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I Visit Croatia 
  

   War broke out when the former Communist satellite regimes fragmented. The 

war in Croatia in particular triggered a lot of excitement among dissidents on both 

sides of the former Iron Curtain. Volunteers poured in from many nations. An in-

ternational brigade was formed. It was led by a native war hero, who had lived and 

worked in the United States for a few years. 

   For legal reasons, our U.S. base and its U.S. citizens had to be very careful to 

avoid any involvement in a foreign war. Aside from journalism, of course. 

   Naturally, I presumed he spoke English. But when I met him, I learned I was 

wrong! We had to communicate through an interpreter. This interpreter, however, 

also did not know English. He barely spoke German and used an old World War 

Two era dictionary. 

   We received war reports and even video footage from those volunteers. We pub-

lished the reports and passed along the video footage to friendly television sta-

tions. 

   This included first-hand accounts of combat. Also a brief description of a muti-

lated body at the scene of a massacre. This sight made the soldiers feel great rage 

and a strong desire to get drunk. 

   If you looked close on one video clip, you could make out an incoming tank 

shell nearly striking the cameraman! There was also a big “paint stain”. It was ac-
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tually the sole remains of a poor devil who got too close to an anti-tank mine. 

   A government television station in the now crumbling Eastern Block, name-

ly Hungary, decided to kill two birds with one stone. If I remember right, the gov-

ernment was still technically “Communist”! But by this time, ethnicity placed a 

bigger role than ideology. As if anybody had ever actually believed in Communist 

ideology. 

   The original plan called for them to interview me at the international brigade’s 

base. In fact, a full-fledged military review was planned. Complete with march-by 

– in front of me as guest of honor (!) - with heavily armed soldiers and even tanks! 

   The delay caused by government bureaucracy ruined this plan. A week or two 

earlier, we would have been able to pull it off! 

   Christian Malcoci had advised me to fly only on private-owned airlines as op-

posed to government ones. It was believed the former would be less susceptible to 

political pressure to divert my commercial airliner to another country in order to 

capture me! 

   When I did finally arrive, I went straight to the brigade’s central administration 

building in the national capital. But it had just been closed down. 

   Last minute political complications had arisen. Communism was indeed dying, 

but it was not yet completely dead and buried! Communist propaganda made even 

the new anti-Communist government nervous. It forbade any such spectacle. It 

even disbanded the international brigade. The war was more or less over. A cease-

fire had been declared and peace negotiations were expected to soon bring the war 

to an official end, too. 

   There was some confusion and delay before contact was re-established and a 

new plan was devised. 

   I used the time for extensive hiking through the new nation’s capital. It was a 

beautiful city. The people were very decent folk. Prostitutes to service the NATO 

troops had to be imported from other countries. Despite their poverty, the local 

women simply refused to lower themselves to this. (Taxes were 50% due to the 

war. A pair of shoes cost a month’s salary.) 

   My favorite restaurant was hidden away in a sunken courtyard. It could be 

reached through an inconspicuous tunnel through the surrounding buildings. When 

I asked why there were so few guests, I was told it was because nobody had any 

money to eat out. On my last evening, I gave the last of my local currency to the 

staff, including waitresses and kitchen help. As I was walking away, I looked back 

and saw them still standing there. They were waving good-bye with a big smile on 

their face. 

   I met an old friend of mine. He had been an officer in the brigade and still 

proudly wore his uniform. This Frenchman was a bit of a war adventurer. He had 
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been in Iraqi and had raided political police headquarters in the Eastern Block. His 

driver had been killed by a RPG in this war. 

   He related his adventures as well as those of other brigade members. 

  

   One foreign volunteer arrived at the border without his passport. He explained 

to the border guards that he wanted to join the brigade and fight for their country. 

His only ID was a NSDAP/AO membership card! The border guards recognized it 

and let him cross the border. 

  

   When two volunteers with no previous military training arrived at the forward 

camp, they were each handed a rifle and told: You have half an hour to learn how 

to use these. That’s when we expect an enemy attack. 

  

   One village was abandoned. It was swarming with dogs left behind by their own-

ers. After a few days, they were so hungry that they became dangerous. We had to 

shoot them. 

  

   We were manning a heavy machine-gun post at a roadblock. It was very hot. 

Somebody suggested I take off and look for soft drinks. A few miles away, I crossed 

a hill summit. Below me was the sea. Civilians were sunbathing on the beach as if 

the war didn’t exist. I found some soft drinks and returned to the roadblock. When 

I got back, I learned there had been a skirmish. One of our men had been wound-

ed. 

  

   We considered driving to the sea. But it was too far away. Furthermore, the road 

maps were useless, because they didn’t show which areas where occupied by 

which armies! 

   I had met the wounded man in the United States several years earlier. Fortunate-

ly, his wound was not life threatening. 

   The end result was two separate sets of meetings. One set was between the for-

eign television crew and me. It included an interview at a historic sight. The sec-

ond set of meetings was between me and individual members of the now disband-

ed formation, including its former commander. Media coverage of this second se-

ries of meeting was strictly forbidden! 

   This also included my visit to the very foremost lines, where NATO peace-

keeping troops separated the two opposing armies. 

   My French friend, the officer, still had his military ID. He could get us wherever 

we wanted to go. Wistfully, he commented this ID would soon no longer be any 

good. At any rate, it did get us past the last military checkpoint between the capital 
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and the frontline, which ran smack through a good-sized city. The local police 

chief took us to his headquarters. 

   The chief pointed at me and then at the window: A man who was sitting in your 

chair was killed last month by a sniper. The bullet flew through this window. The 

sniper was in those trees over there. 

   He commented that the enemy soldiers generally did not kill policemen, not 

even those on the opposing side. 

   Then he offered to take us to the front. He admonished us to follow his path 

closely. Somebody who had wandered off it had recently been killed by a mine. 

The path led through holes in tall garden walls and devastated houses. I picked up 

some mortar fragments as souvenirs. 

   Finally, we only were a stone’s throw from the last narrow dirt road and fence 

that stood between us and enemy territory. An armored personnel vehicle was 

driving along the road. A NATO dugout and checkpoint were only a few yards 

away. A still occupied enemy military barracks was in eyeshot.  

    Afterward, he took us home to meet his family. We drank a homemade alcoholic 

drink, probably a brandy. 

   His family was charming. It was amazing to see people who had been living dai-

ly life right in the middle of a battlefield. He told us thousands (!) of mortar shells 

had rained down on his city in the course of just one month. Those destroyed 

homes often represented a lifetime of work and dreams for their owners. 

   When I left, I reflected this had been a very interesting and worthwhile trip. But 

I was still disappointed about missing out on my very own personal military pa-

rade! 

   The Los Angeles Times phoned me for an interview within hours of my return 

home. This interview appeared on the front page. 

  

*   *   *   *   * 

  

In the 1995 I was offered an opportunity I simply couldn’t refuse. My staff back in 

the states was doing very well despite my absence. So I round up spending more 

time in Europe than I had originally intended. 
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U.S. Government Collaboration 
  

   U.S. and foreign government officials worked together very closely over a pro-

longed period of time. Their objective was to get around the First Amendment. 

They wanted to neutralize an American dissident, namely me, who had become a 

thorn in their side. 

    I have thousands of pages of German government documents to prove this. I be-

lieve there is sufficient evident to justify a formal investigation. But I’m not hold-

ing my breath. 

   I explained this to an U.S. State Department official face-to-face: We even know 

the names of at least some of the U.S. officials involved: If you go to bed with the 

enemies of free speech, we’ll find out sooner or later. They document everything. 

Sooner or later, somebody will leak it to us. Our resistance movement could not 

have survived this long, if we did not have friends inside the government. – The 

official looked worried! 

    This isn’t about me or my beliefs. It is about the right of every U.S. citizen to 

practice free speech right here in America without a foreign government claiming 

jurisdiction. And without U.S. government officials letting it get away with it. 

Even helping it! 

   Note: Both Germany and France have publicly claimed jurisdiction over U.S.-

based web-sites on the grounds they are “accessible” in their countries! 

   This is a threat us all! 

  

  

U.S. Phones Tapped by a Foreign Government 
  
   The political police in Germany wanted to tap our phone lines inside the USA. 

   It turned to that regime’s counterpart to the American CIA, but was turned down. 

Then it asked the counterpart of the U.S. Oval Office to intervene on its behalf. 

This request was granted. Their intelligence agency was ordered to cooperate. 

   However, this kind of thing had never been done before! There was still a prob-

lem with the technology. Even when this technical problem was solved, they were 

only able to tap two of our lines at any given time. This surveillance was halted 

after a few months. The results were too meager. In retrospect, I think we should 

have exploited it more than we actually did. 

   Of course, we always operated on the presumption our phones were tapped. And 

this information would eventually reach foreign governments. 

   All of the above was confirmed when we obtained extensive government docu-
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mentation. This included transcripts of an actual tapped phone conversation of 

mine. 

   Comparing dates, it is obvious this resulted in the issuance of an arrest warrant 

against me. The foreign government thought my arrival in Europe was imminent. 

Actually, it was false information intentionally leaked by means of a conversation 

on a line we knew was tapped. 

   By the time I actually did arrive in Europe the next year, that warrant had al-

ready expired. A new warrant was required. The dates on both warrants show this. 
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