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Introduction


	
I





	 was born in a sun-scorched steppe next to a gypsy camp in a half-starved year. The heat and poor nutrition didn’t prevent me from becoming a child prodigy. I was not even a year old, I still didn’t know how to walk, but I already knew how to read letters, crawling on a newspaper on the floor, and knew how to write, or rather, make letters out of matchsticks.


	Since then I have written several books, several plays, and several songs. Over the past time, I have become an offish and mirthless person. 


	People take my advice. Don’t throw newspapers on the floor and don’t give matchsticks to children.


	 


	* * *


	
O





	ne fine summer day I was in a bad mood, so bad that I wanted to visit the cemetery. I got communism, socialism and Marxism out of the cage, took them by their tails and went to the cemetery to bury them.


	On the way, a crowd of Russian politicians followed me. They shouted to me: “Don’t do it! Don’t break the status quo familiar to everyone!”


	But I didn’t listen to them, because I was in a bad mood.


	I easily found a shovel in the cemetery. First, I dug a grave for Marxism and buried that muck with indescribable joy. Then I buried socialism and communism without sorrow. In a moment, all the Russian politicians disappeared. Apparently, they existed and flourished only due to their lies about socialism and communism.


	My mood improved. Swinging my shovel like a hockey stick, I approached the tombstone having the inscription “RIP Democracy”.


	As soon as I moved the tombstone to the side, American, British and German politicians came running to the cemetery.


	“Don’t do it!” they cried out to me in scared voices. “Spare us! We don’t want to disappear.”


	“Are you mortally scared of democracy?” I asked in a gentle voice to hear an honest answer.


	“We hate it,” the modern western politicians replied to me honestly.


	“Politicians who call themselves democrats but hate democracy deserve to disappear.”


	I said so and began to dig out democracy. And I was pleasantly surprised when I dug up a roulette wheel (from Las Vegas or Monaco).


	“The roulette is a symbol of democracy”. This is the title of my trilogy on Marxism, socialism, communism, and democracy. 


	This work is the quintessence of my trilogy. Of course, this is a scholarly work. It is tedious. Like matchsticks, it is not for children.


	

	




Chapter 1


	
T





	he English utopian Thomas More, wishing to express his scientific idea in an easy-to-understand language, invented an eloquent traveler named Raphael Hythloday (Hythlodaeus), who allegedly visited the island of Utopia. It was the right decision, because a fiction story is always more interesting than a dissertation.


	Like Thomas More, I, wishing to express my scientific ideas in an easy-to-understand language, invented dreams in which I, communicating with famous people, tried to find the truth.


	Before expounding the first dream I invented, I’ll tell you when my movement towards truth began.


	It began during the time of Mikhail Gorbachev, who lifted the veil over the true deeds of the red revolutionaries. At the time I was working as an engineer at a secret factory in a secret city located a hundred miles away from Moscow.


	Glasnost from Gorbachev condemned the crimes committed by Stalin, but between the lines one could read about the crimes committed by Lenin. Of course, Glasnost criers presented the massacres as excesses and didn’t condemn Karl Marx and his idea of the workers’ struggle against exploitation.


	Then I had my own opinion, which didn’t coincide with the opinion of Glasnost criers, and while reading about the atrocities of the Russian Marxists, I thought that the massacres could not be justified by “the workers’ struggle against exploitation”. And one day, in a circle of colleagues, I said what came to my mind: “In countries with strikes, there are big wages. In countries with no strikes, there are small wages. Strikes are a reality. Exploitation is a mere fable.”


	One of my colleagues laughed out loud, embarrassing me. Then he said in a didactic tone: “Karl Marx proved the existence of exploitation. The Theories of Surplus Value are as correct as Ohm’s Law.”


	I stopped talking about this topic, but I didn’t stop thinking. And now I can tell the truth. If Karl Heinrich Marx was on the same stage of mental and moral level as Georg Simon Ohm, then I wouldn’t be able to create this book.


	Fortunately, Marx was an immoral pseudo-scientist whose Theories of Surplus Value were destroyed by me a couple of years after that conversation, when I seriously came to investigate this issue. The destruction of Marxism happened in a matter-of-fact manner: one Friday night I drank two bottles of Russian light beer, which made my gaze insolent, crushing and penetrating. Marxism could not stand my gaze and fell apart like a house of cards.


	The destruction of Marxism happened prosaically, and workaday things are boring. I prefer to tell colorful, fictional, dream-like stories.


	So, one cold winter night I couldn’t fall asleep. To overcome insomnia, I thought about warm Venice, about which I had learned a lot of interesting things after reading the memoirs of Giacomo Girolamo Casanova.


	Warm thoughts of warm Venice quickly plunged me into the arms of Morpheus.


	I dreamed of a room that looked like a school auditorium, but with barred windows. There was a blackboard on the end wall.


	A middle-aged man with a manly shaved face and a Doge’s hat on his head was sitting at the teacher’s table and looked at me with hostility. I sat at the only desk in the center of the auditorium and looked at portraits of Italian men hanging on the wall that had the front door.


	“These are the portraits of Venetian doges,” the man explained to me. “You and I are prisoners. We are languishing in a prison located in the attic of the Doge’s Palace in Venice. I am Adam Smith, Scottish economist and professor. And you?”


	“I…”


	“You are Russian.”


	“How did you, professor, understand that I am Russian?” I asked in surprise.


	“Having seen you, I felt absolute hatred for you. In our time, only Russian people evoke such hatred.”


	“Why?”


	“Because they are enemies of today’s democracies.”


	“Is this a joke?”


	“No. This is a serious phobia. But! Since we’re in the same cell, I’ll pretend I don’t hate you.”


	“Thank you.”


	In annoyance, Dr. Smith removed the doge hat from his head and put it on the teacher’s table.


	“I am annoyed! Having heard my name, you, Russian, don’t look happy. Why? I am a professor, I can lecture you on economic systems and non-economic constructs. I can give you knowledge. So you should be happy.”


	“Are you really Dr. Smith? Why, it is Adam Smith! Incredible!”


	I applauded and whistled like at a rock star concert.


	“I am glad to see you! Yes, professor, I want to hear a lecture on economic systems and non-economic constructs.”


	Adam Smith smiled with satisfaction and began his lecture on economy.


	“Okay. Here goes. I ask a question: how does an economic system differ from a non-economic construct? I answer: the presence of property, that is, commodities purchased for money. Where there is no property, where everything is common, there is no need for money, and instead of commodities there are only products. Where there is no money and commodities, there is no economy. There is only doing housework. All production is carried out within one house, one family, one primitive tribe or one monastery.”


	Smith’s words made me sleepy, and I yawned.


	“Are you bored?” Dr. Smith asked. “It’s my fault. I should have started my lecture differently. The way it is written in encyclopedias for children.”


	“I love children’s encyclopedias.”


	“So listen to me. Men acquired their modern appearance 70,000-50,000 years before the present. The earliest most ancient skeletons of modern humans were found in the Cro-Magnon cave in France. Therefore, it is customary to call them Cro-Magnon men. The time when Cro-Magnons lived is called the Upper Paleolithic. Cro-Magnons lived in caves in tribal communities and were hunters of large animals. Over time, many communities moved to river banks and ocean banks, where they learned how to fish. 15,000-10,000 BP people invented the bow and arrow, tamed the dog and began to settle near bushes of wild edible plants. As they watched the plants grow, they began to bury their seeds in the ground. It is believed that agriculture originated 10,000 BP in the foothills of Western Asia.”


	I yawned again. Professor Smith noticed this.


	“Are you, Russian, bored with the story for children? Okay. I’ll tell you a story for drunkards. The authors of this story believe that the first seeds humans began to bury in the ground were barley grains. The desire to drink beer forced Homo Sapiens to engage in agriculture. Thus civilization began with beer.”


	After hearing this statement, I thought a little and agreed.


	“I think the same. For beer lovers, wild barley was insufficient, because beer is such a drink that will never be enough.”


	“In addition, barley grains are well stored, so they became the first money for which it was possible to exchange perishable food — meat or fish.”


	Having heard the word ‘money’, I got bored again.


	“Tell me, Adam, can you tell stories that don’t use the word ‘money’?”


	“I can’t. Because economy originated at the same time as money and commodities. If you want to know the truth about economy, get used to frequently hearing the word ‘money’.”


	I pretended to be a child and asked a child’s question.


	“What is money?”


	“Money is wings.”


	“I am asking you seriously.”


	“Money is a commodity. Money is a mobile and non-perishable commodity with a standard price. Barley matched this definition perfectly.”


	“Was the first money edible? Okay. I like the beginning of the history of civilization written for drunkards. What happened later?”


	“Those communities that had a lot of barley began to exchange this mobile commodity for stone tools. The exchange of money for commodities was called purchase, and the exchange of commodities for money was called sale. Buying stone tools to cultivate the land was a smart purchase, since a community that bought more tools could cultivate more land and grow more barley.”


	“More barley? For what?”


	“More barley equals more beer.”


	“I am asking you seriously.”


	Adam Smith looked at me seriously.


	“You don’t understand? For the surplus of barley grown, the community could hire workers from among the orphans.”


	“I understand. The first hired workers were orphans, the first slaves were captives.”


	The Scottish professor got to his feet and walked over to the blackboard.


	“Well, Russian. The history of economy, if told in not boring language, turns into a story for children. But you’re right. We must move to a serious conversation.”


	Smith took the chalk and began to write some words on the blackboard.


	“What are you writing?” I asked.


	“I will share with you a priceless secret that will allow you to bury both unnecessary economic systems and harmful non-economic constructs. This secret is called “the elements of structural columns”. Look. I write down the names of these elements in a column line by line. On the first line I write the word ‘Manufacturer’, on the second line I write the word ‘Merchant’. Below I write the words ‘Artisan’, ‘Worker’, ‘Kings and Ministers’, ‘too old, or too young, or too infirm’ and ‘Slave’.”


	Having written this on the blackboard, Adam Smith turned to me.


	“So I’ve got a column of seven lines.”


	“I understand what these elements mean. But I don’t like multi-word titles. I propose to replace the line ‘Kings and Ministers’ with the line ‘Administrator’, and the line ‘too old, or too young, or too infirm’ with the line ‘Dependant’.”


	“A good idea.”


	Dr. Smith did what I suggested, numbered the lines, and on each line wrote the income that each element has.


	“Look at this priceless secret!” shouted the Scottish economist who advocated private enterprise and free trade. “You see the structural column of the economic system that I have called ‘Natural Liberty’.”


	I looked at the blackboard.


	 


	1. Manufacturer — Profit


	2. Merchant — Lucre


	3. Artisan — Gain


	4. Worker — Pay


	5. Administrator — Tax


	6. Dependant — Pension


	7. Slave — Feed


	 


	“Natural Liberty? But in the seventh line I see a slave,” I said and looked reproachfully at Smith. “Liberty and slavery are incompatible.”


	“Man is a predator. Give him liberty and he will enslave someone.”


	With that said, Adam Smith erased the last line with a rag.


	“Do you understand what I’ve done? I have abolished slavery.”


	“Is it so simple?”


	“Tell me, Russian, what is the name of the economic system in Russian, which Karl Marx called capitalism?”


	“In Russian? A market economic system.”


	“Why?”


	“Probably because there has always been an abundance in the Russian markets.”


	“Within a minute, I showed you the structural columns of two economic systems – Natural Liberty and the Market. And I can show you what the structural column of socialism looks like.”


	Adam Smith erased everything and wrote three lines on the blackboard with chalk.


	 


	1. Administrator — Tax


	2. Artisan — Gain


	3. Dependant — Pension


	 


	I looked at the blackboard and disagreed.


	“You’re wrong, Adam. This is not socialism. I remember how it was in Russia. Under socialism, I received pay for my work. In this structural column, I don’t see ‘Worker’ who has ‘Pay’.”


	The Scottish economist shook his head and told me the words that made me wake up.


	“There has never been socialism in Russia. Wages and socialism are incompatible.”


	

	




Chapter 2


	
I





	n 1990 my mother (she worked as a librarian) gave me a book called The Red Terror in Russia 1918 – 1923 by Sergei P. Melgunov. This book was published in Moscow exclusively thanks to Glasnost.


	When I started reading Melgunov’s work, I already knew that the Theories of Surplus Value are as correct as Ohm’s Law. But! Even knowing that the Marxists have an excuse, I couldn’t help being horrified when I read The Red Terror.


	“It is impossible to spill more human blood, than the Bolsheviks did; it is impossible to imagine a more cynical form, than what Bolshevik terror was shaped in. It was a system which found its ideologists; a system of the orderly implementation of violence, such a prominent pinnacle of murder as a tool of government, as was never reached by any government in the world.”


	Let me remind you, my friends, that the Bolsheviks were Russian Marxists, the very ones who seized power in Russia in 1917. Before Glasnost, all Russian mass media claimed that the Bolsheviks didn’t shed blood. Or if they shed blood, it was only their own blood in the struggle for the happiness of the exploited people, for the establishment of socialism in Russia.


	Mikhail Gorbachev gave the Russian people the opportunity to learn the truth about the real deeds of the Bolsheviks, and for this act he was overthrown by a gang of Bolshevik criminals led by Boris Yeltsin.


	“In January 1918, the Red soldiers occupied the city of Taganrog, located in the Don Cossacks province. The Bolsheviks staged a hunt for military officers and cadets in Taganrog.


	The wholesale searches were carried out day and night across the city. Red soldiers searched for so-called “counter-revolutionaries” everywhere. The wounded and sick were not spared. The Bolsheviks entered the hospitals, dragged the military officers and cadets found there to the street and, as a rule, immediately executed them. Death of the adversary was not enough for them. They committed all manner of outages against the dead and dying.


	A military academy staff captain died a horrible death: while gravely wounded, he was grabbed by the hands and feet by the Red Army nurses. And his head was smashed against a stone wall.


	The majority of the arrested “counter-revolutionaries” were taken to the steel plant and tannery. There they were slaughtered with such extreme cruelty that the workers were outraged and filed a protest. The Reds threw 50 hog-tied cadets and officers into the blast furnace. The remains of those victims were later found in the slag waste of the plant.


	The mass executions by firing squad and other types of killing were carried out near the above listed factories, while some of the corpses were mutilated beyond recognition. The dead were left to lie for a long time at the place of execution and their families were not allowed to inter the bodies, leaving them to the dogs and pigs, which dragged them across the steppe.”


	I’ll try to justify the Bolsheviks, as the Glasnost criers did.


	Indeed, sometimes the Bolsheviks killed their enemies, but the enemies of Bolshevism killed the Bolsheviks too. The enemies of Bolshevism had no excuse. The Bolsheviks had an excuse. This excuse is called Theories of Surplus Value.


	“The Bolsheviks captured Odessa for the third time in 1920. Executions of 100 or more were carried out daily. Trucks were used to transport the corpses. “We live as if on top of a volcano,” reads a private letter received by the editors of Posledniye Novosti (Latest News). A reporter for the Common Cause newspaper in Constantinople, L. Leonidov, well informed about the events in Odessa, conveyed stunning information about what transpired those days in a series of stories, “What is going on in Odessa”. According to him, the number of executions officially reached 7,000.


	Among the others, 500 dockers were executed in Sevastopol for assisting in boarding ships by General Wrangel’s troops. It is believed that the Bolsheviks executed more than 8,000 people in their first week in Sevastopol.”


	Okay! Okay! It’s true. The Marxists shot everyone in a row, including the workers they allegedly wanted to free from exploitation. So what? Everyone knows that the Theories of Surplus Value are as correct as Ohm’s Law. This theory justifies any executions.


	“Starting their government activities with the abolition of capital punishment for demagogic purposes, the Bolsheviks immediately restored it. As early as on January 8, 1918 an announcement of the Soviet of People’s Commissars decreed, “The resisters will be executed by firing squad”, and further: “counter-revolution agitators to be executed on the spot.” In other words, capital punishment without investigation and trial was re-stored. A month later, an announcement by the subsequently infamous All-Russian Extraordinary Commission (Cheka) read: ‘Counter-revolution agitators... everyone attempting to escape to Rostov-on-Don to join counter-revolutionary armies... will be ruthlessly executed by the squads of the Commission (Chekists) on the spot.’”


	Okay! Okay! It’s true. The Bolsheviks shot everyone they didn’t like, but not because they were evil people. Russian Marxists just obeyed the truest world-history Theories of Surplus Value.


	“In the city of Vyatka, the local revolutionary committee announced to the residents of the city that any resident of the city would be shot for being outside after 8 in the evening. In the city of Bryansk, local Bolsheviks threatened to shoot all drunks. In the city of Rybinsk, an order was issued to shoot without warning townspeople gathering in the streets. The Cheka chief in the town of Zmeyev imposed a tax, and threatened, that those who did not pay ‘would be drowned in the river with a stone around their neck.’”


	Okay! Okay! Bolshevik rule looks like robbery and banditry. But the Marxists are not to blame for this. They are justified by the Theories of Surplus Value discovered by the great thinker Karl Marx. It is as correct as Ohm’s Law.


	Having read Melgunov’s work, I decided to figure out what, the Theories of Surplus Value are. Are they really correct? Can they really justify the massacres?


	Here is a quote from V. S. Vygodskiy’s article:


	“The Surplus Value is the value created by the unpaid labor of wage workers, over and above the value of their labor power, and appropriated without compensation by the capitalist. V.I. Lenin called the theories of Surplus Value ‘the cornerstone of Marx’ economic theory’. 


	Karl Marx begins his investigation of the process of the production of Surplus Value by analyzing the General Formula for Capital (M-C-M', in which M is money, C is the commodity, and M' is greater than M or M' = M + M∆). The formula shows the purchase of a commodity (M-C) and its sale (C-M'), which increases the amount of capital. Marx used the term ‘Surplus Value’ to designate the increment of value (M∆) over and above the sum of money (M) originally advanced and placed in circulation.


	The original sum of money is converted into capital through the addition of Surplus Value. The analysis of the general formula for capital shows that surplus value cannot arise out of commodity circulation, which is based on the law of value. However, unless the owner of money puts his money into circulation, there can be no increment in value. Consequently, Surplus Value cannot arise outside of circulation. Marx showed that in buying and selling commodities at their value, the capitalist extracts more value than he puts in.


	Labor power is sold to the capitalist according to its value, as defined by the amount of socially necessary labor-time required for its reproduction. The capitalist obtains the use value of a commodity — labor power, which, as Marx pointed out, ‘possesses the PECULIAR PROPERTY of being a source of value’. 


	In reality, Surplus Value is manifested as profit, which takes a number of forms in the process of realization and distribution: entrepreneurial income, which is appropriated by industrial or commercial entrepreneurs; interest, which is appropriated by bankers; and land rent, which is received by landowners. All of these types of income have specific characteristics, but they share the same source: the unpaid labor of the workers.”


	I understand. The owners of factories make a profit due to the fact that they don’t fully pay for the labor of the workers. The owners of factories are thieves and robbers, who must be treated like thieves and robbers.


	Therefore, “Red Terror in Russia” by Melgunov should be read without tears. The murders of robbers by the Bolsheviks are not murders, because robbers are not people.


	So I tried to convince myself that the Bolsheviks were not cannibals, but when I opened Melgunov’s book, I read a description of the atrocities on February 23, 1918. Vladimir Lenin called this day “The Day of the Birth of the Red Army”, and Boris Yeltsin gave this day the name “Defender of the Fatherland Day”. Why? Because on February 23, 1918, the Red Army allegedly fought against the German invaders.


	In his book, Melgunov tells the truth about what the Red Army’s soldiers were doing in Rostov-on-Don on that day and other days in February 1918. 


	“The arrested were disrobed at the headquarters of the commander of the Red Army, Rudolf Sivers. Some were left wearing pants and boots, which were removed after execution, others with underwear only. In the 20th century, in the light of day, the naked and barefoot people were rushed down the snowy street in winter cold and once they were crowded in front of a church fence, the volleys were fired... Many were crossing their chests, and the bullets hit them during their prayer. Bourgeois superstitions such as covering the eyes and inviting a priest were not observed, of course. 


	All 14 – 16 year old teenagers, who signed up for the Volunteer Army, including school and seminary students, were executed. 


	Sivers’s headquarters unconditionally stated, that all members of the Volunteer Army and all persons, signed up for service, regardless of service or age, would be executed without trial. 


	There were many cases of executing people who left their homes after the 9 p.m. curfew took effect – the patrols led them to the alleys and executed them. The executions were carried out at the wall of the race track, in public view, at the wharf of the Don River. Often the corpses of the executed were mutilated beyond recognition. Terror was carried out under the slogans ‘Death to the bourgeoisie’, ‘Death to the capitalists’, but the enormous list of victims had nothing to do with the capitalists. A large percentage of the dead was composed of the students of secondary schools and colleges and professionals, and at first it seemed that a massacre of the intelligentsia was going on. But that was not the case, the majority of the dead were random people from all walks of life, mostly ordinary folk.”


	Okay! Okay! The Bolsheviks were not only killing the factory owners who robbed workers. But these were excesses that can be justified by the Theories of Surplus Value.


	By the way, looking closely at the Theories of Surplus Value, I didn’t see any theory. What did I see? I saw the General Formula for Capital (M-C-M', where M' = M + M∆), which contains Surplus Value (M∆). It is this formula that is the cornerstone of Marxism. It is this formula that justifies all the atrocities committed by the Marxists in Russia, China, Vietnam, Korea, Cuba, etc.


	An ugly formula, but true. My friends, remember it forever: M-C-M'.


	

	




Chapter 3


	
B





	efore telling the next dream I invented, I’ll briefly talk about Abkhazia.


	The Russian Marxists, who seized power in Russia in 1917, called themselves Bolsheviks. They liked vacationing in the south of Russia, like Russian czars. But if the czars chose Crimea for their vacations, then the Bolsheviks, not giving up vacationing in the Crimea, added Abkhazia as a resort place, which was, like Crimea, conquered by the Russian czars from the Ottoman Empire.


	Leon Trotsky vacationed in Abkhazia in January, 1924, just when Vladimir Lenin died. And while the creator of the 1917 usurpation was getting from Sukhum (or Sukhumi) to Moscow, Joseph Stalin managed to take the empty throne and declare himself to be the successor of Lenin’s deeds. In the fall of 1964, at the same time when Nikita Khrushchev was vacationing in Abkhazia, Leonid Brezhnev, plucking up courage, took the throne and declared himself the successor of Lenin’s cause.


	Abkhazia helped Stalin and Brezhnev to seize the Russian throne, so Stalin and Brezhnev loved this southern province.


	Abkhazia is warm sea, high mountains and grape wine.


	Dreaming about the warm sea and high mountains, I fell asleep. And I dreamed of Leonid Ilyich Brezhnev grazing a herd of cows and pigs on the southern slope of the Caucasus in sunny Abkhazia.


	I saw him standing on a stool in Superman’s uniform, with a shepherd’s staff in his right hand and a postman’s bag in his left hand.


	“As-salaam alaikum!” the former Kremlin head shouted to me. “Peace to you! Come here, don’t be afraid. I am not Superman, I am Super-Brezhnev.”


	“Brezhnev? Alive?” I asked, going up to the shepherd standing on a stool. “It’s impossible. Leonid Brezhnev died in the late autumn of 1982, when I was a collegian.”


	“You are wrong, collegian. In 1982, when my body failed, a unique operation was performed like in anti-science fiction. My head was cut off from my body and sewn to another body.”


	“I’m dreaming of anti-science fiction,” I said irritably. “I am dreaming of Comrade Brezhnev, with whom there is nothing to talk about.”


	Brezhnev, jumping off the stool, threw the staff and the postman’s bag to the ground and shook his fist at me.


	“You insult me. I am a genius, you can talk to me on any topic.”


	“Like what?”


	“You can talk to me about extending life by growing human organs in pigs and cows.”


	Leonid Ilyich pointed his finger at a pig next to us, whose back featured a tumor the size of a small ball.


	“Do you see this pig? Do you see this tumor? This is not a tumor, it is a human heart growing under the skin of a pig. Look at this cow. Do you see the bump on her back? This is a human leg growing under the skin of a cow. This is how all members of my body were grown in 1982. They were then sewn together, and when my body failed, my head was sewn onto the grown body. Do you see the circular scar on my neck?”


	I looked at Brezhnev’s neck and turned my gaze to his huge herd. In all the pigs that were munching on acorns, and in all the cows that were munching on grass, I saw tumors of various sizes on their bodies.


	“It’s impossible.”


	Brezhnev bent down and took The Frankenstein News out of his postman’s bag.


	“Read it, collegian.”


	I took the newspaper and began to read aloud.


	“‘The surgeons incubated a new bone in a muscle on the patient’s back and then transplanted it into his face to replace the part of the jaw that was removed because of cancer. Dr. Patrick H. Warnke of the University of Kiel, Germany, who led the operation, said that since the method implies growing bone in the patient’s muscle, he does not expect any problems associated with the possibility of rejection of the implant by the body of the operated person.


	A group of scientists led by Riitta Suuronen from the University of Tampere, Finland, grew a jaw in a man’s abdomen, which was then transplanted into the patient’s head and connected to the skull bone using screws and microsurgery. 


	Dr. Riitta Suuronen and her colleagues at the Helsinki University Central Hospital isolated stem cells from the patient's fat and grew them for two weeks in a specially formulated nutritious soup that included the patient's own blood serum. When they had enough cells to work with, they attached them to a scaffold made out of a calcium phosphate biomaterial and then put it inside the patient's abdomen to grow for nine months. The cells turned into a variety of tissues and even produced blood vessels, the researchers said. The block was later transplanted into the patient's head and connected to the skull bone using screws and microsurgery. Then doctors connected arteries and veins to the vessels of the neck. According to Riitta Suuronen, the jaw looks like a real one and the patient is getting better.’”


	“Do you know what an immunosuppressant is, collegian?” Comrade Brezhnev asked me.


	“I do,” I replied, returning the newspaper to Leonid Ilyich. “This is a drug used to artificially suppress the immune system. This drug is necessary so that the human body, specifically its immunity, does not reject a transplanted body part.”


	“Right. The human immune system repels foreign cells, therefore, before the advent of immunosuppressants, any organ transplantation ended in the death of the patient. Unfortunately, immunosuppressants suppress a person so much that he looks like an HIV patient, and he lives no more than five years. Do you understand what this is about? Either die right away because your liver has stopped working, or transplant a liver from a healthy person who died in a car accident, but take immunosuppressants and live in agony for only five years.”


	“Yes, it’s true. There are no other options.”


	“There were no other options. But in 1980, during the Moscow Olympic Games, a brilliant idea was born in my head. Instead of feeding immunosuppressants to humans, feed them to a pig or cow. Or a whale.”


	Brezhnev paused, but I refrained from commenting.


	“After I expressed this idea to the Politburo members, a secret medical center was established here in Abkhazia. Our best doctors grew my stem cells for two weeks in a specially formulated nutritious soup. Then these cells were attached to the scaffolds and put inside pigs and cows to grow for nine months. As a result, all parts of my body were grown from my stem cells, with the exception of the head.”


	Brezhnev paused again. And I refrained from commenting again.


	“In 1982, when I died... No, not like that... When in 1982 my body failed, my head was sewn onto a body sewn from grown parts. With my new body, I’ll live till the middle of the 21st century, then a new body will be grown. Do you understand, collegian? I’ll live forever!”


	I looked at the green Caucasus Mountains, at the blue Black Sea in front of them, and again turned my look to the self-satisfied face of Leonid Brezhnev.


	“It’s impossible.”


	“Is this your comment? Okay. Listen to my explanation, collegian. If you need a spare heart, I’ll take your stem cell and put it in a pig’s abdomen or in the muscle on its back.”


	“Bullshit,” I said in English, and was surprised. “Wow! In my dream, I know English perfectly. It’s a wow!”


	“Are you listening to me? That’s right. I say. You don’t need to be a doctor to understand that a pig’s immune system will reject a foreign cell. Therefore, I’ll feed the pig with ciclosporine and glucocorticoid. This will make the pig feel like an HIV patient, but your spare heart will grow in its body. A heart made up of your cells. So you will not need to take immunosuppressants all your life. Your immune system will easily accept a heart grown from your stem cell.”


	“Wait a minute, Leonid Ilyich. Is my heart in a pig? It is a chimera, a human-animal hybrid. This is prohibited by the laws of the world community.”


	“Where do you see a hybrid? The pig is a living printer.”


	I thought about it.


	“Um. If the human body does not reject someone else’s human heart thanks to immunosuppressants, then the pig’s body also should not reject a growing human heart thanks to immunosuppressants.”


	“If you have diabetes, I’ll give you a new pancreas. And don’t tell me in German, ‘Das ist fantastisch’.”


	“This is fantastic,” I said in English. “It’s impossible.”


	“I can grow a human body without a head in the abdomen of a whale. But I am not Superman, I am Super-Brezhnev.”


	Brezhnev pointed his finger towards the Black Sea.


	“Look. There are ten buildings of the medical center on the seashore. In one of these buildings, doctors treat cancer. You ask how? I’ll answer you: using llamas. Everyone knows llamas don’t get cancer. A piece of a cancer tumor of a sick person is placed in a llama, whose immunity is suppressed by immunosuppressants. The llama’s body does not reject a piece of a cancer tumor, but begins to fight it. This piece of human cancer tumor, along with the antibodies of the llama, is then put back into the sick person’s body. To prevent his body from rejecting llama antibodies, he is given immunosuppressants. The tumor is destroyed within one month.”


	“It is incredible!”


	“But it’s true. There is also a special pool with dolphins, which are used to obtain antibodies that destroy HIV, herpes and hepatitis.”


	“It is incredible!”


	“It’s incredible, but true.”


	“True?” chuckled I. “Truth and Brezhnev are incompatible.”


	“You offend me, collegian. The best proof that the truth and I are inseparable is the Children’s Encyclopedia, published on my orders in 1975.”


	Brezhnev replaced “The Frankenstein News” in the postman’s bag, then took out the eighth volume of the Children’s Encyclopedia and gave it to me.


	“Read the truth about democracy.”


	“The truth? About democracy?”


	“Open the encyclopedia, page 74. And read it.”


	I did what Brezhnev told me to do.


	“‘The golden age in Athens was the heyday of democracy, that is, the rule of the people. For the day-to-day leadership of the life of the state, from 510 BC, there was the Boule or Council of Five Hundred. The Council of 500 was made up of 500 members with representatives from each of the 10 tribes of Athens, and were chosen by lot.’”


	“Do you understand, collegian? Democracy is the selection of rulers by lot. This is truth. Democracy is not an election. Democracy is a sortition.”


	“Were the rulers of the Athenian Democracy chosen by lot?”


	“Yes, they were,” Leonid Ilyich confirmed with a smile on his face. “Selection by lot is called sortition. I repeat. Democracy is not an election. Democracy is a sortition.”


	I was so shocked that I dropped the Children’s Encyclopedia on the pig emaciated with immunosuppressants. The pig screamed in indignation and I woke up.


	My friends! I woke up happy, because I had learned the truth: DEMOCRACY IS NOT AN ELECTION. DEMOCRACY IS A SORTITION.
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	he Russian Encyclopedia says the following about Aristotle:


	“Aristotle (384-322 BC), was an ancient Greek philosopher and scientist. In 367 BC he went to Athens and, having become a pupil of Plato, for 20 years, until Plato’s death, was a member of Plato’s Academy. In 343 BC he was invited by the king of Macedonia, Philip II, to educate his son Alexander the Great.


	Aristotle distinguished between three good forms of government and three bad ones. According to him, good forms of government are monarchy (royalty), aristocracy, and politeia. Aristotle considered tyranny, oligarchy, and democracy to be bad forms of government.”


	The Russian Encyclopedia contains an erroneous statement. All Athenian philosophers distinguished between three good forms of government and three bad ones.


	As a proof, I quote Plato.


	“STRANGER. We said that monarchy comprised royalty and tyranny, and the rule of the few comprised aristocracy, which has a name of good omen, and oligarchy; but to the rule of the many we gave then only a single name, democracy; now, however, that also must be divided.


	YOUNGER SOCRATES. How? On what principle shall we divide that?


	STRANGER. On the same that we used for the others, though the name of this form is already twofold in meaning. At any rate, the distinction between ruling according to law and without law applies alike to this and the rest.


	YOUNGER SOCRATES. Yes, it does.” (Plato, The Statesman, page 302)


	According to Socrates, Plato and Aristotle government can be according to law or without law.


	In my opinion, such a division is frivolous. For example, the Russian Czar Ivan the Terrible was at first a kind, good ruler who took into account other people’s opinions. Thus, Russia under the early Ivan the Terrible was a country of royalty. Later, Ivan the Terrible turned into a tyrant. Thus, under the late Ivan the Terrible, Russia became a tyranny. What would have happened if, two years before his death, this tyrant had become kinder? And a year later he had become a villain again?


	For historians, the division of forms of government into those that are according to law and those that are without law is an unacceptable thing.


	My friends, let’s leave the six forms of government to the philosophers. The following three forms of government – monarchy (royalty), oligarchy, and democracy – will suffice for us.


	I’ll quote Plato again.


	“And a democracy, I suppose, comes into being when the poor, winning the victory, put to death some of the other party, drive out others, and grant the rest of the citizens an equal share in both citizenship and offices and for the most part these offices are assigned BY LOT.” (Plato, The Republic, page 557)


	It was in The Dialogues of Plato by Plato that I first read the truth about democracy.


	What did I think after learning the truth? I thought that the lot gives people absolute equality and absolute injustice.


	The lot is indifferent to money, authority, strength, beauty, intelligence, family ties, and threats. The lot is blind, deaf, and senseless. For this reason, public office under the democratic regime in Athens was occupied by stupid poor people, beggar fools, and daring blockheads from the ranks of the ignorant common people.


	The next question is: what is oligarchy?


	This form of government has been described by Aristotle: “This is the case with the constitution of Sparta. For many people endeavour to describe it as being a Democracy… but others call it an Oligarchy, because it has many oligarchical features, for instance that all the offices are ELECTIVE and none appointed by lot.” (Aristotle, Politics, Book 4, section 1294b)


	As I said, the six forms of government are pure philosophy. In encyclopedias not meant for philosophers, it should be written simply and clearly: Monarchy is a dynasty regime. Oligarchy is an election regime. Democracy is a sortition regime.


	Unfortunately, I didn’t read the Children’s Encyclopedia published by Brezhnev’s order, I just leafed through it, looking at the colored pictures. At that time at school my teachers taught me that democracy is an election. And not only at school. All the Russian mass media convinced me that I was living in a democratic country.


	As an example, I’ll cite an article from the book Politicheskiy Slovar, bought by my father (he served as a military officer) in 1961 in the city of Stalino (now Donetsk).


	“Democracy (literally the rule of the people) is a political regime in which power belongs to the people. The apparatus of a socialist state is built in accordance with the principle of democratic centralism. The executive bodies are accountable to the respective ELECTED bodies. People’s control over the activities of the state apparatus is ensured by the ELECTION of judges, their accountability to the ELECTORS.”


	What a shame that the media and the school deceived me. What a shame that I didn’t have The Explanatory Dictionary of the Living Great Russian Language by Vladimir Dal. At the time of Brezhnev, this dictionary was not sold in bookstores. It was only during the time of Gorbachev that I managed to buy it. Thank you, Glasnost!


	What does Dal say about the oligarchy? Truth!


	“Oligarchy is a form of government when supreme power is in the hands of a small number of nobles, oligarchs.”


	The Greek word ‘oligos’ is few. The Greek word ‘archos’ is translated as a ruler. That is, an oligarchy is the rule of the few.


	The next interesting question is as follows: why did the Greeks call the election regime an oligarchy? The answer is simple: election creates re-election. Re-election creates addiction to the rulers.


	How many times has Vladimir Putin been re-elected? How many times have Angela Merkel and Benjamin Netanyahu been re-elected? How many years did John McCain serve in the US Senate?


	This is not karma. This is a human feature called a habit. What we get used to, we always take. The same type of sausage (or beer). The same airline (or resort). If you have owned a Ford car, then you will buy a car from the same company.


	Politics is no different from shopping. The devil you know is better than the devil you don’t know.


	From 1933 to 1953, the United States was ruled by just two presidents — Franklin Delano Roosevelt and Harry S. Truman. They were elected and re-elected. If in the United States, instead of election, there had been a sortition, then it would have always selected a new ruler. That is, from 1933 to 1953, the United States would have had five rulers. Five is okay. Two is few. That’s why the election regime was called by the Greeks an oligarchy, the regime of few rulers.


	In my opinion, the best encyclopedic article on the regime of few rulers is an article on Carthage.


	“Carthage was an oligarchic state in which power was in the hands of separate groups of commercial and landowning aristocracy, continuously fighting each other for primacy and influence. Legislative power belonged to the Council of Ten and the Council of Elders. The supreme executive power was concentrated in the hands of two elected magistrates. Magistrates were elected on the basis of nobility and wealth. Sources note bribery and corruption as characteristic features of the political life of Carthage.”


	Let me remind you that Carthage, with the presence of election and the absence of sortition, existed in the first millennium BC. And what has changed since then? Nothing! The same aristocratic groups (parties), the same bribery and corruption.


	Once, while in a trolleybus, I heard from a poor old woman a statement that struck me: “Election is a noose around the neck of a nation.”


	Evidence for this statement can be found both in the past and in the present. Hitler became the ruler of Germany as a result of election. Stalin was chosen too. If you ask Nicolás Maduro Moros or Bashar Hafez al-Assad if they like election, they will answer in the affirmative.


	And if you, my friends, ask me which countries were the last democracies, then my answer is: Venice and Genoa. Napoleon destroyed these democracies.


	The last democracies were ruled by doges, so a doge is the ruler of a democratic country.


	Quoting Wikipedia:


	“Doge is the title of the ELECTED chief of the Venetian Republic. It arose in 697, when Venice was within the borders of the Byzantine Empire. Since 1268, the position of vice doge has existed. Usually, doges ruled the country until their death, although there were cases of demotion from office. The doge’s robe consisted of a special-shaped hat, a sword, a purple or gold mantle, and red shoes, similar to those of the Byzantine emperors. The hat was in the shape of a horn. Napoleon abolished this title in 1797.”


	Lifetime management is not what progressive humanity needs. In the future, doges will rule, like modern American presidents, for no more than eight years. Were doges elected chiefs, as described in this article?


	This needs to be clarified.


	“New regulations for the elections of the doge introduced in 1268 remained in force until the end of the republic in 1797. Their intention was to minimize the influence of individual great families, and this was effected by a complex electoral machinery. Thirty members of the Great Council, chosen by lot, were reduced by lot to nine; the nine chose forty and the forty were reduced by lot to twelve, who chose twenty-five. The twenty-five were reduced by lot to nine, and the nine elected forty-five. These forty-five were once more reduced by lot to eleven, and the eleven finally chose the forty-one who elected the doge. Election required at least twenty-five votes out of forty-one, nine votes out of eleven or twelve, or seven votes out of nine electors.


	Before taking the oath of investiture, the doge-elect was presented to the concio with the words: ‘This is your doge, if it please you.’”


	Having read this article, I realized what I needed to understand:


	Venice had both election and sortition. Lots of elections and lots of sortitions.


	So what does this turn out to be? Democracy is not a sortition regime. Democracy is a regime of sortition combined with election.


	I like it! Why? Because sortition without election is the same noose around the neck of a nation as election without sortition.


	I’ll give an example to prove this statement.


	Imagine, my friends, such a picture. On a liner flying across the Atlantic Ocean, a pilot died as a result of a heart attack. According to the law adopted by the airline owners, control of the airliner should be taken over by one of the passengers of this liner, the one that will be selected by sortition. What happens if I pull out a white bean from a bag full of black beans? There will be trouble. I’ll crash the liner because I don’t know how to fly an airplane.


	And now the second option. According to the law adopted by the airline owners, at first sortition must select three candidates from among the passengers of this liner, then the passengers will have to choose a pilot from three lucky ones selected by lot. In this option, the white beans will go to me, and John Travolta and Harrison Ford. These actors know how to fly planes. After the election, some of them will receive the majority of passengers’ votes and will lead this story to a happy ending.


	Sortition without election is failure. Sortition combined with election is a happy ending.


	By the way, sortition without election has a special name, ‘demarchy’. Here is a quote about it from the book Politika. Tolkoviy Slovar:


	“Demarchy (defective democracy) is a term coined by John Burnheim in 1985 to characterize democracy realized through the selection of political leaders using sortition. Burnheim rightly criticizes modern democracy, carried out by means of elections, but many opponents find his model of democracy unrealistic.”


	I agree with the opponents of John Burnheim: sortition without election is a defective democracy. Sortition without election is failure.
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	rior to Catherine II, the western part of the Steppe, including Crimea, belonged to the Ottoman Empire. When Catherine II conquered this steppe territory from Turkey, including Crimea, she named it New Russia.


	In 1823, Count Mikhail Vorontsov was appointed governor-general of the New Russian Group of Provinces. He began the industrial production of wine in Crimea by purchasing the best vines from Greece, Spain, France, and Germany and planting them in the village of Massandra and other villages on the southern coast of Crimea. His son Semyon Vorontsov organized a winery called Vorontsov Wines of the South Coast, which after the death of Semyon Vorontsov was acquired by Emperor Alexander III.


	The Russian emperor (or, more simply, czar) Alexander the Third was born in 1845. He was the second son of Emperor Alexander II and was not legally supposed to become a czar. But the eldest son of Alexander II, Nikolai, died at a young age, and when Alexander II was killed, Alexander III came to the throne.


	This happened in 1881. For the 13 years of the reign of Alexander the Third, Russia didn’t make war with anyone, so this czar was nicknamed “The Peacemaker”. He was a fat man who didn’t like the cold and rainy weather of St. Petersburg. Alexander the Peacemaker chose the Russian Riviera as a place to rest from the cold rains. This place is located on the southern coast of the Crimean peninsula.


	The main city of the Russian Riviera is the city of Yalta. The village of Massandra is located northeast of Yalta at an altitude of 140 meters above the sea level and is known both for the Imperial Massandra Winery and the Imperial Massandra Palace.


	Semyon Vorontsov began to build this palace for himself in the style of a knight’s castle of the era of Louis XIII of France, however, because of his death, the construction of the palace was stopped. And, like Vorontsov’s winery, Vorontsov’s palace was bought by Czar Alexander the Third. By his order, the unfinished knight’s castle was completed in the style of a fairytale palace guarded by two sphinxes.


	This imperial palace is not as famous as the imperial winery, whose Crimea Red Stone White Muscat is a collection wine worthy of Sotheby’s auction house.


	By the way, the son of Alexander the Third, Nikolai II, kept the Massandra Madeira in the basement of the Winter Palace in St. Petersburg. In the fall of 1917, Bolshevik soldiers broke into the Winter Palace solely for the sake of the Czar’s wine, for the sake of Massandra Madeira. They got drunk and smashed the wine barrels. And some of these ‘heroes’ drowned in the wine ‘lake’. Faugh!


	In my next dream, I dreamed of Alexander the Third, the fattest Russian czar. He was sitting in a hussar uniform on one of the sphinxes guarding the Massandra Palace. I sat on the other sphinx and looked at Alexander as if he was an old friend of mine.


	“Speak!” Alexander the Third ordered me.


	“About what?”


	“About yourself. Have you ever tasted Crimea Red Stone White Muscat?”


	“This is an expensive and rare wine. It exists for kings and presidents. When I was young, I drank beer and other cheap alcoholic drinks, so...”


	“I was kidding,” the fat czar interrupted my explanation. “I don’t care whether you have tasted Crimea Red Stone or not. Tell me about yourself. Who are you? Where are your roots?”


	I fidgeted on the sphinx and told the czar the truth without embellishment.


	“All my paternal ancestors were peasants in the Tambov province. All my maternal ancestors plowed the land on the bank of the Volga in the Kostroma province, a part of which after 1917 became part of the Ivanovo province.”


	Contempt appeared in Alexander’s haughty gaze.


	“You are not a baron, not a count, not a duke. You are a peasant. Faugh! However, your fingers are like a woman’s.”


	“Hey! You offend me, sir.”


	“I mean, you don’t have the hands of a peasant.”


	“This is because I am a city dweller.”


	“Where were you born?”


	“In the city of Bahmut. This city was founded by the Don Cossacks in the steppe by order of Czar Ivan the Terrible.”


	“Aha. You were born in Russia. Do you have an education?”


	“I have. I studied in three schools, two institutes and one university.”


	The fat czar gazed at me with astonishment.


	“I don’t understand. Explain in more detail.”


	“I studied at a Russian comprehensive school, and a music school and a driving school.”


	“Ha-ha-ha!”


	“Hey!”


	“Okay. Ho! Ho! Ho!”


	“Okay. I say. I studied at a technical institute and an Institute of Advanced Studies.”


	“And?”


	“And I studied at the University of Marxism-Leninism, at the Faculty of Economics.”


	Alexander’s face twisted from hearing the last title.


	“Boo! Who do you think you are? An economist?”


	“For you, czar, I am a historian.”


	“Do you understand history? That’s good.”


	Alexander the Third, continuing to sit on the sphinx, raised his right hand, in which he was holding the book, Red Terror in Russia 1918 – 1923, and asked me about the Red terrorists.


	“Explain to me, historian, who were the chekists?”


	“Chekists were the agents of Cheka, a ministry created by Lenin for the fight against the anti-Bolsheviks. At the time of Brezhnev, this ministry was called the KGB. Boris Yeltsin, a fighter against the Bolsheviks, retained the ministry for the fight against the anti-Bolsheviks, only renaming it, the Federal Security Service. It’s funny, isn’t it?”


	“Explain to me, historian, who were the soldiers of the Red Army?”


	“These were the soldiers of the Bolshevik army, created by Lenin for the fight against the anti-Bolsheviks.”


	“Explain to me, historian, who are the militzioners?”


	“These are officers of the Militziya, that is, the workers and peasants’ police created by Lenin for the fight against the anti-Bolsheviks.”


	“Explain to me, historian, what is the Prokuratura?”


	“This is a ministry that sends anti-Bolsheviks to the dock. The Prokuratura was created by Lenin.”


	“Who were the anti-Bolsheviks? Oh! I understand without your answer. Anti-Bolsheviks were the enemies of Bolshevism. So tell me, historian with peasant roots: what is Bolshevism and why did it have so many enemies that Lenin had to create the Cheka, Red Army, Militziya and Prokuratura for the fight against the anti-Bolsheviks?”


	I answered without hesitation.


	“Bolshevism is the dictatorship of the Bolsheviks. The Bolsheviks are the Russian Marxists who revolutionized in the fall of 1917. This revolution took place on November 7, but Russia in 1917 kept counting days according to the Julian calendar, which was 13 days behind that year. According to the old style, the Bolshevik revolution took place on October 25, that’s why it was called the October Revolution. Unfortunately, the Russian people didn’t like this revolution. That’s why the Bolsheviks staged the Red Terror.”


	The peacemaker sighed heavily.


	“I cannot read this book about the Red Terror, because I burst into tears from reading this book. Read, historian, this book for me.”


	As happens in a dream, Melgunov’s book magically happened to be in my hands, and I began to read aloud about the atrocities committed by the Chekists, Red Army soldiers, and other Bolsheviks.


	“I challenge anyone to find a historic mention of anything analogous to what Steinberg wrote about a tragedy in Shatsk district of Tambov province. There is a revered icon of the Mother of God in the village of Vyshinskaya. The Spanish flu epidemic was ravaging the residents. They organized a prayer and procession of the Cross, for which the local Cheka arrested both the priests and icon. The peasants learned of desecration of the icon by the Cheka – spitting and throwing it to the floor – and the whole village went to rescue the Mother of God. The women, elderly and children were walking up to the village Cheka building, when the Cheka started shooting at them with a machine gun. The machine gun is downing them, but they kept coming, without seeing anything, over the corpses, over the wounded, shouting ‘Mother of God, save and pardon us, we are all going to die for you!’”


	“Oh! I can’t hear this!” Alexander the Third waved his hands. “Tell me, historian, did your paternal ancestors live in the Tambov province?”


	“On the other side of the province, in a village hidden from the Bolsheviks in thick forests.”


	“Were there no Bolsheviks among your ancestors?”


	“There were no Bolsheviks, there were no anti-Bolsheviks. There were peasants engaged in agriculture, hunting, fishing, beekeeping, and picking berries and mushrooms.”


	“Didn’t the Spanish flu reach your ancestors? Didn’t the Cheka reach them too? God! How good it is to live in dense forests. Okay. Keep reading Red Terror in Russia 1918 – 1923.”


	I again started reading the book published in the time of Gorbachev’s Glasnost.


	“Here is a document related to the suppression of an uprising led by Antonov, which extended far beyond Tambov province. The Red commander Mikhail Tukhachevsky signed this document on June 11, 1921.


	‘1. Citizens refusing to identify themselves to be executed on the spot without trial.


	2. Hostages to be taking from among peasants possessing weapons and executed if the weapons are not surrendered.


	3. A family harboring a bandit is subject to arrest and exile from the province, its property to be confiscated, and the major bread-earner in the family to be executed on the spot without trial.


	4. Families hiding the family members or property of bandits, to be considered bandits, and the major bread-earners executed on the spot without trial.


	5. The property of escaped bandits to be distributed among peasants loyal to the Soviet government, and the abandoned homes to be burned.


	6. This order to be carried out ruthlessly, without mercy.’


	After the publication of this order, the Tambov and neighboring provinces were indeed drowned in blood. Without exaggeration, Mr. Gan could state to the Revolutionary Tribunal: ‘Hundreds of peasants have been executed by the field sessions of revolutionary tribunals and provincial Cheka; thousands of unarmed civilians have fallen the machine guns of the Reds; tens of thousands exiled to the Northern provinces with the families, while their property has been burned or stolen.’”


	“Horrors!” cried the czar, and wept. “Was it signed by the Red commander Tukhachevsky?”


	“Yes, it was. The next day, Mikhail Tukhachevsky signed another order. I can quote this by heart from Dmitri Volkogonov’s book, Lenin. ‘I order the forests where the bandits are hiding to be cleaned with poisonous gases.’”


	“Cleaned? Horrors! I can’t hear this.”


	The fat czar, wiping away his tears, suddenly looked at me with affection.


	“Is it true that the grandfather of your Tambov grandmother Natalie was guarding some czar?”


	“It’s true. Unfortunately, my grandmother could not tell which czar.”


	“She told you that her grandfather returned from the czar’s residence with a scar on his head.”


	“Right.”


	“And since the revolutionaries attempted to assassinate my father Alexander II several times, you concluded that the scar on the head of your grandmother Natalie’s grandfather appeared due to one such attempt. And you concluded that your great-great-grandfather was guarding my father?”


	“Yes, I did. Since then, I have had a bad attitude towards revolutionaries. Through their fault one of my ancestors could have died, and then I wouldn’t have existed.”


	Alexander the Third folded his arms over his chest and sighed with satisfaction.


	“Okay, historian. Because your ancestor guarded my father, and because you despise revolutionaries, I’ll tell you two secrets.”


	“I’m listening to you, czar.”


	“First secret. The Russian Slavs are divided into three parts: Great Russians, White Russians, and Little Russians.”


	“Are Russian Slavs the Eastern Slavs? Why did you, sir, not rank the Ukrainians among the Russian Slavs?”


	“Because Ukrainians are not Russian Slavs. They are Bug Poles, that is, Western Slavs.”


	“Little Russians? Who are they? Are they residents of Little Russia? Oh! I understand. I’ve read The Hound of the Baskervilles. ‘Students of criminology will remember the analogous incidents in Grodno, in Little Russia.’”


	“Oops! This is a slip of the pen. The city of Grodno is in White Russia.”


	“I like the name Little Russia.”


	“The name Little Russia was given by the Byzantines to the territory surrounding Kiev, the then capital of Russia.”


	“Why?”


	“Because the Greeks like to call ‘little’ what is near the capital. For example, Asia Minor or ‘Mikra Asia’ is a territory lying next to Constantinople, then the capital of the Byzantine Empire.”


	“I didn’t know that. This is really a secret. What’s the second secret?”


	“In 1922, the so-called ‘Treaty on the Formation of the Soviet Union’ was signed by the Russian Bolsheviks of Great Russian origin, as well as the Russian Bolsheviks of Little Russian origin, as well as the Russian Bolsheviks of White Russian origin, as well as the Russian Bolsheviks of Transcaucasian origin.”


	“I don’t understand.”


	“This treaty was signed only by Russian citizens. Look at the map of Russia that hangs in my bedroom here in the Massandra Palace. And look at the map of the so-called ‘Soviet Union’ in 1922. There are no new territories in this ‘union’. It was ‘formed’ within Russia.”


	“I don’t understand.”


	“What don’t you understand? There was no ‘union treaty’. There was a criminal offence of the Bolsheviks against Russia.”


	My eyes widened as I refused to understand the words spoken by the peacemaker.


	“Was the ‘Union’ ‘formed’ within Russia? But within ‘the Union’ there was the Russian Federation.”


	The fat czar got angry.


	“You studied in three schools, two institutes and one university, but didn’t understand anything? Are you stupid? Lenin divided Russia into Inner Russia and Outer Russia. The Russian Federation is Inner Russia. Remember what I told you, self-taught historian, so you don’t look like a fool among real historians.”


	I began to repeat the words said by Alexander.


	“Inner Russia and Outer Russia. Inner Russia and Outer Russia. Inner Russia and Outer Russia.”


	These words made my head spin and I woke up.


	And I asked myself an anti-Soviet question: “If there was no ‘USSR’, then who was Comrade Yeltsin?”


	I answered this question honestly: “Bolshevik Yeltsin was a bad person who dismembered Russia.”
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	omeone gathers mushrooms, someone gathers wealth. I gather proofs that democracy without sortition is like vodka without alcohol.


	My next find is the book, The World History, written by the German historian Oskar Jäger in the 19th century. In the first volume of his four-volume work, Jäger, talking about the ancient world, wrote the following funny lines:


	“Democracy from Cleisthenes.


	Cleisthenes’ reform plan took a long time to implement. Instead of dividing the country into 4 tribes, in which the rich exerted a strong local influence, Cleisthenes introduced a division into 10 tribes. At the same time, another major innovation was made: ARCHONTS WERE SUBSTITUTED NOT BY ELECTION, BUT BY SORTITION.”


	Also, the truth about the rule of the people (the rule of many) can be read in Herodotus’ works (The Third Book Of The Histories, Called Thaleia).


	“80. ‘On the other hand, the rule of many has first a name attaching to it which is the fairest of all names, that is to say ‘Equality’ (isonomia); next, the multitude does none of those things which the monarch does: offices of state are exercised by lot, and the magistrates are compelled to render account of their action: and finally, all matters of deliberation are referred to the public assembly. I therefore give as my opinion that we let monarchy go and increase the power of the multitude; for in the many is contained everything.’ 81. This was the opinion expressed by Otanes.”


	Mr. Otanes called the rule of the people using the rare word ‘isonomia’ (equality). We can read about this word in an encyclopedia:


	“For the first time, a democratic regime was established in Ancient Greece in Athens under Solon (in the 7th century BC) and developed by Cleisthenes (at the end of the 6th century BC). The term ‘democracy’ began to be used to refer to the regime that existed in Athens later, from about the middle of the 5th century BC. Initially, the terms ‘isonomia’ (that is equality before the law) and ‘isegoria’ (that is equal right for all citizens to attend and vote at the national assembly) and ‘isocracy’ (that is equality of power) were used.”


	I’ve heard the word ‘isocracy’. I know what it is. Isocracy is equal opportunities for all residents of the country to become a ‘cratos’, that is, a ruler. Election does not give equal opportunities. Whoever has more money advertises himself more. Whoever advertises himself the most is known to all voters. Whom the voters know, they vote for. VOTERS VOTE FOR THE RICH OR THE PUPPETS OF THE RICH.


	What gives equal opportunities for all residents of the country to become a ‘cratos’, that is, a ruler? Only tossing a coin, only sortition.


	Having said that, I quote the Wikipedia article on sortition.


	“In ancient Athenian democracy, sortition was the primary method for appointing political officials and its use was conventionally regarded at the time as a principal characteristic of democracy.


	The Athenians believed sortition to be more democratic than elections and used complex procedures with purpose-built allotment machines (kleroteria) to avoid the corrupt practices used by oligarchs to buy their way into office. 


	Like Athenian democrats, critics of electoral politics in the 21st century argue that the process of election by vote is subject to manipulation by money and other powerful forces, and because legislative elections give power to a few powerful groups they are believed to be a less democratic system than selection by lot from amongst the population.


	Unlike elections, where members of the elected body may stand for re-election, sortition does not offer a mechanism by which the population expresses satisfaction or dissatisfaction with individual members of the allotted body. Thus, under sortition there is no formal feedback, or accountability, mechanism for the performance of officials, other than the law.


	Examples.


	The Athenian democracy made much use of sortition, with nearly all government offices filled by lottery rather than by election.


	Matthias was chosen to replace Judas as the twelfth apostle by casting lots, according to Acts 1:26.


	The Doge of Venice was appointed by a lengthy procedure using alternating rounds of sortition and election.


	Political Proposals for Sortition.


	John Burnheim, in his book Is Democracy Possible?, describes a political system in which many small ‘citizen juries’ would deliberate and make decisions about public policies. His proposal includes the dissolution of the state and of bureaucracies. The term demarchy he uses was coined by Hayek for a different proposal, unrelated to sortition, and is now sometimes used to refer to any political system in which sortition plays a central role.


	L. Leon coined the word ‘lottocracy’ for a sortition procedure that is somewhat different from Burnheim's demarchy. Christopher Frey uses the German term ‘Lottokratie’ and recommends testing lottocracy in town councils. Lottocracy according to Frey will improve the direct involvement of each citizen and minimize the systematic errors caused by political parties in Europe.


	Ernest Callenbach and Michael Phillips argue for random selection of the U.S. House of Representatives in their book A Citizen Legislature. They argue this scheme would ensure fair representation for the people and their interests, an elimination of many real politic behaviors, and a reduction in the influence of money and associated corruption, all leading to better legislation.


	Etienne Chouard, a French political activist, proposes replacing elections with sortition.


	Evo Hashtagger, a self-proclaimed leader of the ‘Polish Revolution’, has made sortition the principal idea of the ‘Polska Demokracja’ movement in Poland, attracting a significant readership using social media.”


	If I have understood everything correctly, then the current supporters of the use of sortition call for the complete destruction of election.


	This is a not correct idea. Sortition without election is the same noose around the neck of a nation as election without sortition.


	By the way, about election. Before Glasnost, I didn’t know that election (that is voting) has ‘tails’.


	The first ‘tail’ is Universal Voting. The second ‘tail’ is Direct Voting (election). The third ‘tail’ is Secret Voting (ballot). The fourth ‘tail’ is Equal Voting (suffrage).


	If a ruler is elected not by all the people, but only by men, then there is an absence of the first ‘tail’ (universal election).


	If a ruler is elected not by all the people, but only by members of parliament, then there is an absence of the second ‘tail’ (direct election).


	If a ruler is elected not in closed booths, but by showing hands or shouting, then there is an absence of the third ‘tail’ (secret election).


	If a ruler is elected with no alternative (one candidate per seat) or from a narrow circle of persons limited by property qualification, title of nobility or party affiliation, then there is an absence of the fourth ‘tail’ (equal election).


	I think in ten years, mankind will come to an ideal: a four-tailed election combined with sortition.


	This ideal is inevitable. No matter how stubbornly rich people resist, sortition will prevail.


	Expecting this wonderful era, I analyzed all the methods of casting lots known to me and came to an unambiguous conclusion: for sortition there is nothing better than a roulette.


	I read Wikipedia:


	“Roulette is a casino game. To determine the winning number, a croupier spins a roulette ball, which must fall into one of the numbered pockets after completing at least three revolutions around the wheel.


	The pockets numbered from 1 to 36 are colored black and red. The numbers are not arranged in order, although the colors of the pockets are strictly alternating, starting from 1 which is red. The pocket marked with the number 0 is colored green and is called zero.


	Roulette is called the “devil’s wheel” because the sum of all the numbers on the roulette wheel equals 666 (the number of the beast).


	The history of the invention of roulette is controversial. One legend says that the game’s system was developed by the mathematician Blaise Pascal.


	In the American version of roulette there are 38 numbered segments on the roulette wheel: 18 black, 18 red and two zero segments, whose pockets are green.


	When starting the roulette wheel in an online casino, a random number generator is used, which determines the appearance of a particular pocket. A properly configured random number generator almost completely eliminates the possibility of using any effective strategy, since the numbers that appear are random.”


	Oh no! Don’t deceive us. A random number generator is, quite simply, a program. If you infect this program with a virus program that generates the required numbers, you get a non-random number generator.


	Nothing better than the good old mechanical roulette has been invented, if only it is not old in the literal sense.


	Is it true that the sum of all the numbers on the roulette wheel (from 1 to 36) is 666? Yes, it is. I double-checked. First: 1 + 2 + 3 + 4 + 5 + … + 36. And second: (1 + 36) * 18. Both times it turned out to be 666.


	What should be done? We need to replace pocket 0 with pocket 37, and pocket 00 with pocket 38. The sum of all numbers in this case will not be equal to 666. Seriously! I triple-checked.


	We will call the 38-pocket roulette the “Pascal Wheel” after the French mathematician Blaise Pascal.


	The Pascal Wheel is a perfect sortition device. The roulette is a symbol of democracy!


	

	




Chapter 7
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	f the Era of Democracy comes, we will need to make a lot of roulettes. Each city will have to have its own roulette wheel. There are countries with one city, but there are countries with hundreds of cities.


	I tried to calculate how much roulette all countries would need, and during this difficult calculation I fell asleep.


	And I dreamed about Leonid Ilyich Brezhnev.


	I dreamed that in a Moscow market Comrade Brezhnev and I bought magic submariner hats that make people invisible. Having put these hats on our heads, we instantly became invisible and instantly transported to the Moscow Committee of the Bolshevik Party, where we saw a smug Comrade Yeltsin sitting in a spacious office at a large table. As I understand it, we found ourselves at the end of the 80s of the XX century.


	Boris Yeltsin was passionately dictating a speech about his selfless struggle against drunkenness in Moscow. And a young secretary with lush breasts was typing Yeltsin’s false words on a typewriter.


	“Do you see this?” Brezhnev asked me loudly, pointing to the smug Yeltsin.


	“Hush, Comrade Brezhnev,” I whispered.


	“Fear not, collegian, our magical submariner hats protect us. No one can see us; no one can hear us. Speak louder, don’t whisper. Do you see Yeltsin? Do you see his secretary typing? Do you think Yeltsin pays the secretary for her work? No. Yeltsin is an official. Like every official, he has a secretary who receives a salary from the treasury.”


	At that moment, the head of the office remembered that he had not visited the lavatory for a long time. Everyone knows that Comrade Yeltsin had no shame and no conscience, so he urinated wherever he wanted, when he wanted. This time he urinated under the table at which he was sitting.


	Brezhnev looked at me.


	“Do you think Yeltsin washes the floor in this office? No. The floor is washed by a cleaner whom Yeltsin pays nothing to. The cleaner receives a salary from the treasury.”


	“Seriously? Yeltsin pays nothing?”


	“Nothing. And after work Boris Nikolayevich will be taken home by car.”


	“By his car?”


	“No, an official one. I’ll tell you a secret: Yeltsin doesn’t pay his private driver a dime.”


	“Yeltsin has no conscience?”


	“Everyone knows Yeltsin is an alcoholic. Vodka has killed his shame and conscience. By the way, Yeltsin has guards, assistants, a cook, a maid, and a private pilot of the plane which Yeltsin uses to fly to Abkhazia. Yeltsin doesn’t pay them a dime.”


	“What does Boris Yeltsin do in Abkhazia?”


	“In a sanatorium for members of the government, located in Abkhazia in the town of Pitsunda, Yeltsin sunbathes and plays tennis, billiards, and volleyball.”


	Brezhnev furrowed his thick eyebrows and sniffed.


	“Smells like food. The waitress will now bring the boss of the Moscow Party Committee, Comrade Yeltsin, lunch.”


	“Free lunch?”


	“Not free. This lunch is prepared at the expense of the treasury, at the expense of the taxpayers.”


	In the next instant, a young, long-legged waitress walked past us to Yeltsin’s table. She carried a tray containing a pot of salmon caviar, a pot of sterlet fish soup, a plate of fried bear meat, and a bottle of vodka.


	“Have you seen this, collegian? Do you think Yeltsin will tip the waitress?”


	“I think not.”


	“Right. The waitress receives a salary from the treasury. Let’s get out of here, otherwise we’ll choke on saliva.”


	Brezhnev and I left Yeltsin’s office and found ourselves in a deserted library of the Moscow Party Committee, which had books and newspapers on the tables.


	“Read, collegian, the biography of Lenin’s friend Grigory Yevseevich Zinoviev,” told me Leonid Brezhnev, seating himself in a leather chair.


	I took an encyclopedia from the table and began to read.


	“‘Grigory Zinoviev was born in 1883 in Elizavetgrad. His father was the owner of a dairy farm. In 1906 Zinoviev was elected to the St. Petersburg Committee of the Bolshevik Party.’”


	“Stop! I draw your attention to the word “elected”. Do you understand? Zinoviev was not appointed, was not drawn by lot. He was elected.”


	“‘Grigory Zinoviev was elected as a delegate to the congress of the Russian Marxist Party in London. At the London Congress, Comrade Zinoviev was elected to the Central Committee.’”


	“Do you understand, collegian? Elections are everywhere. There is no sortition anywhere.”


	“‘On October 10, 1917, Zinoviev was elected a member of the Politburo.’”


	“Do you know that after the Bolshevik usurpation Russia was led by the Politburo? This party body stood above the cabinet of ministers. Zinoviev became one of the rulers of Russia.”


	“‘In 1919, Zinoviev was elected boss of the Comintern.’”


	“Elected! Not appointed or drawn by lot.”


	“I understand. The Bolsheviks loved election.”


	“Now read my biography,” Comrade Brezhnev ordered me. “From 1937, the comrades began to elect me to various party positions, and then I was elected a member of the Politburo. From 1937 I had secretaries, cooks, maids, guards, and drivers. And I paid nothing to anyone.”


	Brezhnev looked with affection at the ceiling of the library.


	“Good God! Save the one who came up with election without sortition.”


	I started looking for an article on Brezhnev, but instead I found an article on Yeltsin.


	“‘In 1975 Boris Yeltsin was elected secretary of the party committee in Sverdlovsk. In 1985, Comrade Yeltsin was elected first secretary of the Moscow party committee. In 1986 he was elected to the Politburo.’”


	“Do you understand, collegian? Had there been sortition instead of election, then Yeltsin would have remained in the city of Sverdlovsk, located in the Ural Mountains. And no one would have offered him free Moscow vodka.”


	“I don’t understand for what merits officials receive free food, free servants and free transport?”


	Brezhnev, getting up from his chair, silently walked towards the exit from the Moscow Party Committee. I trotted after him.


	“Comrade Brezhnev, I asked a question.”


	“Leave me alone. It is accepted all over the world. We, Russian officials, imitate American officials. We are the same leeches as they are. We stick to elected positions for life. We, like American presidents, congressmen, and senators, hate sortition. We love election like they do. We are birds of a feather.”


	“No, you’re wrong, Leonid Ilyich, American politicians love sortition, because they call themselves Democrats.”


	“Let’s go, and I’ll show you the same pseudo-democrats in the Kremlin.”


	A moment later, we were magically transported to the meeting room of the Politburo in the Kremlin, where we silently stood by the wall, under the portrait of Mikhail Sergeyevich Gorbachev.


	In this room, the members of the Politburo were sitting at a long table. Among those members, we saw Boris Yeltsin, Eduard Shevardnadze, and KGB chairman Vladimir Kryuchkov. Members of the Politburo were waiting for their boss Gorbachev. Out of nothing to do, Shevardnadze decided to play a trick on Yeltsin.
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