January 1, 2026
Dear Family and Friends,

I have shifted away from wishing "Merry Christmas" (I'm not religious, don't believe in the
original premise, and abhor the over-commercialism and unbridled consumption that Christmas has
mutated into), and instead, I prefer to send out my greetings on New Year's Day -- a time for reflection
on both the year that has passed, and also the promise and portent of the year just beginning.

Hence, I wish to extend to you and your family all the best wishes for health and happiness in the new
year of 2026.

My thoughts turn towards all of those whom I have known who did not live to see this day; may they
rest in peace, wherever they have gone.

The year of 2025 was an interesting, perplexing and puzzling period. In most respects, the world seems
to be in a much worse state now than it was at the start of 2025. Wars and conflicts seem to be popping
up, all over the world, like so many toxic toadstools. Currencies sag, and economies falter. Supply
chains wobble, and commerce convulses. The masses babble incoherently, their attention and conscious
thought all but consumed by their "smart phones" -- so named, evidently, because they turn their users
into mindless idiots. All around us, there is decline. Decline of morals, decline of attitudes. Decline of
value and values. Decline of quality and quantity. Our world spirals downwards, accelerating toward
the Abyss. I wonder, tacitly, what, if anything, will remain and abide, once the (radioactive) dust has
settled? What, if anything at all, will be our everlasting legacy and imprint upon this planet? All I see
around me is an ever-mounting pile of garbage; all of our hopes and dreams, our travails and our
travels, all heaped and discarded into a colossal mound of scrap waste and toxic sludge. In time, many,



many millennia from now, it will all get subducted and melted back into the churning magma below.
But, in the meantime, the mountains of our waste will persist for countless centuries, long after we have
all departed, acting as a disgraceful monument (nay, a shameful gravestone) to our hubris and
hedonism. We have had a wonderful time. We have partied long into the night and consumed a lot of
champagne. But, we have overstayed our welcome here. Our host (Mother Earth) has grown tired of
our obnoxious behaviour and our oppressive presence. The orchestra music has been suspended, and
the dance hall lights are about to go out. The party is coming to a close. And, once the party is over,
someone else always gets to clean up the mess...

So, here we are, at the start of 2026. The fools in charge -- our "leaders" -- seem bent on starting World
War I11, all the while blaming it on the evil Russia and the scheming China -- while Israel runs rampant
and rabid, bombing and maiming and killing anyone who gets in their way (with scarcely even a
whisper of objection from the "civilized" Western world). Personally, I think the Western world
(Europe, the USA, etc.) deserve whatever is coming for them. I would prefer to live out the rest of my
life in a comfortable home, and not in a smoking, glowing ashtray of a crater. The people in charge of
our countries seem intent on waking the sleeping Russian bear, and (even more foolishly) poking the
Chinese tiger. This new year that we celebrate may prove to be our last, if things continue on their
current trajectory. Well... A ship captained and piloted by fools is only headed for destruction on the
looming shoals of folly. Maybe what we all need these days, more than anything else, is a lifeboat in
which we can flee the sinking Ship of Fools.

Kind regards from Peter

(And, enjoy the party while it lasts.)




