to legal protections.

e Relocate to Sovereign or Autonomous Zones:

o Some areas (e.g., free economic zones or disputed territories) may have reduced
state oversight.

o Examplesinclude places like Liberland (a self-declared micro-nation) or certain
special economic zones.

¢ Follow the Law While Limiting Engagement:

o Avoid actions that attract state enforcement while reducing reliance on state
services.

5. Embrace Stateless Living or Minimal State Jurisdiction

e Seasteading:

o Build orjoin a floating community in international waters where national laws do
not apply.

o This requires significant resources and international cooperation.

¢ Livein International Waters:



o Move to a boat or structure in waters beyond national jurisdictions (the high
seas).

o Challenges include supply chains, safety, and recognition by other entities.
e Micro-Nations and Intentional Communities:

o Join or create a self-declared sovereign community that operates with minimal
state interference.

6. Avoid Digital and Surveillance Dependencies
e Protect Privacy:

o Use encrypted communication tools, avoid social media tied to your identity,
and anonymize your online activities.

¢ Limit Data Sharing:

o Minimize use of government services or private platforms that share data with
governments.

e Cash Economy:

o Use cash or cryptocurrencies to reduce financial surveillance.

7. Seek Legal and Political Options
e Second Passports and Citizenship:
o Gain dual citizenship in a country with fewer restrictions or less oversight.
o Consider countries with strong privacy laws or minimal government intervention.
e Offshore Trusts and Companies:

o Useinternational financial structures to protect assets and reduce exposure to
domestic regulations.

8. Embrace an Off-Grid or Nomadic Lifestyle
e Livein Remote Areas:

o Move to regions with minimal government oversight, such as remote wilderness
or rural communities.

e Become aDigital Nomad:

o Work online and travel frequently, avoiding long-term residency in any one
country.

¢ Tiny Homes and Van Life:



o Adopt mobile or minimalist living arrangements that reduce reliance on state-
controlled housing systems.

Challenges of Total Freedom
e Legal Risks:

o Actions to evade state control, like not paying taxes or renouncing citizenship,
can lead to penalties or prosecution.

e Access to Services:

o Living without government identification, healthcare, or infrastructure can make
emergencies and travel difficult.

e Sociallsolation:

o Minimizing state interaction may reduce access to community networks and
support systems.

Becoming free of state control requires a mix of legal, practical, and lifestyle changes. While full
independence is difficult to achieve, individuals can take steps to minimize their dependence
and interaction with the state. However, it’s critical to understand the legal implications and
challenges to ensure safety and sustainability.

The only safe and legal way to declare independence and to find international freedom
seems to be Seasteading.

Seasteading is the concept of creating permanent, autonomous communities on floating
structures in international waters, beyond the jurisdiction of any existing government. These
structures are designed to be self-sustaining and operate with minimal reliance on state-
controlled systems. The idea combines principles of engineering, environmental sustainability,
and political autonomy.

Origins of Seasteading

e Theterm "seasteading" was popularized by the Seasteading Institute, co-founded in
2008 by political economist Patri Friedman and venture capitalist Peter Thiel.

e |tenvisions a future where people can experiment with new forms of governance,
societal structures, and economies without interference from existing states.

Core Principles

1. Political Autonomy:



o Seasteads aim to function as independent entities, allowing residents to form
their own governments or live without traditional state structures.

o They seek to provide a "startup society" platform where governance models can
compete for residents' participation.

2. Sustainability:

o Communities prioritize renewable energy, sustainable agriculture (e.g.,
aquaponics), and waste recycling to minimize environmental impact.

o Structures are designed to withstand oceanic conditions while minimizing harm
to marine ecosystems.

3. Freedom of Movement:

o Floating structures allow people to relocate their seasteads or join other
communities, fostering freedom of association and experimentation.

Types of Seasteads
1. Floating Platforms:

o Large platforms, often similar to oil rigs, designed to house communities. These
are anchored to the seabed or free-floating.

o Example: The design concept for Oceanix City, a floating urban prototype.
2. Seaborne Ships:

o Retrofits of existing ships into floating communities, often as a stepping stone
toward more advanced seasteads.

o Example: Cruise ship-like models with onboard governance systems.
3. Artificial Islands:

o Floating islands made of modular units that can be expanded or rearranged to
accommodate growth.

4. Underwater or Semi-Submerged Structures:

o Experimental designs include partially submerged pods or underwater living
spaces to reduce surface footprint and environmental impact.

Legal and Political Considerations
¢ International Waters:

o Seasteads typically aim to exist in international waters, beyond the 12-nautical-
mile territorial sea limit of any country.

o Thisis governed by the United Nations Convention on the Law of the Sea
(UNCLOS).



o Inthe Exclusive Economic Zone (EEZ) (up to 200 nautical miles from a
country’s coastline), seasteads would still be subject to some jurisdictional
claims over resources and environmental impact.

e Flag State Requirements:

o Seasteads often need to register with a flag state for legal recognition,
particularly if they operate as vessels.

¢ Recognition of Sovereignty:

o Achieving full statehood and recognition from other countries is a significant
challenge.

o Unrecognized entities, like the Principality of Sealand, illustrate the difficulty of
gaining legitimacy.

Examples and Developments
1. Seasteading Institute:

o Advocates for the development of seasteads and works on engineering designs,
legal frameworks, and community planning.

2. Blue Frontiers:

o Aprojectfocused on creating floating communities in coastal waters, starting
with Polynesia.

3. Principality of Sealand:

o Though not a true seastead, Sealand is an example of an autonomous
micronation based on a platform in the North Sea.

4. Oceanix City:

o A United Nations-backed project to develop floating urban centers to address
overpopulation and climate change concerns.

Challenges
1. Engineering and Cost:

o Building durable, storm-resistant, and sustainable structures on open seas is
technically challenging and expensive.

2. Legal Hurdles:

o Without international recognition, seasteads may face issues with trade,
security, and migration.

o Some countries may view seasteads as illegal or infringing on territorial waters.

3. Community Viability:



o Attracting a stable, cooperative population requires clear governance structures
and sustainable economies.

4. Environmental Concerns:

o Potential damage to marine ecosystems if not carefully managed.

Potential Benefits
1. Innovationin Governance:

o Seasteads allow for experimentation with new governance models, such as
libertarianism, direct democracy, or tech-driven systems.

2. Addressing Overpopulation:

o Floating cities could relieve pressure on land-based urban areas.

3. Adaptation to Climate Change:

o Coastalregions threatened by rising sea levels could benefit from floating
infrastructure.

4. Economic Opportunities:

o Seasteads could foster innovation in fields like biotechnology, aquaculture, and
renewable energy.

Seasteading represents a bold vision for alternative living, blending technological innovation
with libertarian ideals. While the concept is still in its infancy, advances in engineering and a
growing interest in decentralized governance suggest it could become a viable option for some
in the future. However, significant legal, economic, and practical challenges must be addressed

to make seasteading a reality.
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