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PROLOGUE

“It was pitch black when they first came. The

stars and thin sliver of moon that should have been visible were
hidden behind a thick, low-laying blanket of clouds. The wind was
howling, and the snow threatening.
“Nobody who was there that night could remember when the first
confrontation started, but all agreed it was what started the downhill slide in which the Earth soon found itself.
“The appearance of a speck of light in the east soon grew to such
an extent that it was impossible to miss or ignore. The people at
the bar, situated by itself in an isolated valley, noticed it first, for it
shone through the front windows and soon overwhelmed the interior lights, which were always too dim, anyway.
“It threw squares of light on the wall, and glinted off the mirrors
and bottles behind the bar counter, causing the barman to screw
up his eyes against the glare. Those on the stools in front of the bar
noticed that their shadows were appearing on the wall behind the
bartender. Thinking it was a jerk with his high beams on, they turned
and looked behind them.
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“The light grew more intense, to the point that they had to turn
away and shut their eyes, for even the reflected light off the mirrors
on the back wall was too painful to look at without squinting. Many
noticed that the room temperature had risen, going from mildly
uncomfortable to scorching in a short period. They unfastened their
winter jackets and flannel shirts, and removed them, leaving the
men, and one woman, wearing only T-shirts. They soon realized
that was a mistake, for the exposed skin began to darken. And in the
case of an old man, his crepe-like skin began to form blisters, which
burst, giving the impression that his skin was boiling off his arms.
“Then everyone began to broil, as if in an oven. Water tossed on
their skin evaporated immediately, and did little, if anything, to cool
the skin. Most draped their winter coats over the exposed parts of
their bodies, which gave some relief. But the temperature was still
rising, and it became more and more difficult to breathe as they
took in what felt like super-heated desert air from Death Valley.
“Two of the older men passed out from heat exhaustion, and the
woman’s complaint of feeling faint fell on deaf ears, for they were
all trying to look after their own conditions, which were growing
more desperate by the second. A couple of the men noticed the paint
on the wall had started to bubble and smoke, and the wax in the
candles decorating the few tables had already melted into puddles.
There seemed no escape, for to try and run outside would have been
a death sentence, as the walls of the standalone building at least
provided protection.
“They all lay on the bar’s filthy, beer-stained floor, and one by one,
lost consciousness until only one wretched soul remained cognitive.
“Then it was over. The brilliant light blinked off without warning,
leaving the room in darkness for the few seconds it took for their
eyes to dilate again. The temperature started dropping, slowly at
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first, then with increasing rapidity, until the people regaining consciousness were forced to start climbing back into their clothes to
keep from getting frostbite. They were all in a miserable state, and
the bartender, realizing they needed help, crawled over to the pay
phone in the alcove. With great difficulty, he finally managed to get
through to the local hospital to request ambulances be sent.
“When the police and medics arrived, they were astounded to
find that the outside of the building was a charred mess and looked
as if it had been through a forest fire, except for one unexplainable
fact. The two-foot snowdrifts banked against the building were
still intact and had not melted. Other than their own, the police
did not find any tracks in the deep snow in the vicinity. They were
about to dismiss the call as a hoax, when to the amazement of these
first responders, the front door of the bar opened, and out trooped a
collection of sun-burned patrons, some bearing first-degree burns to
their faces and forearms. All twelve people who were in the bar that
night were subsequently taken to the hospital, treated, and released
with no apparent permanent ill-effects.
“Despite many theories brought forward by a new breed of ufologists, no one has ever been able to explain where the light came
from that night at the bar.”

The speaker leaned back in her wing chair, lit another foul-smelling cigarette, and took a sip of her straight-up Maker’s Mark. She
threw an enquiring look across the coffee table between them, at
her companion, and raised an eyebrow at him.
“This event occurred in 1947, exactly one hundred years ago.
The incident has been well-documented because of the unusual
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nature of the circumstances surrounding it, and of course, the official nature of the first responders. The bar involved is still in existence, and is located about twenty miles west of Denver, Colorado,
up in the foothills of the Rocky Mountains. I have been to see it
for myself, and it is still burned black on the outside, although it
has weathered a lot. The people this happened to all lived a normal
lifespan with, seemingly, no ill-effects, except for one who was
killed in an car accident. To this day, nobody has been able to offer
a reasonable explanation as to how the building got so burned on
only the one side without the snow melting, and of course, what
kind of light caused it to burn so badly.”
Deep in thought, the man took another sip of his drink, then
looked up, wearily.
“And you are telling me this story because you think that
episode is somehow connected to what’s happening now?” he said.
“I’d bet my life on it!” she replied.
He smiled at her conviction. “You already have. But now you’re
betting the future of the Earth on it, right?”
With a deep sigh, she said, “Yes, I guess so. But I have an even
more enlightening story to tell you. This one occurred in 1997,
exactly fifty years ago. One of the reasons that these stories are so
hard to verify is that they all seem to have occurred in or around
bars, and you can imagine the difficulty we had getting verifiable
information out of the people who were present at this one.”
Of the two people present, the speaker was the more powerful,
being the president of the United States, Sylvia Han-Chin. The
other, as well as being her good and longtime friend, was also the
Secretary of State, Ben Williamson. What they were discussing
at this impromptu get-together would affect everyone on earth.
After pausing to take gulp from her glass of bourbon, Sylvia
continued with her story.
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“It was April, after a long and harsh winter up in the northern states,
and the people in Fort Lauderdale, Florida were glad to see that the
snowbirds—large crowds of whom had been plaguing them all the
winter—were finally going home, leaving the locals to the sleepy
routine they maintained during the summer. It was just going on
dusk, with the western sky brilliantly lit in shades of gold, red, and
orange.
“Those standing outside the bar at the makeshift counter on the
sidewalk, which had been fastened to the support posts for the overhanging roof, were the first to notice the arrival of the futuristic-looking black sports car, which pulled into the spot that had just been
vacated by the van belonging to the band playing that night. It was
silent as it maneuvered into the parallel parking spot with ease, a
maneuver that most Florida drivers seemed to find difficult, judging
by their haphazardly parked cars.
“The black sports car didn’t show any manufacturer’s identification, and a temporary paper registration was taped to the back
window, which was blacked out like all the other windows, to the
point of illegality.
“The car door opened, swinging upward instead of outward, and
a tall, slim figure emerged from the cockpit. Despite that it was a
hot, humid evening, he was overdressed and in all black. His cotton
shirt, leather pants, and leather boots were topped by a leather duster
and a full-face helmet. As he walked over to the pay meter to get his
parking ticket, the door on the car slid silently shut, apparently on
its own, because the stranger had not touched it.
“He walked with a measured and subtle grace from the meter, into
the bar, and found a seat in the back, since all the seats in the front
were taken by people waiting to hear Florida’s premier blues band.
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He removed his helmet as he took his seat, and placed it on the bar.
He had smooth, Germanic-Scandinavian features, and was tanned,
with startling blue eyes that seemed to glow in the dim lighting of
the bar, and short-cropped black hair. In a quiet, rumbling voice, he
placed his order with the bartender, and then turned to survey the
patrons of the bar, who were openly staring at the stranger.
“‘That ticket is supposed to be displayed in your car, unless you
want a ticket,’ said the man sitting next to him.
“‘But then nobody could see it, with my blacked-out windows.
Don’t you worry, I’ve got it covered.’ The stranger’s voice, although
low and gravelly, was surprisingly soft for such a big man.
“And his demeanor was a touch effeminate, as if he were a parent
addressing a troublesome child.
“‘So what kind of car is that?” the man said. “Who makes it?’
“‘It’s a homebuilt.’ The stranger smiled.
“‘You don’t say? What kind of power?’
“‘More power than any vehicle on earth.’
“The man beside him, seemingly satisfied with this cryptic answer,
shrugged and went back to his beer.
“The stranger turned back toward where the band had finally finished setting up and were beginning their introductions. He smiled
at the obviously perplexed patrons who seemed taken aback at this
stranger’s intrusion into their private domain.
“One large lumberjack of a man, clearly much more inebriated
than his companions, for he had been imbibing longer than they
had, stood and staggered toward the stranger, with latent anger on
his face.
“‘This bar is for locals only, so why don’t you get in your fancy car
and take off,’ he said with true menace in his voice.
“From behind the stranger, the bartender said, ‘C’mon now, Jack.
This is a public place. He has just as much right to be here as you
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do. Go on back to your seat and drink your beer. The band’s about
to start.’
“Jack yelled, ‘I just don’t like his face!’ as he threw a roundhouse
sucker punch at the stranger’s face, which hit him in the nose.
“But it did not have the expected consequences. The stranger was
still sitting there, smiling, while Jack was dancing around, nursing
his broken hand, and shouting a string of obscenities at him. The
whole place, including the band, had gone dead quiet as the stranger
shook his head at Jack’s antics, and then picked up his helmet, threw
a twenty on the counter, rose and walked out of the place, catching
the stares of each person he passed.
“‘As I don’t wish to disturb your evening with my presence, I’ll
be going now. But don’t you worry. I will be back.’
When he got to the car, he donned his helmet, and as if that was
a signal to the car, the driver’s side door swung upward. The few
patrons who were able to catch a fleeting glimpse into the cockpit
all agreed later that that they had never before seen such an intricate combination of screens, lights, and controls on any car they’d
ever seen.
As the door returned to its secured position, several things seemed
to happen at once. Instead of backing and maneuvering out of its
parking space, the vehicle silently rose about six feet into the air.
The wide wheels disappeared into the body to be replaced by a solid
panel. And the vehicle tilted upward at a forty-five-degree angle.
With the sonic boom of displaced air, the vehicle went from a standing still to disappearing into the darkening night in a split second.
On its way out, it clipped and cut an overhead power cable,
sending a half-block of Las Olas Boulevard into darkness, while
leaving the patrons of the bar standing around with their jaws on
the ground.”
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As the president finished her second tale, she once again took a
gulp of her bourbon, and lit yet another of her foul-smelling cigarettes.
“Filthy habit. I will have to quit someday…when I get out of
office.”
The secretary of state was lost in his thoughts.
He finally said, “So who do you think that stranger was?”
“I believe the incident in Colorado was the first documented
appearance of Charlie. Although, naturally, it was not recognized
as that at the time. And I believe Charlie was the driver of that
futuristic car in Fort Lauderdale.”
“You cannot be serious.” Her companion also took an gulp of
his whisky.
“Unfortunately, I think I am. The second incident I quoted was
easier to examine for the truth since there was physical evidence
to document it in the power company’s report, who said that the
power line had been cut in between the poles by something unidentifiable, since the wires were fused at the ends. Such a situation,
fusing of a livewire high in the air could not be explained away
by any method available at the time, not even with a laser, and we
could not even do that today.”
“Has he really been around for a hundred years?”
“That is my belief. After a lot of extensive research by a great
number of people, we have found that there are many more
instances of strange occurrences all around the world, which
would suggest that he has been playing his little games for quite
a number of years, but with a number of imaginative variations.
It looks, at least to me, like he has been here for at least that long.
But probably much longer.”
“God help us all!”
14
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PART 1

The farmer stood gazing in the middle of the barren landscape,

looking around and shaking his head. What he saw before him
brought tears to his eyes. Tears of bitter regret. He turned three
hundred sixty degrees, and the desolation extended in all directions. Not a tree, not even a blade of grass, no life anywhere broke
the horizon. Were it not for the narrow, two-lane paved road he
was parked on, he could have been visiting the Old West hundreds
of years ago.
He could not have imagined such baked dry devastation, not
even a half-dozen years ago, and regretted his decision to come
back to this particular place one last time. His fertile imagination
led him to visualize that this was what the Sahara Desert must
look like. But this was not the Sahara, because his farm had been
in the middle of Kansas, near Salina.
At least, what once had been his farm, for this desolate landscape now belonged to the bank, who wanted it even less than he
did. He should have known better than to take out that final equity
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loan on this property, which the bankers had pushed upon him.
This property had been in his family for seven generations, but
his primary motivation had been determination to save for the
future that which his forefathers had left him. He had been fooled
into believing that taking a gamble on an infusion of cash would
allow him to keep this special place secure for future generations.
Where he was looking should have been rippling fields of grain
ready to be harvested, if only the rains had come. If only. He realized that it was not his fault that the crops had failed once again,
and placed the blame where it belonged. On the stupid, shortsighted, irresponsible, and ignorant politicians, corporations and
multi-billionaires of the world, who were only interested in feathering their own nests and lining their own pockets. The scientists
had been warning them for decades about global warming, and
that this was what it would come to. But do you think they listened? No, of course they didn’t.
His name was DuPont, Warren DuPont. But not one of the
DuPonts. Otherwise, he could have provided his own cash infusion into the property, and would not have lost the land when the
rains had failed to appear.
He stood still, listening to the breeze continuing its uninterrupted passage across the withered landscape. He believed that this
year of 2047, was going to be one of the last years of viable survivability for planet Earth. The economy was on the verge of collapse due to the greed and corruption of the manipulators, which
no government could regulate, despite their best efforts. Naturally,
it was only those politicians that wanted to look out for their constituents who tried to reign in the excess, because many politicians
were just as corrupt as the wealthy 1 percent of the population.
The people of Siberia were burning rubles by the millions in
their fireplaces just to stay warm. Yen were being used for toilet
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paper, and the euro had been devalued so many times it took a
person’s weekly wage just to buy a decent meal. The British pound,
reinstated after England’s exit from the European Union, was being
used to stuff mattresses in the mistaken belief that it was going to
be worth something in the future.
It seemed that the U.S. dollar and the Chinese yuan were the
only semi-viable currencies left in the world, and that was only
because both countries were busy printing as much of it as they
could. Every other currency in the world was worthless, to the
point that printing offices didn’t waste the time or paper to print
it anymore.
Warren turned to look at the spot where his house, which had
been built many generations ago, had stood before being destroyed
in the three-hundred-mile-per-hour tornado they had experienced only a few years before. Only one of the many weather-related events that had ravaged the whole country. There was nothing
left, not even the foundations.
The weather that had produced such a devastating funnel
cloud had grown worse over the past decade, and this particular
tornado had taken everything with it as it tore a one-hundredmile-long path toward Chicago. It didn’t get there, but was close
enough to scare the living daylights out of the citizenry of America’s former Second City. The Second City title now belonged to
Atlanta, Georgia, which had outgrown its boundaries and swallowed up cities like Athens and Macon. The reason for its phenomenal growth was climate change and global warming, because a large
percentage of people from the Northeast and the Midwest decided
that enough was enough with nine months of winter, below-zero
temperatures, and constant snow and ice storms. None of them
wanted to go as far south as Florida, with its constant stream of
hurricanes, so they hunkered down in the middle of Georgia.
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Not that Warren had been there to see the devastating tornado,
since by the time it hit the area, he had already been evicted by
the bank, and had been living a pauper’s existence in Denver, fortunate to be working in a grocery store. His beautiful wife and
two precious children, believing his mental state had deteriorated
to a point of no return because of his ill-advised loans from the
bank, had packed up their most precious possessions and left in
the middle of the night, and were now living the good life with a
millionaire in Seattle.
Still shaking his head, Warren turned and wandered toward his
rusty and beat-up Hover car, his sole possession since the bank had
taken everything else of value, including many things that had no
value to them, but had sentimental value to him. They did that out
of spite because the farm and everything else he possessed fell way
short of what he owed. His sense of fury at the bankers had long
since passed, leaving feelings of loss and sadness.
He shook his head again as the disturbing memories came
crowding into his head and threatened to overwhelm him.
Warren halted when he felt an unfamiliar tingling—a second
sense caused by a disturbance in the air that he could not identify. He glanced around, but saw nothing, until he looked up. His
gaze was drawn to a small dark disc falling toward the ground, its
size increasing rapidly. His curiosity was aroused, for he had not
seen anything like it before, and as he watched, it slowed its decent
until it was hovering before him, drifting downward and left of
where he was standing. As it got closer and closer, he realized it
was not the small disc he had thought when he’d first observed it,
but an enormous one. It was silent, smooth, and black, but with
a pearlescent component to it, such as the effect car manufacturers get by adding silver chips to the paint. It also had an iridescent
bluish sheen that accented the dark paint.
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He staggered backwards. It must be at least ten miles wide.
As he watched, the huge disc started moving west down Interstate 70, toward Denver, still gradually losing altitude. He kept the
disk in his vision, not a difficult thing to do, as he hurried back
and jumped into his Hover car, which he managed to get started
after the normal false starts and grumbling noises.
He followed the giant disc with ease, for it was drifting, allowing
him to make several left and right turns to navigate the secondary
roads back to the highway. He observed with quiet amusement, a
crop duster with what must have been a panicked pilot, cut short
its run across the field and turn a one-eighty to get out of the saucer’s way.
Warren noticed the twin sonic booms, which caused him great
alarm, as a pair of F-35s came diving out of the clouds, scrambled from the nearest Air Force base. After trying to establish
radio contact with the strange craft, they unleashed a barrage of
AIM-120 AMRAAM missiles at the intruder. They all hit their
target and exploded, resulting in a huge display of fire and smoke,
but had no effect, since the huge alien craft continued on its way.
It did not waver, slow, or alter course, and it showed no damage.
With no apparent retaliation from the huge disc, the two jets
became an escort for the visitor, because it eventually passed over
Denver International Airport at an altitude of ten thousand feet,
on its way into downtown Denver. It came to a stop and hovered
above the Colorado State Capitol in downtown Denver, and hung
there above the city.
Warren followed the craft until he was forced to stop by the
thousands of vehicles whose occupants had parked to observe the
phenomenon. Hordes of people streamed from their homes and
businesses around town, because the craft was casting a shadow
across most of the city. They were braving the early September
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heatwave, another phenomenon of global warming, to observe
what was a once-in-a-lifetime sight.
Warren thought this would have been a frightening situation,
but since the disc had shown no hostile intentions, it was more of
a novelty than a cause for alarm.
Little did anyone know just how profoundly everyone’s lives
would be affected by this strange visitor during the next ten years.
If anyone had tried to tell the population what was about to happen
to them at this early stage, they would have been considered crazy,
and laughed at by everyone.
At a thousand different points on the globe, this same scenario
was being played out. And to everyone’s disappointment, with the
same results. The Russian, Chinese, Israeli, Saudi, German, French,
English, and every other of the air force in the world all failed to
make a dent in the oncoming ships headed for the one thousand
largest cities in the world.
Unknown to Warren, as well the citizens of Denver, and for that
matter, the rest of the world, at that moment, when all the alien
ships had reached their assigned destinations, the annual meeting
of the member states of the United Nations was being interrupted.
The speaker at the podium was being ushered away by a tall,
thin man dressed in all black, who had materialized out of thin
air directly behind him just seconds before. Everyone who had
observed the sudden appearance of the dark figure jumped out of
their seats and scurried toward the exits. Upon arrival, they found
that the doors were locked, which caused a massive traffic jam.
Many members of the assembly were in danger of being trampled.
The man in black took the original speaker’s place and removed
his helmet. He placed it on the lectern and faced the 193 representatives and their aides and secretaries. He spoke English, but
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his words were translated by surprisingly calm translators, into
all the other languages used UN meetings.
“Ladies and gentlemen, if you would kindly retake your seats. I
assure you that no harm will come to you, and all will be explained
momentarily.”
He stood with his hands clasping either side of the lectern, and
waited as the panicked assembly members finally decided that
there was no immediate danger, and returned to their places. The
tall man glanced around until everyone was seated, and there
was silence.
“While I do understand that my sudden appearance before
you is certainly startling, I wish to assure you that you are in no
danger, for I’ve come here today to help you, not to harm you.”
He leaned forward and made eye contact with as many people as
he could. “My name in my own language is unpronounceable to
you. So for simplicity’s sake, you may call me Charlie. This name
I have chosen from the language of your planet because I believe
you should see me as someone friendly, simple, and commonplace.”
He paused to let them contemplate his use of the word your.
“Just as you have been charged with representing the people
of your respective countries on this planet you call Earth, I have
been selected to be the representative here on Earth, of our Continuum of planets, which consists of over one hundred seventeen
thousand sentient inhabited planets in this universe.”
He paused as a gasp emerged from his captive audience.
“I have been sent here because of a growing concern amongst
the people I represent that this planet has but a few years of sustainability left. So therefore, in an effort to help the people of your
planet survive, I am here to help you and your planet come back
from the brink of disaster, to a more stable and healthy state.”
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Again he paused to allow the assembly to contemplate the
meaning of his words.
“To this end, as you will see shortly after this meeting is over,
my ships have positioned themselves over the one thousand largest
cities of this world. While these ships are substantial and impressive, they are not there to do you any harm. They are indeed the
flying saucers mentioned in your old-fashioned science fiction
novels, and by Earth standards are huge, being ten miles in diameter, with an edge height of one mile, and a center height of four
miles. They are broadcasting this conference planet-wide, over
all television stations, on all channels, and over all radio stations.
We want the whole world to know exactly what is happening here
today. These ships are also impervious to harm from any Earthbuilt weapons, as fighter jets from all nations are finding out right
now. I feel compelled to inform you that there is one of them right
over our heads at ten thousand feet, even as I speak.”
He saw many people look up, as if they could see through the
ceiling. He glanced at his watch, and now had a ghost of a smile
on his lips.
“And speaking of weapons—as of three seconds ago, and by
using the same technology that I did when I was transported to
appear before you here today, all the Earth’s offensive nuclear
weapons, all the stockpiles of chemical weapons, and all biological weapons, from every country in the world, have been transported to one of my storage ships to be taken out into deep space
and destroyed.”
He paused to allow the implications of this statement to sink in,
not only because he knew that some heads of state were slower at
the comprehension of the current state of affairs than others, but he
also knew that others would not believe him without verification.
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“This has not been done so that you cannot defend yourselves,
but simply so that you don’t panic and destroy yourselves and your
planet in a foolhardy attempt to get rid of us, militarily speaking.”
He could see the looks of shock on many of the representatives’
faces, and he felt sorrow and a little guilt at the uncertainty, confusion, and doubt that his words must be causing all of them to feel.
“Now, in conclusion, and in keeping with the objectives that
created the UN in the first place, I wish to charge you with a most
important mission, one that will go down in history, assuming that
afterwards you still have a history left. If you understand what I am
offering to the people of Earth, each of you will return home and
report to the leaders of your respective countries, and respectfully
request that they attend a meeting here in this chamber one week
from today. A ten-year plan which has been drawn up by us for
the salvation and reconstruction of the Earth, will be presented to
them at that meeting. This unprecedented invitation is, of course,
on a voluntary basis. But those leaders who choose not to attend
the presentation will have no say in any future plans for the rehabilitation of your planet. A digital transcript of these proceedings
will be made available to each of you so that no point is left out
when you speak to all your leaders. Please stress the urgency of
this request. It may be mankind’s last hope for a viable planet. I
will now take my leave, and you are all free to go.”
He replaced his helmet, strode back to the spot where he had
first appeared, and in the blink of an eye, disappeared.

The United States and Russia had much greater surveillance of
the entire planet, including satellites, but it was the Israeli Air

25

LY
N LE
O A
S
W E
IE R
EV OR
PR T F
O
N

Force that first reacted to what was perceived to be a deadly threat
approaching Tel Aviv from the west, out of the Mediterranean.
Although, the rest of the world’s air forces weren’t far behind.
The Super Mirage F-16 and F-35 Israeli fighter planes released
every air-to-air missile they carried at the strange craft, which
flew straight through the onslaught without any harm. The slow,
steady flight of the huge ship continued unabated, without even
an acknowledgement of the pesky gnats attacking it, until it finally
arrived at its destination.
The Americans encountered several discs coming out of the
Pacific, headed for Honolulu, San Diego, San Francisco, Portland,
and Seattle. And several from the Atlantic, headed for Miami,
Atlanta, Richmond, Washington, and New York. Some were also
headed for Chicago, Dallas, and New Orleans. And Denver had
its own ship.
Beijing and Shanghai had ships settling in. And Tokyo was
also covered.
In Russia, Moscow and Stalingrad. And in Europe—Berlin,
Paris, Rome, Zurich, Vienna, Madrid, Lisbon, Brussels, Amsterdam, Copenhagen, Oslo, Stockholm, Helsinki, and Monaco had
a black ship hovering above them.
In the British Isles, the giant ship cast its shadow over London,
Dublin, Glasgow, and Edinburg.
In Australia, Sydney and Melbourne were under the same
umbrella. And Auckland, New Zealand had its own ship.
Cities across the globe were being converged upon by these
massive, mysterious ships. The world’s thousand largest cities
now found themselves under the ten-mile umbrella of these ominous-looking black shapes. Despite what everyone was starting
to feel and fear, no overt actions were initiated from the ships
as they hovered above their respective destinations. Gradually,
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people returned to their jobs, their homes, and their lives, all while
keeping a wary eye on the apparition in the sky.
As word of the huge disks spread to the outlying areas around
the world—those without a view of the phenomenon, and who
were relying on news reports for information—the mood of most
people mellowed when they listened to Charlie as he explained
the situation.
As with all political speeches, this one was taken warily, and
with a grain of salt. Much of the world’s population was skeptical, at best.
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