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1. Archenteron
In the glory of the Canadian summer, the lake waving for him, the rowing dock pointing him to the water, McGlade was content to defer their call and complete some paperwork on his porch. This was indeed high season for flying, and he meant to do a lot of it in the new aircraft, but it had to be purposeful; there were enough machines and tourists about without him adding to their numbers. Still, the amphibian plane bobbing on its mooring was a siren in waiting, and he knew that before the afternoon was out he would take her aloft.

The monetary aspects of his personal estate were hopefully assured, with all the new players in the Humanist Union. The board had agreed to discharge his mortgage payments in partial payment of his salary as Moderator, and McGlade could focus on completing the repository, with its future clientele pouring in via the HU websites. At last we have a constituency, some critical mass, he thought to himself - now to bring it home.
Despite the afternoon's bucolic allures, he continued reviewing documents for some hours, including a list of their most recent sign-ups. His eyes fell onto two new applicants, M. Yamanaka followed by T. Yamanaka. That name had been in the news lately, but McGlade could not recall where. A search from his netbook brought up a reference - Tsuyoshi Yamanaka vs. USPTO in the Globe & Mail. McGlade’s eyes narrowed when he realized who indeed this was - the embattled inventor of compressed fusion. He was intrigued, looked up their email addresses in the member database, and then forwarded Yamanaka and his cohort his personal letter of introduction and welcome. 

The day lazed on and McGlade wrapped up his paper shuffling. The lake had ripened with the heat and shifting yellow light characteristic of mid-summer in the islands, and it was time to go flying.  There were four hours of daylight left; the breeze choreographing the trees would soon waft him away as well. As he shut down his email he noticed an auto-reply from Ms. Yamanaka - their emails are correct, he thought, nervous but gratified to have such distinguished figures interested in his organization.

"John?" called McGlade to a tradesman doing landscaping, "do you know if the weeds were cleared?"  

The worker nodded, so McGlade first made himself some sandwiches, then gathered up a memory chip with charts and weather data for his cellphone, and carried his backpack down to the dock. As he squared and rowed out to the buoy, the beauty of the lake rose to embrace him as warmly as any first welcome into heaven. He clambered aboard and idled the plane clear of the bay fronting his home, to open water. As the engine warmed, he turned and looked back at the main house, silhouetted - a traditional rendering of the Federal style in brick, recalling an earlier era.
I wonder what Jefferson would say, he thought to himself, having patterned it after Monticello. He pushed the throttle forward and ran the powerful aircraft up onto the step, into the center of the lake, then airborne. He banked it north and levelled out over the main channel.

The fixed droning of the engine allowed him to think undisturbed; he enjoyed driving boats, tractors and planes with their surrounding walls of sound. These were good times, he told himself, times when one could start thinking of relaxing for once. But McGlade could not feel content for long; it was ever more evident that his project had just started. He could forget money troubles, sure; but his critics continued to gnaw at him.

A debonair 56 years old, his once-blond hair greying, the Moderator of the Humanist Union, leads a secular society known for its controversial world-federalist policies as laid out in McGlade’s bestselling book and numerous websites. Things were now building toward the recognition and independence that McGlade wanted - his concept that humanism was the one philosophy that could be universally accepted by all was finding traction within the intellectual community, and with the young.

Minutes later the south end of Valdes Island came into view, and he began his descent. He did a flyover above the east bay, and confirmed that it was almost high tide.  He landed cleanly and skipped along into the anchorage. His caretaker Crazy Cal was there with his dog Bowels, as arranged, and Cal took his lines to tie up. 

"The flatbed's here already, if the barge shows up on Monday," he said, "and the Ark's lookin' good. They’re still at it up there."

McGlade smiled, it was always easy to smile with Crazy Cal, a true free spirit behind all those faded tattoos. Sure, he had been a small-time thief and fringe biker in his past days, but he knew how to pick his spots and had ostensibly retired from such activities, given this rare employment. McGlade allowed himself to enjoy the rough and tumble company of men who were physically secure; they invariably proved to be teddy bears at heart.

Cal had sold McGlade his first small boat thirty years before, a ten foot clinker-built dinghy with a five horse Eska engine. McGlade almost killed himself and his girlfriend in it, in the horsetail waves surging through adjacent Porlier Pass. He shuddered to recall the incident, when the rousing current had swung the outboard tiller, briefly unattended, 90 degrees with a snap, and they both had barely held on. She was a non-swimmer and there was a ten knot rip in Porlier at that stage of the incoming tide. A boating misadventure that was ill advised, to be sure, and the chill of its memory stayed with him. It is prudent to take note when Death has flashed you his calling card. 

McGlade thought back on these incidents as Zen accidents that didn’t happen. As a pilot he was careful to recognize them for what they were, and reiterated their precautionary lessons to himself. Every flyer had to envision disaster before it struck, and his lengthy boating past made him a good one.

Leaving Cal to his chores, he took the trail from the dock up into the backing woods, and thence onto the benchland that formed up the middle of the twenty kilometre island. It was a ten minute walk to the construction site, along a verdant natural avenue through the trees that reminded McGlade of the flat approaches along Paris' Champs Elysees. 

The birds are out coughing and spitting, he joked to himself as he revelled in the late afternoon sunshine. The dense trees parted to reveal his pride and reputed folly - the Archenteron.  It was approaching completion, awaiting some internal finishing and landscaping.  There was nobody outside, and he managed to enter through the main door.

It appeared that the work crew had gone home, as it was indeed almost six o'clock. McGlade looked around in the new facility.  Built of widening concentric rings on five levels, with an elliptical dome, it was designed to be the prime repository of the genetic material and data held in trust for Union members.  Its roof was almost completely covered with solar collectors; this gave the Archenteron the appearance of being a black flying saucer that had come to earth in this patch of island bush. 

McGlade strolled along its rough hallways, looking into the little concrete rabbit holes where families would assemble miniature mausoleums. The entire edifice had been made virtually fireproof, spring-loaded against earthquake,  with independent sources of water, electricity and heat and designed to function at least one year with no human presence or maintenance required. Funded by one major benefactor, its location and function were secret. 

In the event of a nuclear war or atmospheric collapse, it was a de facto bunker that would safeguard the HU’s genetic and life records. This was its continuing mandate; benefiting from the fact that all human genetic material can, in theory fit into a thimble, one molecule per person. An as yet undetermined number of such repositories would be built around the world, each with the complete records of the HU. It was this cellular structure that would make the Humanist Union indestructible by any antagonist, just as communist cells were designed to be insulated each from the other.

McGlade for years had been under the impression that such genetic material had to be frozen if it was to be properly preserved, and he had planned for large vessels filled with liquid nitrogen to maintain low temperatures for this purpose.  Indeed, there was still some possible need for such a facility, for keeping organs and cord tissues, but he had finally become satisfied that DNA, properly dried, would keep indefinitely in a climate-controlled environment, or when encased in a polymer.  Thus, the Archenteron had only to keep things dry and undisturbed to fulfil its purpose, and that would not be an energy-intensive proposition. 

McGlade’s hand went to a gold necklace around his neck, checking as he often did that the pendant was still there. He had plans for it. 
Some faint voices filtered down from the level above him, and he climbed the roughed-in stairs.  The voices grew louder as he approached the solar collection area.  He knocked loudly on the door, and it was pushed ajar by one of the cabinet makers.

"Martin!" said the worker.  

"The same! Just working a half-day are you?" he said smiling.  

Two of the workers began to explain, but Martin threw in the disclaimer "Your twelve hours are up...find me a cold one...”  

The half-dozen tradesmen went back to their beers around a makeshift plywood table, and their loud banter. These were local workers - carpenters, electricians, and cement workers who came and went to the island by boat every day. They worked long hours and relished these extended jobs that kept them together as teams for months on end. And McGlade liked nothing better than to share their shop talk about their families, trades and the project itself.

A cement finisher asked him what was going to go into the endless pigeon holes he was crafting like port holes in the Roman Coliseum. 

"Lab samples” said Martin. "It's mainly dried biological specimens. That's why you have to have the ventilation manifolds on them; the air must be run through condensers continuously. Humidity has to be near-zero."

The workers looked at him blankly. They were used to eccentric millionaires coming to the islands and building ridiculous edifices to overwrought specifications, for the putative use of unlikely and infrequent people. Some island mansions took years to build and many millions of dollars to complete, only to see few faces. This project was no different to them, although it seemed an odd place for a lab, which is how it was described to them.

McGlade steered the conversation toward the construction project. A worker asked him why the roof had to be cement half a meter thick. Another remarked that the vents might not work properly if the air went around that many corners.

McGlade didn’t want to disclose that much of the building was dedicated to being a vault, and was being armoured accordingly.

“With those solar collectors on the roof you need buffering, he asserted, “and we have to make sure humidity doesn’t creep back in the vents.”

Or poison gas, gasoline, plastic explosives, or whatever else the Union’s enemies might deliver to damage the otherwise sealed Archenteron. The solar tile pattern on the roof disguised a few more vents, which could open wide enough to admit or exit a man. But the tiling would come last and conceal the underlying structures.

Indeed, things could be viewed prosaically and functionally that way, in truth, but it meant more to McGlade and the Union board, all of whom were a serious brotherhood.  They were not religious like theists, simply people who took their commitment to their species, their lives and each other seriously. They were sisters and brothers in each others' care, beyond the urgency that three score and ten and greed can bring onto people. 

Men lead lives of quiet desperation Thoreau wrote, but McGlade avowed that things were a little less desperate if you extended life, and cared for the planet more diligently in the meantime, and the world was beginning to agree with him. His latest book ‘1000 Summers’ was being read around the world in ten languages; its main premise being that mankind should pause for 1000 years specifically to consolidate and stabilize the planet and its oversized human population.

Enrolment in the Humanist Union was climbing, with tens of thousands joining every week as they had been doing for two years.  As a philosopher McGlade had written that humanism could be inclusive of orthodox religions, and was not centered on atheism as modern humanists often maintained. Instead he revisited Renaissance humanism as the overseer of our species and its governance, a “sensibility” as he termed it.

We are a post-medieval society living with pre-medieval philosophies, he wrote, the HU is like a wise grandparent, whose wisdom must be assembled over the millennia, then digested over each lifetime. He warned that otherwise we are forever teenagers making grievous errors. 

The prime error of the species was war, of course, which McGlade jokingly referred to as male pattern badness. He had positioned the HU as an adamant foe of militarism, and dedicated its initial efforts to promoting world government as the best way to displace it.
The day’s light was dimming, and the crew left the Archenteron for the fishboat that would return them to Salt Spring Island for the night. Each day they had a pleasant commute in each others' company across Trincomali Channel to Valdes Island and back, after a day’s work on one more looney tunes project... 

McGlade had departed before they locked up the site. Cal was on his night watchman shift, and returning to the dock, McGlade saw that he had re-tied the plane to point straight out the bay’s entrance. The tide was ebbing, and as he motored out he was careful to avoid the rocks that guarded the reefs in the pass. McGlade took off through the twisting current and ten minutes later touched back down onto St. Mary Lake. He gunned the amphibian up onto his lawn, as high winds were predicted overnight, and retired for the day.
2. Forsaken 
May Biersten fought through the last vestiges of the morning rush hour and parked beneath her office at the University of Washington.  She was nearing mandatory retirement age, having taught constitutional law at UW for more than twenty years.  But she was also facing gun lobby opposition to the great achievement of her career - the amendment to the US Constitution that she had championed.

Since her student days in the 1970s, Biersten had been a pacifist.  It was not so much an idea for her, really, just a consequence of her no-nonsense nature. Yet she’d rather cooperate than confront, at least that was her demeanour outside her job hours.  For some people, peace is a concept or a goal, but for Biersten peace was the expected state of affairs, and when things went completely awry economically for the United States after 2011, her ideas came to the forefront. And to watch her speak was to lose all question of her commitment and sincerity.

She had initiated a court fight with the US Internal Revenue Agency by dividing her federal taxes into two portions, the second being the twenty percent of the budget that was allocated that year to ‘defense’ spending. A conscientious objector from a long-time Quaker family, she made it especially difficult for tax prosecutors by paying half of her ‘defense’ portion to a United Nations agency in Fort Lewis funded by the US military, to help train UN peacekeepers. She had paid all of her taxes to the US government and its military, but had redirected part of them toward the UN.

She lost her first court trial in 2011 but, international law expert that she was, won an appeal at The Hague in 2012 which ruled that, given the fact that the entire UN budget was less than 2% of world military spending, she was entitled as a citizen to divide her defense portion toward her global as well as national security. When the IRS appealed again to the US Supreme Court, their shock ruling upheld her defence with new language stark in its simplicity and instantly understandable by all.  

The 2nd Constitutional Amendment “the right to bear arms” had itself been amended to state that “...the right of the people to keep and bear arms, or to forsake arms, shall not be infringed.”  It was a simple provision that would soon have a profound effect on world government, and she found herself with implacable enemies in the National Rifle Association, within the Pentagon, and in every rural American town.

In subsequent challenges to the amendment, and following the D.C. handgun case District of Columbia v. Heller the courts not only upheld the addendum, but went further and ratified the American UN agency as a reasonable and qualified alternative toward providing for a citizen’s security, and ruled that up to half of each citizen’s defense portion could be allocated to the UN and away from the Pentagon. The right “...to forsake arms” allowed a citizen to pay taxes toward a world government for their own security.

The results soon proved devastating to the American military, as almost a quarter of US taxpayers began sending a portion of their taxes directly to the United Nations, under the supporting decree and formula legislated by Congress and their visionary President, Barack Obama. The Supreme Court supported the right of citizens to claim conscientious objector status, and established that military spending was not to be the sole avenue affording citizens safety in this world. An independent review of US government spending further concluded that more than half of its budget was actually military spending, when deficits arising from past wars were considered. 
This tax loophole enfranchised the United Nations almost overnight in America, where it had languished in the face of overwrought patriotism, and it galvanized the rest of the world toward similar recognition.

More than the funding, it was the loss of national dignity for the Pentagon brass that irked them, for no longer were they the sole guarantors of ‘peace and freedom’. National security had become personal security on a shared planet looking for tolerance as an option. The Iraqi and Afghanistan conflicts had devastated the US military’s reputation, the national conscience was bleeding, the worsening recession cut ever more deeply, and Americans were under escalating pressure from abroad as proponents of militarism. 

At first the White House had attempted to retain the military budget, as always, despite the reduced tax base, but that soon was struck down by a Congress weary of war and deficits. There were hotbeds of unrest in places like Groton and San Diego where diehard military types had all but put a price on Biersten’s head. She was either the re-born Thomas Jefferson or another Benedict Arnold - everyone had an opinion.

Biersten was teaching a final term to overflow freshmen classes, packed into the University of Washington’s largest lecture hall, with hundreds watching nearby on monitors. Each student felt privileged to have the great woman teach them the history of law - she was herself one of its latter figures. She had rescued their nation from the grip of a military oligarchy, and today they were learning from her what the word oligarchy meant. That early fall morning Biersten fought her way through the legions of beseeching students to her lectern, and began her twenty minute lesson. 

“An oligarchy” she mentioned in her diffident, almost offhand manner “is a non-democratic group sharing exclusive power.” 
Not an orator, she was better than that. She taught with her too-quick smile, her submissive posture, her divertissements that inevitably ran her talks well into the next time period. The students didn’t care if her style was akin to George Carlin’s; they unabashedly cheered her like a rock star. Local TV news caught a number of them sitting in their seats, assiduously nodding and emoting while she talked.

“The existence of anti-human weapons has always poisoned our species, but for 99 percent of our existence they were directed at a single opponent each time,” she said.  “It was when our submarines across the Sound here could destroy 170 cities apiece; that suggested to me - hello? - that such weaponry had become a logical cancer in our midst.”

Biersten’s adroit euphemisms, her concept that military technologies were a persistent virus within our species governance was widely quoted. It reduced the problem to being a non-starter, not something that could be understood, moderated, accepted or attenuated, or tolerated in any fashion. ‘Anti-human activity’ was replacing ‘un-American activity’ in the American lexicon. 

The university had purposely scheduled her lectures for high noon, so that anyone interested could monitor them on their lunch hour - paying homage to a student fervour not seen on their campus since the Vietnam era.

“I invite you to visit the devil’s lair on this good Earth”, continued Biersten, “and we cannot rest until Bangor is once more a sleepy little port, not the keeper of all that is wrong with our society. The birth and death place of a cancerous human hell, that’s all it is right now.” 

Bangor was the home port on the US west coast for the Trident submarines, the deadliest weapons ever built by mankind. Also moored there was its last incarnation before the recession had halted submarine production -  the attack submarine Jimmy Carter - named for the late ex-president who had christened and launched it despite his reputation as a peace activist. Carter was typical of many coming to the Humanist Union, people who found the movement late and had baggage, but shared above all a love of Humanity. The older generations were conflicted, granted, but Biersten’s charges were as resolute as their 60’s predecessors.

Over the decades Bangor had pretended to not have any protestors, ever, by the unique approach of allowing protests, but not the reporting of them. Severe penalties awaited any publication, out of obscure cold war legislation, that dared to publish photos or comments about the base. It was a game that had been played there for forty years, and it was getting old. Biersten raised her hand sternly.

“Every time we build a Trident submarine, it is an ugly monument and testament to our failure as a species, we concede our own submission to barbarism, we steal food from children and enforce poverty on their parents, just so that we can blackmail others within our human family. There is only one way to characterize this weapons culture - it’s outright criminal activity - and an unconscionable capitulation over the past three generations to a military elite.”

The students again shouted their approval as Biersten identified all soldiers as criminals, and the notion that ‘the last one should be shot with their own weapon, and be buried alongside it’ was typical of her unequivocal calls to the peace movement. It put her in direct and aggressive conflict with the Pentagon, with their once-profitable focus on the world arms trade - a power struggle that was starting to emerge from its extended latency, after lying dormant since the ban-the-bomb movement had expired, defeated, decades earlier.

Biersten concluded her lecture with two peace fingers in the air as the TV cameras rolled and the students jostled closer. She lingered another hour, and the crowd swelled; she would always have a ready constituency to launch future initiatives with.
3. Fusion
Tsuyoshi Yamanaka looked out from the Takinawa Prince hotel in Tokyo, relishing the filtered air inside. After his university years at Stanford, he had come to resent Tokyo’s pollution, and the notion of breathing air that had already been breathed or burned by a machine disturbed his very soul. The Japanese are aware of order and cleanliness like no others. While Silicon Valley had its own air quality warnings, most of the time the clean air coming in off the Pacific into Palo Alto had been like sweet perfume from a forest glade to him. It heightened his resolve as a scientist to do something about it.

He read again a morning email from his patent lawyer regarding the position of the US Patent Office.

“They are taking the position that your innovation is mathematical, not physical, and thus is not unique, as no new mathematics is introduced.” wrote his patent attorney. “This may be their opening position, or they may be getting direction from elsewhere. But it is a serious objection for us to argue against. It is a categorical refusal to consider our application.”

His process for controlling nuclear fusion had become a political football being sent back and forth from government, to tribunal, to agency, etc. always without the root treaty approval required from the Americans. Despite completed patents in Japan, Canada and Europe, which supposedly made them valid in the US by treaty, the US Patent and Trademark Office steadfastly withheld his application’s endorsement, always dismissing it as not being eligible for consideration.

“I can introduce materials to pursue the patent as an engineering process”, the letter continued, “but that is playing into their hands, we would have to narrow our claims drastically doing that. At this time I must advise you to stay the course and await our appeal to the treaty officials, as we are more likely to find approval that way, away from the USPTO, however long it takes. At this time I recommend that you regard them as not bargaining in good faith on this matter.”

They were three years into this process, and the Saudi test reactor was performing beyond all expectations. There was no reason to question the efficacy of his approach, and nobody had been able to duplicate fusion power control by any other means. Indeed, the Russians were making overtures to him to join with them in their longstanding fusion project.

Yamanaka’s innovation stood to redefine the energy industry, and rightfully so. The harnessing of nuclear fusion had been a dream since the 1940’s, but always the required temperatures required to fuse two hydrogen nuclei - in the many millions of degrees - had defeated any attempts to first contain, and thereafter control the reaction. 

Yamanaka had resolved this main issue by a unique approach. He had not allowed the reaction to go beyond its initial stages, so that he could effectively throttle it up or down using his patented incremental fractal compression solution. His formulae trapped fusion within a logical, not physical container, oblivious to temperature, in the same way that a stepper motor can be minutely controlled by a computer feeding it a 0 or a 1. As long as the logic was tight, the reaction remained within its bounds, only tiny amounts of fuel were spatially eligible for ignition and lasers could initiate them precisely. The tokomak toroids and lasers obeyed these digital directives, but for decades they had burst or incinerated the metal furnaces and magnetic vessels of the early labs, in the struggle to contain this nuclear bomb-in-a-bottle using outmoded analog approaches.

At Stanford and during seminars at McGill he had seen the capabilities of fractal mathematics, and came across the work of Dr. Barnsley in Atlanta, that together convinced him that fractal compression depended, like quantum physics, on iterated events, the similarity bordering on the uncanny. Barnsley could compress complex visual images down to simple formulae that compressed or released fractal progressions, like directed Mandelbrots. This technique was elegance itself, and in physics elegance often signifies that you are approaching the truth.

In quantum mechanics, the particles jump from state to state as discrete quanta of energy, almost magically appearing first at one level and then at a higher one, with no apparent intermediate state. This had been known since Einstein’s day, and this 0 or 1 digital model of atomic structure was patently mathematical. Even as a student, Yamanaka had noted the promise of ‘quantum superposition’, which provides that a quantum particle can exist in multiple states and everything in between at the same time. A quantum particle, such as an electron behaves as both a particle and a wave, and can be said to change from one position to another simply by logic, which was the fact that gave Yamanaka’s equations traction in the physical world.

His second breakthrough came from the adoption of non-linear memristors within the digital architecture around fusion, which brought tremendous computing power at very low power consumption. This exploited not the charge on many electrons, as in conventional computing, but instead focused on spintronics - the spin of each electron - an attribute that allows computing over a full range of numbers and not just 0 and 1. Yamanaka had exploited these different electron states and married their physical properties to the leveraged math of fractal geometry. He could begin or end a nuclear fusion reaction in a nanosecond, and this control was effectively the advent of logical fuel injection for nuclear reactors.

But he looked over Tokyo’s skyline with growing dismay, his legal options stymied. The Americans should be embracing his technology, but his attorneys were correct - there were oil interests who were not prepared to see their dominance overtaken by a foreign patent, outside of their nation, industry and influence, no matter what the benefits might be to everyone concerned. Perhaps he should have sold it to them as some had proposed two years ago – maybe it could at least go forward from there. But he had been cautioned against that, told that they would never truly deliver on their promises and wished only to tie him up. He was becoming resolute in his decision.

He would go to Riyadh as scheduled next week and continue with the Saudis, Egyptians and possibly the Russians. The first phase would test water hydrolysis and irrigation pumping along the Red Sea coast, and the canal that directed the Nile into the Red Sea was taking shape. 
If the Saudis and Egyptians achieved their dream, the Red Sea would eventually become a huge fresh water lake fed by the Nile and seawater made sweet, desalinated with fusion power. There were vocal critics in the German scientific community, who resented this project because they themselves were in the midst of a solar power megaproject in the Sahara. It might become redundant before it was fully realized, and they were arguing that the Egyptian-Saudi plan for a Red Sea lake was environmental madness... Such was the upheaval that the coming fusion power bonanza stirred up.

Yamanaka wanted to visit his Saudi and Egyptian contacts; to see the first trains bringing the waste filtrate from the reactor. It would be a physical instantiation, blending the low technology of railroads with the brute strength of nuclear fusion, someday driving clean Nile water into the sweetening sea. It was always a pleasure to go where he was appreciated.

4. Bangor
General Leeman, Obama’s Secretary of Defense, called his weekly session in a Pentagon secure room to order. Both the Homeland and CIA adjutants were in attendance. 

“Please secure the doors.” he instructed his aide, who then exited as the meeting began. “Again I remind you that you are not at liberty to discuss today’s agenda with anyone without written clearance from me personally.” There were eight Pentagon department administrators at the table.

“The first thing we have to address is this Biersten case, one more time it seems, in Seattle. She’s got another march on Bangor scheduled at some point, again the focus is on the Tridents, and this is impacting the refit progress for our next generation of MIRV vehicles. Can you outline their likely actions, Capt. Bottomore?”

“Yes, Sir. They are planning on assembling near Bremerton on a Saturday this summer and then marching and motoring - they will have buses too - to the Bangor naval station. From there we’re only seeing speeches at the gates, but the press will be out in force. Perhaps some street theatre. We have two battalions of marines, some armour on call for crowd control, but we prefer to let the police administer the first cordon.”

“How many do we anticipate will be there?”

“Judging from the last numbers, 35,000 at Everett, we expect about the same, it’s not as proximate to Seattle as Everett is, but support for End-4N is increasing. Biersten’s a rather charismatic figure, and this is more a celebration of their amendment win as anything else. We can expect a continuing number of these.”

Leeman looked at the CIA adjutant, who nodded his agreement.

General Curt Leeman was sixty two years old and ready to retire once more. He had been in the forces for forty years, had been in Vietnam as an airman during its evacuation in 1975. Conscripted out of retirement by President Obama at the beginning of his second term to be his Defense Secretary, by a young President to assuage the Christian Right, his daily rearguard actions responding to the Pentagon’s critics was wearing on him. A former warfare communications specialist bogged down with paperwork and press relations, he was counting the days left in this last tour of duty.

“Any suggestions for this one, Gerry?” 

Gerald Kline, the FBI contact, looked ill at ease. He was responsible for finding any civil dirt that could be associated with this End-4N movement, and for keeping an eye on Biersten. He had long since ceased trying to find anything salacious about her and was looking at their lesser leaders.

“It’s pretty much a bunch of old freaks, the usual gang out of Portland and Seattle, Northern Cal, some Idaho, Canada. Biersten picks the good weather and a holiday weekend, and we end up with our hands full, as usual. We have determined that they’re going to bring up our pre-emptive strike policy and China again this time, trying to associate the Tridents with nuking the Chinese. They get lots of help from people sick of 4N too, more all the time.”

The 4N Coalition, a worldwide boycott of nuclear-armed nations, was in the case of the USA focused on mothballing all nuclear submarines, and any nuclear warheads before they could ever be put to use to pre-emptively attack another superpower like China or Russia, just for approaching the US in firepower, which was admitted Pentagon policy. 
With the US economy at its lowest level since the 1930’s the military, like all western ‘defense’ agencies had suffered severe budget cutbacks, whereas the UN security forces grew ever larger, with participating countries competing to place ex-servicemen there. In Europe the “4N Country” movement was putting intense pressure on the former NATO alliance, all but dissolved in the absence of credible enemies.
Leeman had no stomach for the proceedings; there was little to be done beyond crowd control. The battle was lost by his estimation, the military no longer were at the center of things, and they were increasingly being viewed by the public as a tax burden that, in the face of these hard times had to be attenuated.
When he saw Klein’s indifference he nonetheless interjected his anger.  “We can’t just let this thing build and build. Especially in the press. The blackout policy worked for thirty years; can we get back to that?”  

He was stating it, not asking, and closed with “Do what you can. Don’t make it easy for them and don’t make it worse for us.” 
5. Covenant
“Ladies and Gentlemen, I give you the Moderator of the Humanist Union, Mr. Martin McGlade.”

Martin walked up to the podium amid appreciative applause, to present a few words to a Paris audience who had come to hear his talk on humanism. He paused before speaking and looked up and around at the classical gothic church towering above him, at the stained glass windows, the huge carved arches over the altar area.

“Looks like we may have to change more than the books,” he commented, and the audience chuckled. “But look there, at the window depicting Jesus raising Lazarus” he said. “Let’s take our cue from that scene this evening, because it represents the aspirations of many of us today, as we battle with death and disease.” He settled into his address. 

“The Humanist Union is studying the utilization of these old churches not through opportunism, but through our profound respect for the hearts and hopes of the congregations that built them. Recall that we consider religions to be made up of two components – their ethics and their metaphysics. Almost all faiths are based on the ethics of brotherly love, and for that reason they are notably uniform and parallel in their admonitions that we act together morally and responsibly, and with love for one another. While there are at times passages in the traditional religions that recommend somewhat less charity to non-believers, on the whole the ethics evolved by them have instructed our species over the millennia, on how we are to treat each other, while we were migrating from an often hostile rural world into an increasingly ordered urban one.

Our Humanist Union takes the approach that we are a species seeking to manage ourselves without weaponry, corruption and waste, which entails massive change. We are not seeking the divine and the supernatural, for we understand that the Universe has magic enough for us all in the aeons to come. No, it is our understanding that our young kind has been adapting for the past three or four millennia to urban life, wherein we live in close proximity to each other, with a mounting need for formalized rules to deal with our historical urges and character lapses.

You may have seen me mention in my ‘1000 Summers’ that urbanizing Man is analogous to an eagle learning to live like an ant. It is more than a metaphor, it is pretty much literal, for we have hormonal systems locked into the geological time of the deep past, yet we must work around these and come to some accommodation with our new cities and their necessary restraints, or die by our own fire and fierceness.

The press have played up my comment that drugs are playing a key role in enabling us, once proud and independent eagles ourselves, with large territories, to instead be happy living as ants. Again, not a metaphor - it’s how we understand the role of coffee, sugar, alcohol, cigarettes, pills, powders and beyond, within this city milieu. I have friends who are virtually drug free, living in their high-rise apartments and anthills, yet they are rarely happy. As the wags say, “I may not live to be a hundred, it just feels that way.”  The crowd murmured at his colourful characterizations.

“There remains an inextricable need for that eagle to fly again beyond these concrete anthills, if only in its mind, for just a little while. It’s not a solution to its malaise, but it can give us an insight to the cause. You have to drug an eagle to be able to control it like this, so it tells us what we’re doing drugs for – that’s informative at least. From there we can try to manage our drug policies, their place in our societies, instead of merely proscribing them, consigning their commerce to criminals. The subject of drugs, like any other is not sacred and we must remain inclusive and flexible about such pervasive components of our culture.

Someday I anticipate our numbers on this planet being greatly reduced, and coming into balance with its declining resources. From there we can again take wing out of the cities that encase us.”
The crowd clapped appreciatively.

“This line of thinking is why I have characterized Jesus and Mohammed as important human prophets and philosophers instructing the species on our new roles, and the required new behaviour necessary within the emerging cities around the Mediterranean, some 2000 years ago. So too did Confucius and Buddha make plain to the Orient that our species would do well to raise its sights aesthetically and to control its worldly expectations.”

McGlade paused to look around the ancient cathedral and to wonder what words had preceded him there during the millennium the grand edifice had stood there. He took a drink of water and continued.

“Yet if the ethics of all religions are similar, no two share the same metaphysics. I have defined metaphysics as the world as one would have it, or how it is seen through a glass eye, darkly, the prism of self-interest. Thus we have various architectures within these religious faiths - and this is where faith is really required - that may or may not include a heaven or hell, or chariots aloft in between. It is this metaphysics which we must assemble for ourselves, as every church has. It’s fair to say that ideas were marketed a little differently then, before printing, and a dash of magic sprinkled here and there was good for business. We owe it to ourselves to try to modernize the parameters we use to comprehend our place in things. And to suspect what others insist is truth.
If the first component, the ethics is patent to any humanist and can be read from any holy book, what then are the salient metaphysical constructs we would wish this Humanist Union to consider? 

For our predecessors, our ancestors, dealing with death and a possible afterlife has been a prime topic, and as you now know, the Humanist Union sees this challenge as addressable within our own mandate. It’s needn’t be our sine qua non, but it serves nobody to ignore it either. Death is a device or feature of biological evolution, but it is not fixed into our future as a species - that is very important to understand. It is a demarcation line that breaks up experiments launched by the genes into small units, called lifetimes, allocating them sufficient time to prosper or fail reproductively, and then be done with. The results will appear as population statistics and genetic conformations in succeeding generations. 
While elegant, it is not a compartmentalization that we need to include in our own metaphysics, we have other borders, or a lack thereof, as options. Not everyone agrees with this, but not everyone need be aboard. 

This is the reason for our covenant – If you support our Union within your lifetime(s), then the Union shall retain your identity throughout its lifetime.”

There was a low hubbub in the building, very noticeable, as every pew was filled and the galleries above as well. This was what they had come to hear, this philosopher telling them that the Humanist Union might keep their essence forever as a communal project. McGlade looked over the crowd with determination in his face, and persevered.

“This is our genetic retention program, no more, no less. Within your DNA lies your seed among the stars - as long as we have it, you are not lost. You are crew aboard our sacred voyage toward human destiny in our own targeted heaven - the galaxies. You do not have to proselytize your neighbour, this is your decision; it is not about numbers and percentages. You were born with a sacred franchise - life. If you take life seriously, we do too. It is a decision that will be made by those who understand our position, everyone else in our species is free to retain and pursue their own ideas, with our full support for them in those worldviews, as fellow travellers. It is why we belong to this Union; that we may enjoy life’s window for a thousand summers to come.”

“Atheist!” a man said aloud, and McGlade looked his way. 

“Let’s clarify that remark,” he said “An atheist is a-theist, which is to say he or she does not believe in god or gods. Atheists define themselves by what they are not - it is not a philosophy, it’s a non-belief. Some Humanist Union adherents could possibly be termed religious humanists, although some of you understandably remain suspicious of that ‘religious’ adjective. We find the mix of life, Man, love and our world to be sacred in itself, if we need that term at all. The Universe is our cathedral,” he gestured, raising his hands skyward. 
The crowd applauded roundly in support of McGlade’s reply to the heckler.

“Sacred here is a word that really just denotes something priceless, invaluable and carrying extreme portent. It’s a signal that this is what is of paramount importance to us in our lives. That’s not trivial. As Bob Dylan once wrote 'There are many here among us who feel that life is but a joke'. Those are not our people, far from it. Humanists value life’s open window, indeed our efforts are devoted to keeping that window open forever. There is a movement afoot called the New Atheists, young man, that might better suit you - right now you are among the New Humanists.”
The woman who introduced McGlade indicated by pointing at her watch that his talk time was up, so he invited questions from the pews. 
“Do you clone people?” asked a schoolboy in the first row.

“No, not at this time, my child. The HU retains your genetic material at a quality level that will support your future cloning, but that is a matter for third parties and yourself, not the Union. Of course the Union is a democratic institution, and it may itself decide to offer that procedure in due time.”

He looked for another questioner. “Where do you store our DNA? How long does it keep?”

McGlade replied “It can be kept in four ways - the first at the Archenteron, near completion, next a copy is held by each local Union, third as a digital copy of your genome, and in a fourth way that the board has chosen not to disclose, for security reasons. We keep our powder dry, as it were; it is stored in a tightly controlled environment. Realize that your pattern is at its root a digital genome. Once we have you in our care, it is unlikely that any enemy shall be able to destroy your DNA short of blowing up our planet in its entirety.”

Another asked “How shall the Union deal with its enemies, if we are humanists and pacifists?” 

McGlade answered with mock seriousness “Eternal excommunication!” The audience laughed, but nonetheless there were looks of agreement among them. McGlade acknowledged them. 

“I think it may come to that, someday” he said, “yet we have to hope that as a species we can forgo being our own worst enemy. Most of our critics are militarists and nationalists, and the best way to answer them is to deny them public funding.” 

The crowd cheered that idea, which was a central issue in Europe. They were warming up like a true congregation. Here was traditional religion being reconsidered before their eyes, on the basis of humanism, around concepts that many had thought problematic in isolation. It was evident that McGlade was striking a chord with them, as he was with the world media, in reviving tradition from within the same buildings where the original faiths had been fostered - ‘Faith of our fathers, living still’ as one magazine had termed it. 
McGlade had another short talk to deliver at his hotel that evening, and after answering more questions from children in the audience, departed to attend that and a following press conference.
6. Coon Lagoon
Later that month McGlade returned to Salt Spring and decided to take Marki, his four year old daughter with him on a boat ride up the coast to Coon Bay.

He had built a cabin there in the late 70’s, in a place where the flower-power culture of the 60’s had continued into full blossom.  This seaside community had been made up of 38 cabins built by squatters over three generations, beginning with summer fishermen on forest company land, dating from the 1930’s.  Martin and Arlene’s cabin was one of the nicest; he had trucked in some used lumber and erected it ‘new’ overlooking the lagoon, a prime spot.

Marki rode in his pickup down to the marina and used her dad’s key to unlock the boat’s cabin door, eventually. While she ran around inside his old cruiser, McGlade briefly inspected the loud, ‘green-leaker’ Detroit diesels.  He didn’t mind their banging and rumbling because they provided good punch and could get the old Canoe Cove up planing; and he had installed extra sound installation. 
‘Blond Air’ had a large afterdeck, which was ideal for entertaining or socializing during languid summer afternoons and evenings - he disliked the all-fibreglass yachts, the ‘gin palaces’ favoured by most boaters of his age. Once he was satisfied that the bilges were not full of water, and that the batteries held no surprises, he cast off the lines to toodle down the harbour, patiently gliding past the adjacent marinas.  
A few minutes later, Marki’s face lit up when he threw on more fuel, and the old boat was in full voice again.  He closed the cabin door, put some headphones on Marki, engaged the autopilot and sat back for the two-hour run up to his old cabin site.

This is where he truly felt in his element. It was something he been doing for forty years; it was always exciting for him to return to the haunts of his youth, particularly those places in the wilderness where he had best experienced the sense of fellowship that he treasured above all else. McGlade was not an easy man to like at first meeting, because he did not suffer fools gladly, and worse, did not disguise that fact well.  An attractive man of easy demeanour, he was nonetheless an unabashed Irishman with a ready temper.  He had never actually worked for a living for any duration, and it is fair to say that he had not spent much time in smile school with the sales people either. He described himself as being ‘psychologically unemployable’. Yet those who knew him were accustomed to this joker and punster, allowing his considerable appetite for rowdy conversation and entertainment, in keeping with his past in these islands. 

As they motored along the coastline, McGlade took note of all the new construction, the ubiquity  of the plastic boats, the transient nature of the people who had moved to the coast; transient in the sense that this was little more than a summer or at best future retirement home for them. The people he had known here were long since gone into careers in insurance, real estate, and other occupations favoured by ‘straight johns’, despite their mutual vows long ago that they would always remain 70’s ‘freaks’.

It seemed sometimes that only he was being true to that school, for it was on the next island up, Valdes, where he had arranged for the Union to purchase their large isolated property for the Archenteron.  These revisits to his old stomping grounds validated and rejuvenated McGlade, he congratulated himself that he was paying homage to all their lost youth, in their collective stead, and he intended to do them justice.

The morning was afire with sunshine, what McGlade termed the islands’ blond air, and as the day heated up the northwesterly winds brought up a chop on the water.  Marki giggled with delight as the spray blew by her cabin window. The seagulls dipped and dove, the tall firs looked on at the boat’s wake, and the channel’s waters rushed past beneath them. 
McGlade rounded the Cape at the north end of Galiano Island, recalling his memorized approaches of long ago, and picked his way through the kelp beds and boulders into the lagoon. It was tight, just at half-tide, but coming in.  He anchored the boat on a short rode, secure in the knowledge that by suppertime there would be plenty of water up under the keel, and with that they rowed ashore.

As he lifted Marki onto the sandstone shoreline, his thoughts went back to those years, the days when he had lived there with his first common-law wife.  All the cabins had been razed in the late seventies, as this end of the island was converted into a marine park, as well it should have been.  A hundred meters down the road his 1964 Plymouth beater lay buried; some day he would have to exhume her, he smiled to himself. Or maybe not...

Marki sprinted ahead up the bank, looking back at him for reassurance and his approval. It was a heart-rending moment for McGlade, seeing so much more in her glance, how things had turned out. The afternoon breeze wafted gently through the trees to where his cabin and his first love had once made up a youth’s paradise.

As he reached the top of the point, McGlade looked down at his boat hanging placidly in the lagoon, as if they were in Tahiti, not these Gulf Islands. Although he was well used to such scenes over decades of living here, he never ceased to marvel at their beauty, recharging annually despite the comings and goings of the city folk with their own noisy motors and boisterous calamities.
As he glanced briefly toward Valdes, the next island up, he noticed two fish boats moored in the Union’s bay, right on his docks. He recognized one as the Fawn Bluff, the other showing only its trolling poles and bow. 

“Cal has visitors...” he mumbled to himself and after another hour of following Marki down to the old encampment beach and back, he resolved to motor over and poke his nose in. Boaters don’t need much of an excuse to raft up together, and soon McGlade had Marki back aboard and Blond Air planing through the pass.

As he came up alongside the Fawn Bluff and another vessel, the Sala Rosa, he was delighted to see his old friend Dakota ‘Kody’ Cloudwatcher as one of a group of four island veterans, including his caretaker Cal, sharing some rye and fumigants in the afternoon sun. It was time for some friendly repartee and respite.

“Well Jesus, if it isn’t the good Reverend,” declared Kody as his lines were made fast. McGlade passed him Marki, who continued onto the beach. “Don’t leave sight of the boat, Marki” said McGlade, “if I can’t see you then you will have to sit inside.”

With that she was off to turn over rocks and chase crabs for an hour. “And keep your hat on!”

McGlade smiled at Kody and exchanged pleasantries with his current paramour, Miranda. Cal and a younger man Jeremy pretended to fake down some ropes and to tidy up, since the boss was aboard the ‘Bluff.  They all then repaired to the salon, where the rye bottle had hardly been damaged. 
McGlade settled into the dinette of the old wooden boat. “Does this old bird still have that 671?” he asked. 

“Since rebuilt, one more time, if you can believe it,” Kody replied. “A 1944 tank engine, running in this day and age. Ya gotta believe, or find twenty grand...” 

McGlade recalled runs he had made on it with the local native people in the late 70’s, going wide open, big bow wave, an honest 12 knots with no suggestion of ever planing like a gin palace. Move the water aside instead. 
This area was spotted with Indian reserves, though they were sparsely settled , mostly abandoned - the natives preferring the small towns like Ladysmith and Duncan over these increasingly impractical rural sites. The salmon were gone to the high seas seiners anyway, their spawning grounds lost to urban sprawl. One small reserve was adjacent his dock property here, so McGlade was always aware of their presence and was welcomed by them as a neighbour and partner, one who was here year-round, as they were. 

“Will you bless the next round?” laughed Kody.

“Hey, I’m just the Moderator, remember? So let’s get started so that I can tell when I’ve reached that point.” He accepted a puff, then chased it with some water. “Any diet pop, Cal?” 

Cal pointed up to the Archenteron and without further word went ashore, stood up his dirt bike from behind a stump and headed up there to retrieve some. McGlade had mixed mostly rye highballs for decades - he termed it ‘chelation therapy’. 
“Thin and sterilize your blood, fumigate your lungs, and you’ll never be sick.” Or so he claimed. 

Kody grunted but took no exception, all First Nations persons were acutely aware of the notorious role of alcohol in their recent history. “Booze is booze, you can’t hide your liver.” he cautioned. “But I suppose ryeballs are buffered.” 

Kody was comfortable in the company of white people, at times calling his own kind ‘featherheads’ and showing little sympathy for their plights. A highly respected artist, he turned out awesome websites for native clients, with sophisticated database underpinnings. Millions of dollars in native art were transacted through them by his customers every year. 

McGlade harrumphed. “Well, I never drink this stuff straight, pre-diabetic, etc. and it’s a bit rough with just water, so...but I really do think that a dilute organic solvent in your blood most days can be salubrious.” Kody smirked at the $2 word. “If you can limit it to that...” he said.

“Then there’s pot,” continued McGlade. “We know how smoking pot can leave you with bloodshot eyes? Well, it also leaves you with a bloodshot liver, that's where you get the munchies from. At the same time, that other big pool of blood - your brain, not your prick, Kodes - also gets bloodshot, and the capillaries dilate. The result is that, when you're buzzed, you can access deeper regions of your brain, and lay down knowledge and memories there. The problem of course is you can’t get back there without the dilatory drug. That's how profound that addiction is." 

“I’m deeply impressed - you mean this one?” Kody said, striking a match. 
McGlade glanced at the beach. “I do suppose.” Kody and Jeremy rolled their eyes. “Aha, they’re bloodshot” said McGlade, pointing, as he stood up to verify that Marki was still in view. Miranda could see where this social gathering was going, and volunteered to oversee Marki for a while. 

Kody looked at McGlade and wondered how he could be the Moderator of the Humanist Union, and at the same time be sitting and bullshitting with them out here in the Gulf Islands. On the other hand, it was de rigueur for the yachts that pass through these waters to have surprising and notable characters aboard - just part of the summer season. 

He wanted to ask something of McGlade. “I like that bit on your web site”, he said “around the concept of identity.  I guess you really need to have a clone be one and the same person as yourself, for your ideology to work?”

It was an observation that McGlade heard frequently, a provision he sometimes mentioned as the central philosophical question for the Union. In his original and unpublished pamphlet, ‘Church of Man’, which he wrote in the 1980’s, McGlade had argued that due to the complexity of DNA, any two individuals who share this DNA structure were the same person, printed out twice. Two phenotypes expressed from one genotype, he had said, recalling his biology days at Berkeley.

“If you just compare two twins, two identical twins, then it can appear to be a conundrum, how can they be the same person...?” explained McGlade “but if I sat down thirty identical twins in a row for you, like a row of carrots in a garden, then things appear a little bit more uniform.  Carrots are all clones of each other, and Nature correctly views them as thirty of the same thing, like a hedge. Only humans would confuse the similarities among human beings as being differences. In philosophy these are called necessary differences.”

“What about your memories?” said Kody “don't they really define you? I mean, if I wake up some morning and I’m tabula rasa I’m going to guess that I died somewhere in between.”

“Perhaps you did,” said McGlade, “but that’s a death we can tolerate. When you turn your computer off at night, what’s in ram is lost the next time you reboot it, but it's not a different computer. In the same fashion, the short-term contents of the brain are not the brain itself. In my 80’s pamphlet, I proposed the following experiment - you die and somebody clones you. They wake you up when you're twenty years old, let's say, and they ask you – did the experiment work?  Did the cloning work, was it successful? Of course the dude is going to be very agreeable, finding himself a young man in a bright new world.  That doesn't prove the pudding, but it does promise some satisfaction at the end of the process. So we won’t really know until we see it play out…”

“It would be dishonest,” said Kody “we could ask a newborn calf, if it was happy to be alive and it would nod in affirmation.” 

“S’truth,” said Jeremy, his young face flushed with the rye. “That wouldn't prove anything, just that life has its admirers.”

“OK, so that's where faith has to come in” replied McGlade. “We have to hope that two things that are as congruent as identical twins cannot truly be different. Twin studies have demonstrated amazing similarities, sufficient to make me believe they’re one person printed out twice. It's also something I can understand in a Zen manner, that this rebirth as it were is like passing through another window, into another life, and it wouldn't make sense to carry memories that, after two generations e.g. might be anachronisms. I have so many memories of that lagoon over there, and my departed cabin. But who knows now or cares?”

Marki had disappeared on the beach, so McGlade stuck his head out the window and hollered “Marki, I told you!!” Miranda appeared from behind a log, waving, so he took another drag on the proffered pot and looked at Kody in earnest.

“I have a conference in Singapore next month to attend, Kodes. I wonder if you could work up some research in the meantime, around this concept of faith in the cloning process. I’d pay your usual rates; bring me some artwork that reflects the idea? We’d walk the walk together. They want me to give a talk on faith.”

Kody allowed that he would consider it, and suggested that they should leave the boat and go down toward the beach where Marki was playing under Miranda’s watchful eye. Commercial fishermen are not fans of the sun, or its excesses, but the day was too brilliant to miss. 
They could hear Cal’s motorbike returning, and took the bottle with them. The day advanced toward evening and McGlade was glad of the company of good friends in the surroundings that he lived and died for. The boat was aglow later that night with their discussions amid the steaming oyster shells and salmon salad. 

Marki made herself a secret bed in a lazarette, with a lifejacket disguised as a teddy bear, and the three rafted boats bobbed and snoozed alongside themselves until the new day.
7. Riyadh
Yamanaka felt relieved, as his plane began its approach into Riyadh. As the monochrome landscape came into view, he noted its candid simplicity, one that might soon change, if his technology continued to prove itself.

A few kilometres from the airport, Sharif Al Jaz’ah awaited the embattled mathematician with subdued excitement. Here was the pre-eminent energy scientist of the western world, and the eastern world too for that matter, arriving for a private conference. It was his chance to mould Saudi history as no one before him had, nothing less than sacred water was at hand in these negotiations.

Advised at 10am that his visitor had completed his check-in at his hotel and would be at the Khalid boardroom shortly, he made his way down there from his suite with his advisors, and entered to find Mr. Yamanaka finishing his newspaper. 
“I am honoured by your presence,” he began, bowing, “and am pleased to confirm that the pilot reactor is performing beyond all our expectations. We expect to begin using it for water hydrolysis within the month.” 

Yamanaka returned his bow, and gestured for Al Jaz’ah to be seated. “Can I request that we discuss things in private, initially?” Al Jaz’ah motioned for his two advisors to wait outside. Alone, they shook hands warmly across the table and relaxed. It had been just three years since their many meetings in Tokyo, and already the Saudis had brought the first commercial test of Yamanaka’s process on stream. 

“I received your print-outs of the waveforms, very gratifying, thank you” continued Yamanaka, “everything appears to be completely within the parameters we proposed. And I see that the wattage has met or exceeded the specifications.” Al Jaz’ah produced more documents from his briefcases. “Here are the output values at just two percent of capacity. We are truly amazed, and the radiation is always within the anticipated levels.”

Yamanaka inspected the graphs. “We believe that the process will be feasible with silicon fusion within five years,” he said. “After that, the trumped up opposition to fusion power will have no recourse but to admit that radioactivity has ceased to be an issue.” 
The two men spoke perfect, courtly English, one polished at Stanford and the other at the London School of Economics. 

From the beginning the Saudis had recognized the value and eternal uniqueness of Yamanaka’s work, and the critical role that his fractal compression solution would play in the future of all energy markets. While the US authorities had remained in denial, patent-wise, it was whispered that General Electric nonetheless had taken huge risks by moving forward with a variation of the process, without first licensing it.

Al Jaz’ah had been instrumental in convincing his Saudi royal family to invest in it as a hedge against their rapidly depleting oil reserves. This support gave Yamanaka virtually unlimited funds to build pilot projects and beyond. It also threatened to leave Saudi Arabia bereft of oil-economy friends in the Middle East, although oil-poor Egypt was a staunch ally. 
It was Egypt’s initiative to use the Nile and fusion power to someday convert the Red Sea into a freshwater lake that had first caught Yamanaka’s attention. They had intended to do that with the Sinai Depression, an area below sea level, when they decided to join forces with the Saudis instead. The marshalling of water adjacent these desert nations was a fit task for the new energy leviathan that fusion power no doubt was.

The world was morphing into a new cheap-energy politick that the Economist termed the eNaissance. Radical proposals like the relocation of Israel to New Mexico, to convert the desert there to green - these were harbingers of coming changes that would center on the wide variety of possible fusion implementations. 
It was with this nascent group of world players that Al Jaz’ah would have to contend, he knew, if Saudi Arabia was to remain an energy giant. But the Royal Family was first-in, and time was of the essence, as always.

“The initial water pipeline is just fifteen kilometres along the Red Sea at present,” said Al Jaz’ah, “but it is expected to be complete along that trunk by next year. From there we will build out the grid toward Riyadh, and then join those up with the two stations on the east coast. That will provide the corridor-oasis we discussed.” 
Yamanaka studied their planned layout and smiled approvingly.

“The Russian tokomak is also energy-positive”, said Yamanaka, “and it is said that they too are using fractal compression, albeit without any license from our group of course. But I doubt that they will get much beyond that - they have too much legacy technology to really free themselves to scale it up. I am informed that their implementation of the mathematics is very strong – I have first-hand evidence of that - friends there from my college days. And their understanding of quantum computing is second to none, mathematically.” 
He looked at Al Jaz’ah knowingly. “Two can play at their game; their ranks are not as closed as they think…Of course I’d prefer to work with them straight up.”

Indeed, the Saudi backing had opened many doors, and Al Jaz’ah suggested that they once more approach the Russians about integrating the two projects. But both were acutely aware of the animosity of the US, and did not want to create a deeper crisis this early, around control of the technology. They had agreed to defer such overtures for the time being. The new policies of the United Nations also had to be taken into consideration.

The two men spent some hours going over the financial details and supply requirements dictated by their joint venture. Yamanaka was gratified that Al Jaz’ah agreed to every enhancement he suggested, however cost-intensive, and by his support for the tight timeline involved in bringing this project to fruition. The imminence of a second level of production was reassuring and inspiring; it would strengthen his patent arbitrations as well. The funding and resources available were to his estimation boundless, impressive even to a Japanese scientist accustomed to large industrial research budgets.

“Shall we proceed to the plant?” he was asked. 
Yamanaka picked up his briefcases, bowed again and they left for Al Jaz’ah’s plane, bound for the Red Sea port.
8. Amelior
McGlade’s nine hour flight to Paris drained him, and he was happy to be met at the Gare du Nord by a staffer in her vintage Peugeot. “Are we into masochism these days?” he said sarcastically, as he looked around the old car’s interior. 

Carole laughed. “It’s my skinflint employer, notoriously cheap...” she deadpanned. 
“Let me know if that man keeps bothering you.” returned McGlade. “How’s the conference shaping up, am I still the keynote speaker, or...?”

“Yup. The Dutch Reformed and various other Huguenots screamed of course, and this is catholic France. But you’re in the news, so you’re it this year. Enjoy.”

The World Reproductive Technologies Forum had become a focal point on McGlade’s calendar because of the impact the Humanist Union was having on genetic storage discussion and the perennial topic of cloning legislation. The physical processes involved in reproductive technologies were no longer the arcane agenda of the thousands of attendees; they were ethical and philosophical matters in their own right and popular fodder for the media. The theme at this convention would center on how to judge or understand the expanding methods of bringing humans into this world - were all specimens to be seen equally? Was the epigenetics controversy, the software of the cells, going to set things back a decade?

Carole brought the car to a rattling stop in front of the conference hotel.  McGlade got her number and thanked her for her work on the briefing papers, checked in, and retired to his rooms to review their agenda. 
He opened her summary on his dresser:

You are on a panel of six experts in RT, including Michael Jeaney for the Ameliorists, Rob Estrin of the Immortalists, and Amelie Proulx of the Cryonicists/Transhumanists who are sharing a rep. The other two panellists are senior clergymen representing the protestant/theologian and catholic positions on reproductive ethics. 

Various other reproductive institutes will be lining the front rows with staffers and followers, including some cults, unfortunately. You can expect cat calls and heckling at all times. There will be streaming coverage on the Net as well as local footage and sound bites, be careful what you say to these media.
McGlade wearily considered his options; he was in deepening jet lag but eager for the repartee of the event regardless. It stirred his Irish blood to launch into these annual debates - “Is this a private fight or can I join in?” was a joke coined with him in mind. 
The discussions were widely reported on the Internet, with a tight bloggers’ focus, and he much valued the comments from the Web, they were far more candid and timely than those of the scholarly journals or of news portals, who always had an official viewpoint that tended to be one of conservative safety. The enthusiasm of people coming afresh to the Union’s ideas and programs was his weathervane, and the next day’s Forum had a good measure of those souls in attendance.

He scratched out five or six lines to frame his talk, which would be all the writing he would do.  Part of his appeal as a speaker was this spontaneity, and the notable lack of a prepared speech. He began to think aloud of his topics for the session, then collapsed into some rest before the coming verbal battles. 

The next morning McGlade met Michael Jeaney in the elevator and they elected to have breakfast together. Since both men were to appear on the same RT panel, it behoved them both to have some foreknowledge of what the other might be proposing. They sat at a small table to preclude others from joining them. McGlade congratulated Jeaney on his new position as Moderator of the Ameliorists.

"Thank you, Martin" he replied "I hope I can live up to the billing." He was respectful in the presence of the older man. although sometimes seen as brash and overconfident. An up-and-comer nonetheless and McGlade sensed that he was wise beyond his years. 
His attitude epitomized that of the Ameliorists, whose approach to reproduction was simple - use the sperm of handsome, intelligent males, sometimes with the surrogate eggs of attractive mothers. In a few generations the offspring should bear distinct advantages. It was social climbing by the shortest route, and starting to become noticed as a reproductive alternative. Michael was the poster boy of the movement, and a first generation success story. Just 29 years old, with the long dark hair of a confident young intellectual, he epitomized the goal of the Ameliorists, which was to optimize genetics through human, not natural selection. 

“I've been following your career with some interest," said Martin.  "You handle the press very well. They were giving you a rough ride on the issue of male pride - how is that shaking out?"
Jeaney smiled.  "We only expect difficulty there in the first couple of loops.  We propose to have a natural cycle every third generation or so; that should serve to knit families back together. And of course any Ameliorist male can serve as a Pater, so it’s really just a matter of a genetic infusion at the beginning, and more available options thereafter."

He was minimizing an approach that otherwise might be perceived as hoary by Martin, who often faced the same criticisms from Luddites decrying genetic storage. McGlade mentioned a recent incident wherein a mixed-race community had decided to introduce Nordic genes as a means of escaping ghettos and stereotyping, to scathing criticism from academics. 
‘Destroying the hybrid gene pool! Nazis!’ they cried. Jeaney had calmed the situation somewhat with his concept of rotating the local genes into the cycle every few generations, and the Ameliorists had absorbed their membership. McGlade remained skeptical of their strategy, because it did not address life extension or aspirations of immortality, as his philosophy hoped to.  
Jeaney felt privileged to report his progress to a mentor. “Our membership is up in six figures, although many see our agenda once removed from where it actually is.  It is not our policy to see cults or pockets of our members acting collectively outside our main purpose.  As Ameliorists our macro effects are seen statistically. Granted there is an immediate change of aspect in the individual progeny, but this is never meant to be a local, or community-wide, even a tribal phenomenon. It's a private choice between two mating adults.”

McGlade recognized his problem. “In the Union it’s a somewhat different matter.  We are after all a Union, and we are acting collectively for each other’s long-term security.  We don't proselytize, and we're not looking to become a worldwide statistical phenomenon such as you describe it. And most people understand that. Our problem, if you can call it that, is a little more ethereal.  It always boils down to the conundrum of twins, whether or not they’re the same person. If I didn’t think they were, I’d dump the idea."

Jeaney took up the point.  "A most interesting question," he said "and something I’m seriously considering for possible inclusion with the Ameliorists. What's your latest thinking in that regard?"

"Hasn't changed. The Humanist Union still regards the genotype, not the phenotype as the root of identity.  You can have as many clones from a DNA sample as there are legs on a centipede. No one leg is the root; that is the centipede itself."

"It's a good metaphor," said Jeaney "even better than your row of carrots in ‘1000 Summers’. I guess people just don't want to let go of their individual lives. How can we or anybody change that?" 

"Understanding will have to come from our redrafting of our day-to-day life expectations, into a longer worldview, as continuing strings of existence as it were.”
“Nice riff.”

“Once death comes to be regarded more as a skin-shedding boundary than as a singularity" continued McGlade "the pressure starts to come off, as do death’s blinkers. This is where the catholic concept of faith can help. It may look like a cop-out, but not everybody has to have an answer to everything at all times. The Union moves forward as one army, some of us peeling potatoes..."

“Indeed. The Ameliorists don't have that problem of course; we have a one-to-one result for each of our actions…"

“Uh, maybe not.  What about the bareback third generation you are talking about, aren’t you letting the wolf in the door again?”

“Not at all. It's just a dilution in time of a persistent project, which is to upgrade the apparent human credentials of our membership as a means of improving their adaptation. the media overstates the emphasis on looks, when we must endlessly repeat that our goal is intelligent adaptation, by whatever attributes."

McGlade was pleased with the astute comments of his young cohort. It was refreshing to be on the defensive for once in these exchanges, to hear fresh thinking for its own sake. The media dialogues were always so dismissive and truncated of context.

"Apparent – ‘apparent’ credentials - am I missing something here?”

Jeaney leaned forward. “It's not all pretty faces and high IQs.  Temperament comes into it. Athletic ability, courage and creativity."

"I wasn't suggesting that you were shockingly Shockley” grinned McGlade. "I always go back to my premise that we are all born champions, each of us a statistical miracle given a zero chance of ever being here in the first place. So within each of those ugly little runts that you are replacing with expensive sperm lies the heritage of a champion.”

“Agreed. But those attributes may be useless in today's cities, like sickle cell genes. I hear you - you might characterize the black people as lazy, or conversely, not as hell-bound and greedy as white people. What worked on the African plains may not be optimal for Chicago. And if you don’t have a job in Chicago, during this recession, then life on the African plains might look pretty good. And who’s going to be more at home there?”

“Bingo. So again we have to adapt our own thinking to a broader Zen perspective. It's not simply a matter of tolerance - there has to be true understanding - deep education, for other people and especially for ourselves. As Rushdie said – Our lives teach us who we are.”
Jeaney beamed. “And it’s always good to learn something. In my forthcoming book I maintain that we should not struggle to love each other as equals, as the liberals trumpet, but respect each other as individuals. Let’s take this inside, we’re on in ten.”

They left the breakfast table to continue toward the main hall.  McGlade followed him up the steps and onto the stage, to be seated between a Cardinal and a theologian.
9. China 
Ban looked around his office at the United Nations headquarters in Singapore.  The move was almost complete, there was one more ship coming from New York and he was told that it had already left port.  It gave him a sense of finality and security to at last be out of the gaze and grasp of the Americans - he could direct his energies toward the burgeoning operations of the expanded UN mandate. 
For most of his tenure at the UN he had been judged to be almost invisible, and too much a diplomat behind the scenes. Now he would be accorded the attention that having your budget increase by a factor of forty can bring. He recalled the words of his predecessor Kofi Annan ‘The UN has a very small budget, smaller than the fire department of New York City’. The total UN budget in 2008 had been less than 2% of military spending – the shame of our species. 
It had been an arduous two years since Congress had amended the U.S. constitution to allow its citizens to ‘forsake arms’, and passed legislation permitting its citizens to pay 8% of their federal taxes to the United Nations, which was mirrored by the European Union. More promising to Ban was the prospect that an equal amount of money might in time be deducted from military spending budgets, to compensate, and what a redoubling of benefits that could bring to peace! 

If the UN budget had mushroomed from the token amounts of the decades before, when the Asian signatories ratified their budget accords, as expected, the total would overtake any question of limiting its use to peacekeeping. The poor would begin to be rescued. 

The world had a central government, for military security at least, and was holding its breath to see if it could last.

Ban surveyed Singapore harbour from his 53rd floor offices, truly one of the grand sights of the civilized world.  The gleaming office towers stood like fresh gravestones overlooking a colonial cemetery, from which sprang a metropolis that instantiated freedom and independence itself - no more was it the imperial trading post that it had been for a century. 
The towers themselves had been purchased from the bankruptcy of an English industrial group, and their transition from an era of servitude to become the hub of democracy was patent and proud. Singapore is a city state, and Ban was proposing similar status for all nations, cities and territories, should they desire it; a hub-and-spoke model of species accountability. Trained as a geneticist, he had been influenced by the teachings of Paul Savage and his theory of biological demes. A deme is a local animal population that has been geographically isolated, gradually becoming a separate species distinct from kindred populations in other geographic regions. 
Ban came to recognize that this theory applied to human populations, and other isolating factors.  Black people were adapted to strong sunlight, as opposed to Caucasians.  Their bodies were lean for easier cooling, whereas whites were stocky to retain body heat, with less skin surface exposed in relation to their blood volume. These small differences nonetheless had their reasons. Asians shared cultural memes, especially the bond of family under larger authority, as the basic formation from which to face the travails that life may bring. He had resolved as a young man to bring this type of teaching forward, to show the world that life and humanity were fully comprehensible in non-arbitrary terms. He stressed that people were not ‘equal’, a nebulous concept, but they were individuals, worthy of respect and understanding, curators of human variety.  An increasingly cosmopolitan world agreed with his concepts and he had risen quickly through the diplomatic ranks.

Ban’s influential book ‘Canton’, written while he was a professor at Seoul University, had secured his reputation as a UN visionary and as a demographic philosopher.  In it he proposed that the world be organized into something like Swiss cantons, each one having discernable genetic boundaries rather than arbitrary borders.  
In a completely democratic world overseen by the United Nations, any territory of any size might choose to review its boundaries after completing a genetic mapping, particularly if internal disputes justified it. As an example he cited the historical ambition of the Basque people to be distinct from Spain.  By his reasoning the Basques could genetically map Northern Spain, draw a dotted line around the region where their genetic markers predominated, and declare that canton to be ‘Basque’. The UN would then deal with Basque directly as a province within a federation of such cantons called Spain.
This idea engendered much debate around the movable feast building world government. If these cantons were independent, how would security be insured?  Who would pay taxes and to whom?  What would happen if the population mapped was too homogeneous or diverse to generate a genetic majority, as was probably the case in many major cities? 
Ban and others suggested that city states could be a separate entity - Singapore was a stellar example.  These city-states could be thought of as trading hubs and portals for the surrounding cantons.  The cantons would be genetic demes that had been there for thousands of years, whereas cities were legitimate melting pots that reflected humanity’s urbanization of the past 2000 years. He saw these two human demographic structures, both genetically locatable, as complementary.

Ban’s concept was novel enough to hold the imagination of communards and libertines, while offering cozy comfort to traditional communities.  It required a high level of integration with United Nations infrastructure and the world seemed ready for that experiment, with an accompanying end to the poverty and destruction that its alternative mechanism, militarism, had visited on the species in recent centuries. ‘Nations’ per se were exhausted, corrupted, and in disrepute. Ban had accordingly been re-elected Secretary-General by the UN General Assembly in 2012, and enjoyed wide support, his initiatives catalyzing an avid interest in UN affairs throughout Asia.

His thoughts today were interrupted by a receptionist on the intercom: “Sir, the Ambassador from China is here.” 

“Send him in.” Ban took a seat behind his new desk, the large room bereft of any other furnishings, and a small Chinese man entered and bowed, presenting his credentials.

“I Li Yin of People’s Republic of China, Ambassador to United Nations” he stated in halting English. Ban recognized him as a recent appointee by China, and gestured for him to take a seat alongside him at his desk. 
He’d learned from his many years in the diplomatic corps that Chinese officials were often allocated their positions on the basis of party loyalty, they frequently lacked language and cultural training - only recently had China made a significant effort to return to the high standard established long ago by the legendary Chinese civil service.
“Very nice to see you again, Li. My apologies for the lack of furnishings.” offered Ban with a smile, recalling meetings they had not yet had to make him feel comfortable. “We have one more ship or two still to unload.”

“Will you be comfortable Singapore after years New York?” asked the diplomat. Ban looked at him as if he was making a joke. “Oh yes.” he replied simply, and Li nodded.
 Asia was approving of the UN’s relocation to the region, expecting to at last become recognized as the heartland of the planet, that it conceivably always has been. Ban reached into his desk. 
“I have your letter, and I presume that you wish to discuss armaments, cantons, borders, and boycotts like everyone else?” he asked in good humour.

“Yes, these very large matters my country. China made up many ethnic groups. Sometimes we are nation name only. Very difficult build consensus, make decisions.”
“So how might we approach this, what is practical within the near future?”

The Chinese diplomat brightened. “As I heard you mention before, I surprised events move so fast. First your book “Canton”, then humanism wave, 4N - remarkable how world moving to UN governance.”

“How the species is embracing it.” said Ban, again the social scientist. “We have at last realized that we are one species and are taking responsibility for our destiny, and for this planet. It has not come too soon.”

“You speak humanist already, Ban. No, problems before us too big, must be reduced to something more sensible.” stressed Li. “But I make special mention of boycott issue, it hindering acceptance all these changes in China.”

“I know, and also in America and Russia, but I think the others will respect the disarmament schedule.”

“At least if everyone declared they will sign...” replied Li. “I must ask more time for China so economic damage not turn sentiment away from UN.”
Ban paused and looked across the harbour. Here was China asking for an extension of its nuclear arms program, or the dissembling of it; asking that of the Secretary-General of the UN, and it was within his power to grant that. How times had changed.
“As you would understand, from the rate of change these days, Li, delays and extensions cannot formally be granted, lest all momentum be lost. It would also intrude on the delicate hegemony of the UN over its nation states, which is critical. We must find some way of gaining you time without discrediting the process, or proceeding unilaterally.”

Li reconsidered. “If I suggest compromise, can award relief from boycott?  Chinese people not want be punished for associated nuclear weapons, this forced on them. Until America and Russia signatories, China cannot. If...”

Ban interrupted “...if China provides a target date for declaring, then the UN can recommend suspension of its boycott status until that date, provided it is reasonable. I know the 4N countries people will work with me, we all have the same goal, and China is critical. By I cannot alter their list myself. That also gives me time to increase pressure on all the other parties for the same schedule. But we need that date, and it must be sooner than later.”

Li smiled, stood up and bowed. “Thank you Ban, I report back you soon as enter my submission. I believe we work within that framework.”
“I shall have China’s status reviewed until our next meeting.” said Ban, and Li left.
10. Orders
Curt Leeman waited by the phone for the expected call from the President. 

Nearing the end of his second term, President Obama represented one side of a nation that had grown progressively schizophrenic in the face of world events. Obama stood for the conciliatory and progressive side of America, the liberals and freethinkers who were embracing the new UN order. In the US, Leeman headed the other side, the traditional America-first center and right wing that had come into dominance after World War II.  
The level of debate around the sudden fiscal power of the United Nations had vested Leeman with a stature analogous to the President himself; to the nation the old general seemed to embody their alternative to complying with the UN’s directives. Like MacArthur and Truman during the Korean War, either he was going to blink or the President would, and doing so might end the career of either man.

“President Obama is on the line, Sir.” 
Leeman delayed picking up the phone, reviewing for himself what he was about to say. Had he spent his whole life in the military, like his father before him, only to step aside now? Did a civilian truly understand how vital the military was to America in this predicament? 

“Sir?” 

“Yes, I’m taking it. Mr. President? Leeman here, at your service, Sir.”

“How are you Curt? Riding this one out OK? What are your thoughts on how we steer this one through the Pentagon?”

“It’s not so much steering as coming about, Sir, to use a navy term. I’ve looked at this from so many angles, I just don’t know where to start, it’s unprecedented in our history.”

“No question about that.” agreed the President. “But Congress bought it. We have to turn our capital ships and strike aircraft over to the UN, or it’s no deal and the boycott escalates...”

“Uh, is there any way we can delay this until the election, Sir...maybe then...”

“Please don’t call me Sir; we have a lot of work to do here and...”

“Sorry Barack, my military training.”
“Then stand easy. If you’re suggesting that after the next election this will be reviewed by a republican successor to me, and rescinded, I want you to know that there’s a clause in the transfer protocol that specifically excludes that possibility – the US, bless our souls, has warranted that it will do this or the boycott will widen, with official UN support for it.”

“I don’t know if the Pentagon or the Navy will go for this, Barack, even if you are the Commander-in-Chief. Mutiny is a navy word as well...” 
There was a pause on the phone line, with both men trying to grasp what this massive reversal of US foreign policy would mean for each of them in the days to come. Leeman continued. 

“Barack, can we put a placeholder in here, tell them we’ll get back to them soon, whenever, while I find out where the hurdles are going to be if we attempt this?”

“We’re not attempting this, Curt, we’re doing it. I’ll advise the UN that we will have a proposed schedule ready within fourteen days.”

“Fair enough. I’ll talk to the troops.”

“No discussion, just advise them of your authority and mine and that of Congress, avow that your hands are tied if you must, but we don’t want any surprises coming out of the ranks on this matter.”

“I’ll keep you advised in the meantime.”
11. Boehm
McGlade banked his plane towards the US border and prepared for his landing in Bellingham. He came in low over the freeway and touched down at customs, then waited in the plane until an agent drove up. He handed the officer his pilot's license and passport. 
There was always a delay at this point when McGlade presented his credentials. He'd been on the border computers for some years and the time to examine his papers seemed to extend with each visit.  The agent looked at his netbook, looked back at McGlade and said "I'll be back in a moment."  McGlade had no option but to continue to sit there, and opened up his doors against the afternoon sun.  

Twenty minutes passed, and finally the guard returned with his superior, to ask that McGlade step out of the plane. "How long will you be staying Mr. McGlade?"

"Three calendar days" he replied. "I'll be back Sunday night." The older official looked into the plane's seating area.  "Please stand clear of the plane. Are you bringing anything with you?  Is that your guitar?"

"Yes it is; I'm a keen amateur. But no, I'm not a musician - my friends and family can attest to that." The agents were not amused. 
"What is the purpose of your visit?" McGlade knew he had to be careful here. They were looking for any excuse to deny him entry, as always.

"I'm attending a meeting in San Francisco of my Society. A board meeting, I'm a director...I'm...”
"Do you work for that Society? Does it have branches in Canada and the United States?  What is the name of the Society?"

"The Humanist Union, we have branches in eight countries including the US and Canada." 
"Please check out through this station within four days, with this aircraft, on your return flight.  No deviation will be permitted."

McGlade acknowledged the instructions and got back into his plane.  He ran up the engine, got clearance from the tower and took off, pointing south along the coast. "One of these times..." he muttered to himself, as he settled back and climbed to follow the Olympic range.  He had a five hour flight remaining to the Bay area.

When he touched down at San Francisco International that afternoon McGlade's wife Alexa was waiting for him with a rental car outside the tie down area. 
"When I didn't hear from you this morning, I assumed that the border left you alone this time," she said, as he threw his flight bags into the back seat. McGlade slumped into the passenger seat beside her.

"They almost made me play the guitar," said McGlade. "Thank God they came to their senses. Otherwise, death by Johnny Cash." 
Alexa laughed. "You know where we’re going in Marin County?" she asked.

"Let me know when it says Mount Tamalpais. I can find Allan's by eye after that, I think he has a quarter-section in there somewhere. Sorry, but I'm going to try to have a short nap, I can still hear the plane’s radios in my ears.” 

Alexa steered the car up the Camino Real for the half-hour journey to the Golden Gate Bridge.
Allan Boehm was a multimillionaire, a founding board member of the HU and its leading philanthropist. His seed donations were what originally brought the Society to the world's attention and gave it credibility; he alone had underwritten the Archenteron as his prime interest. 
Boehm had invited the McGlades to come by a few days before that month’s board meeting; he said he had a surprise for them on the evening of September 30 if they could make that date - so here they were.

Boehm was a free spirit, business-wise, whose firm had won the ‘second stimulus’ contract to upgrade America’s Internet with fibre optics. After selling his companies and web portals assembled for that, he had remained in the public spotlight through his ownership of a professional basketball team. The season opener for the San Francisco Sound was the next night, and a sleepy McGlade speculated that Boehm had signed a blockbuster free-agent to his team.

"We're here; at least that is the Mt. Tamalpais exit." 
McGlade sat up and looked out the car windows - "Start up the mountain and look for Stoneham Road about one third the way up."  Shortly a stone wall highlighted by a wrought iron gate loomed up. "Open Net, that's it, I was only here at night once, but I do recall that name for his estate." 
Alexa drove in and parked alongside some farm vehicles. "He's on his way," said McGlade, pocketing his cell phone.

Allan Boehm did not have many friends, as he kept his own counsel and then some. Still, he knew that Martin McGlade was surely one of them. They had built cabins adjacent to each other, while squatting on forestry land in British Columbia thirty-odd years before, and both young men had struggled as small businessmen, being naturally challenged by real work. Regardless, they were patently ‘successful’ and it was time to do some reminiscing.

"Ed, can you take their bags up to G2?” He gestured to a painter working on an outbuilding. "Sure Boss!"

"Do you mind if I go and freshen up?" asked Alexa.

"Not without a hug first." Boehm said, grandly lifting her off the ground. 

McGlade wryly recalled one of Boehm’s approaches to his girlfriend those decades before, when he had walked over to their cabin stark naked, as was sometimes the custom in their post-hippie commune. Arlene’s sexuality was complex; however, she wasn't prepared for any threesomes. But she had been known to run off with the odd lover for a period if they caught her fancy in the very early days. Her relationship with the equally adventurous Martin grew tenuous as the winds of youth blew through their lives, and finally they parted after seven childless years.

Boehm grabbed McGlade in their old upside down handshake and pointed behind his house.

"I'm working on my right brain in the barn," he said. "Let's go face a few batters."

McGlade knew this was going to be interesting, if only because Boehm was eccentric and rich at the same time. He had always been so arrogant that he was the last guy you would want to see succeed, but you have to give credit where it's due, and he had been brilliant in setting up his web portals, his first great success. 
McGlade had been especially intrigued with how he taught the real estate market to sell off property at the first sign of a downturn, then to reclaim it later at a lower price. A simple concept, yet one that flew in the face of the "buy and hold" common wisdom that came before. Like short selling, his re-buy philosophy made big money while millions of others lost everything in the recession of the decade before. Then he had parlayed that coup with an even bigger one when he landed the national fibre optics contract.

"Nice cabin!" said McGlade, "You’ve come up in the world." 
"Apparently." agreed Boehm. "There is money in realism at times. C’mon in."  The two men walked into a large barn of fairly recent vintage, complete with the smell of horse droppings and old hay; some chickens clucked authentically in a corner. Boehm pointed to a mound of dirt with a white protrusion sticking up from it in the middle of the barn.

"Guess what that is," he said.  McGlade looked around without seeing, while Boehm picked through a box containing random sporting goods, from which he extracted two baseball gloves. "A pitcher’s mound?” said McGlade, "where's home plate?"

Boehm stepped up onto the mound and depressed the rubber twice. The barn’s lights went out and an overhead projector brilliantly illuminated a smooth wall forty feet away. The ambience was clearly the old Yankee Stadium, and here was Mickey Mantle coming to bat.

McGlade cackled. "Too cool. Are you going to bean him or should I - how did you know I've always hated the Yankees?"

"Everybody does, unless they're Yankee fans." Boehm went into his windup with an exaggerated flourish and threw a looping ball that sailed high and wide of the batter, eliciting the unmistakable voice of Mel Allen decrying "Ball one!”

"Ha Ha!” laughed McGlade. "Is that a touch screen?"

"Yes, there's a wire grid embedded in plastic behind a layer of paint, and depending on where the ball hits it, different things happen. Watch me deliberately put one right over the plate." Boehm methodically threw a ball that landed in front of the wall and bounced harmlessly away to no effect. "Oops. One more time.”

This time the ball hit the wall within the strike zone and the barn filled with crowd noise. As Mel Allen declaimed "There’s a drive to deep left-center field! - Snider’s going back, back! - and he pulls it in on the warning track. One away!” 
The projector then displayed another Yankee coming up to bat, and Boehm handed McGlade the baseball glove.
“The reason I set this up” he said "is to rehab my left arm. Try throwing left-handed. And step on the rubber just before you throw." McGlade protested that it was a right-handed glove anyway, so he had no choice but to throw it with his left hand. He began what he thought would be a familiar wind up from his childhood, but it just wasn't there. He put the baseball in his right hand with the glove jammed over his left, and made his usual wind up. 
"I can see what you mean by training your right side brain; I've got no clue how to wind up from the left side. And as for the throw itself, that would be ugly..."

"Yeah that's what I'm working on, you saw my pitches from the left side and I'm a righty just like you. I've always had a reasonable left arm but nothing like my right. It just feels good to be training from that side, to watch and feel it learning. I do the same thing in tennis."

"Do you mind if I take this batter from the right side?"

"Okay, but first put this glove on... okay - press the rubber three times and then the pitching machine is going to send three balls back to you, catch them...”

For the next hour McGlade and Boehm replayed the 1955 World Series, with the computer mixing in balls and strikes and their resultant strikeouts or hits with uncanny accuracy, all amid the surrounding din of a packed Ebbetts Field or Yankee Stadium cheering each result.

The two men drank red wine as if they were twenty again, ecstatic in their private and virtual universe of baseball in a barn. Alexa finally appeared at the door, threw a few pitches herself from closer in, then the three of them ambled back to the main house for dinner. 

"If you like virtual baseball - wait till you see what I've got cooked up with the Sound tomorrow night. It's our season opener, and it's going to open more eyes than any basketball game ever has."

"Did you reincarnate Wilt, or what's happening?” asked McGlade.
"Strict media blackout, so far at least. This is going to be big and you're going to like it."

Alexa and McGlade smiled at each other. Old Mr. Arrogant was in his element, and it was fun to watch. And this guy delivered.
The next day Alexa and McGlade came down for breakfast to find Boehm reading the San Francisco Examiner on his tablet in the kitchen. They had no sooner settled into their chairs than Boehm swung the tablet around to show them the front page, which displayed a picture of a rounded, odd-looking building.

"That's the Sound Room,” Boehm said. "That will be half the show right there. Can you tell by looking why it's built that way?" 
Alexa looked at it. "Sort of an inverted honeycomb. You can play basketball in there?" she asked. 
McGlade peeked over her shoulder. "Reminds me of the Habitat 67 buildings put up by Moshe Safdie, as ultramodern apartments in that day. Definitely cellularized.”

Boehm smiled and took back the tablet. "Don't read the story; I want it to be a surprise for you. I have two press conferences this afternoon, and after that have arranged for us to have dinner in my box at 6 PM - is that okay?" 

Alexa nodded at McGlade and rolled her eyes. This was going to be interesting.

12. Diplomacy?
The Secretary of Defense sat in his office, The Washington Post website in front of him.

Why in the name of Christ do I have to deal with this!! Leeman hollered at nobody in particular, since he was alone in the room. The lead story in the Post detailed the growing difficulties the United States was having due to the international boycott of countries with nuclear weapons. 4N COUNTRIES BOYCOTT WIDENS it declared. 
As US influence and its relative wealth in the world declined after 2013, it was coming under more and more world pressure to disarm and to support the UN, as most countries had at least pledged to do. Leeman knew the situation was far more complicated than that for the Pentagon – arms sales and gunboat diplomacy had been the hallmark of the American ‘defense’ establishment, and he was going to be the guy who had to tear this all down? He should retire and let someone else play Benedict Arnold...
Leeman studied the article. What the fuck is a 4N country again? he muttered. 

“Shirley, will you send Capt. Ridington to my office, please... OK, then put him on the line.”

Leeman answered the return call from his adjutant. 
“Sir, a 4N Country is neutral, non-nuclear, and supports the UN”. That’s all of Europe, Russia signed this week; Holland is still in denial, Israel...and all of Asia except India, China claims they will comply.”
“Uh huh, and Canada too, I  ...”
“Yes, in fact this boycott started in Rotterdam, then was linked to the UN by the humanists, their species governance campaign. The Canadian government carried the ball into the UN following their neutrality referendum,” said Ridington. “It went on from there.”

Leeman requested a report on the boycott with a review of White House policy toward it. 
The next day he sat down with Senator Berg, State Secretary Edwards, and their scheduled attendee Carrie Taylor, the Canadian Ambassador to the US. It was a beautiful morning on Capitol Hill as they ate brunch in an al fresco dining area of the Cambrian Hotel.

“Miss Taylor, I...” began Leeman and Taylor interjected “...call me Carrie.”
“I’m afraid I’m not here to be convivial, Miss...er, Carrie,” continued Leeman, looking over at his male companions. “This boycott business is getting out of hand.”

“It’s certainly not in my hands, if that’s what you mean, Mr. Leeman. Canada’s the least of it, and it’s damaging our economy as well.” 
Secretary Edwards leaned forward. “Canada only has to deal with one country – us – and we have to deal with most of the world with this.”
“Yes, but the US is most of the world to Canada. We’re each other’s largest trading partner, remember.” Carrie Taylor was known for her intellect more than her diplomacy, but she made an effort to be sympathetic. “What are the most difficult aspects of this boycott for you? Is it the actual impact it would have on your immediate economic issues, or around security questions?”
Leeman looked at his two associates, as if it was an outrage to even have to address questions like this. Where did this huge intrusion on American affairs come from and how was it going to end? He looked steadily at Taylor. 

"I tell you - I've scheduled this meeting, Carrie - we’ll put our cards on the table here - there was one line in that article in the Post that mentioned an imminent agreement whereby the navies of the world would sail to Singapore and surrender to the UN. In fact this morning I heard the term ‘sailing to Singapore’ used by the Secretary of the Navy, as if it might happen tomorrow. I'm here to tell you it never shall. Not on my watch or anybody else's. We didn't spend 200 years putting the Navy together to scrap it, as an experiment."

Taylor looked around the table. She could see that the ex-general was overstepping a few boundaries within the diplomatic world, but that was to be expected from a military man. She could see that Sen. Berg was happy that Leeman was taking the aggressive tack that he was, even though Edwards was somewhat taken aback, and wondering what they were doing there. She realized that she might be the only functioning diplomat at the table.

"I'm not sure it's fair to characterize the delivery of the national navies to peacetime use, or even conversion, as a surrender, Mr. Secretary, I think the proper term for it might be a buyback, with full monetary credit to the contributing nations. The same way we buy back fish boats with no quota. With regard to the fact that the boycott may have originated in Canada, I should point out that it began as a poll commissioned by the Dutch humanists, which was then picked up in the media and became widely supported. From there Canada voted to become a neutral country, via a referendum, confirmed during a free vote in our House of Commons. Let's recall too that the nuclear weapon structure in Holland was really what precipitated this neutral country phenomenon suddenly emerging and evolving into a boycott. No Canadian ever suggested the boycott; that was brought here by the Europeans. And the EU supports it wholesale.”

Leeman remained steadfastly implacable. "I'm not prepared to review matters like that at this point, and you should realize that I may never be ready to discuss the dissolution of our armed forces. As for turning each of our states into a canton - well you'd better speak to the President about that, I think you know where I will be on that issue, too. Avery, Sen. Berg do you have anything to say here?”
Berg picked up Leeman’s thread. "Mr. Ambassador, we're having this meeting so that you take our grave concerns and protests back to Ottawa with you, but we want some resolution of this matter and would like to see you spearhead it. Many here in Washington believe that Canada initiated this issue. So it's only proper that you participate in its conclusion."

Taylor absorbed the Senator’s parroting of the old general’s diatribe. "Conclusion? What are you contemplating as its conclusion?"

Edwards spoke up, making a gesture as if to smooth the waters. 
"I think we are asking you to move this item very far back on the agenda, with every effort to take it off the agenda. The Chinese are citing huge differences with this demilitarization concept, and in America we have strong and vicious lobbies against it. I don't know how anyone could characterize going along this path as being progressive; it's inviting outright civil war. So if you can help us move this Navy provision to a back burner behind the canton provisions, which are being rejected in any event, that's the earliest time frame we could possibly deal with this."

Taylor could see that the meeting was concluding, and wanted to defuse the rhetoric somewhat.
“The canton conversions are not going to float, I agree. I think we all recognize that, it’s too much too soon. The UN is going to try to rescue it as a method for resolving territorial disputes, for internal unrest among minorities. Mr. Edwards, can you possibly make a provisional statement to the effect that if and when the canton conversion is defeated that you would be prepared to look at the demilitarization option? I realize that it wouldn't make any sense until then, but if you can mention the Navy buyback somewhere in your diplomatic language in the days to come it will signal your consideration and acknowledgment of the concept."

"That would be premature" he replied "let's hear back from your parliament first."
13. Trepidation
Kody dropped by the McGlade house on the lake late in the morning to find McGlade astride his riding mower, one of his favourite places, oblivious to everything behind a wall of engine noise. As the machine continued with its circuits around a large dogwood tree, McGlade finally noticed Kody offering mock landing instructions for the mower.
They repaired to the kitchen and McGlade put on some fresh coffee. The fall weather was peaceful, the late summer sun declining in the sky, its light doubly brilliant on the porch after it reflected off the calm water. They leaned in the doorway to savour it, and watched Alexa drive the McGlades’ old Mercedes down their dirt driveway and away toward town.

"Hey," said Kody “what's with the old Benz? How can you have a Lake Renegade tied up 20 meters from here and be driving an old Benz?” 

"Why, it must be my sense of restraint!" recited McGlade. “A quarter million for the plane and $4500 for the Benz - go figure. The Union pays me the equivalent of the airline tickets for each flight I take on it, so the lease on the Lake is more or less a push. As for the Benz - yeah - but I need a Chinese tractor first." 
Kody threw up his arms in surrender. “Same thing with my sailboat, when I'm broke I sell it and start over again.”
The two men had known each other for ten years and lived on the same rural island road. Kody was an unconventional North American native, tall and always elegantly dressed in an arty way. Although quick to make fun of his own people and their ways, at the same time you could sense the great pride he held in his origins. McGlade found that mix warm and refreshing, and the two men regaled themselves with a ribald humour that they both knew should really go no further than their own ears.

“Is the halfrican going to cadge a third term” began Kody, “or run for the UN?”
“Good question,” replied McGlade, "maybe he’ll just hang around like Putin did. But it’s not like him to ask for a rule change at this juncture.”

“The Globe says the humanists are getting a rough ride from the Pentagon, for their part in the 4N campaign?”
“Nah, their main pressure point is coming from the UN itself, the fleet buyback - I think the 4N Euro people have done the job so well that the US has to follow, or face a continuing recession that could morph into depression. They just can’t afford the Pentagon anymore down there, and they’re always the last to realize that. Nobody will buy their arms and that was their T-Bird. Nobody even dares talk about their air force and missile silos yet.”

The men looked at each other for a few seconds in silence. The influence of McGlade’s book ‘1000 Summers’ and the humanist revival had caught everyone by surprise, creating an Internet groundswell of opinion against militarism, especially in the context of its cost during a deepening world recession. The two didn’t have to say anything - they just stared out at the lake and took in the sound of the birds and breezes.
“I shouldn’t mention this, but we had an interesting new member join the Union this summer – name of Yamanaka. The fusion guy.”
 “Wow!” said Kody “is he looking for shelter, or to ...”

“I wouldn’t say that, he has his friends. Probably sees the battle we’re in with conservative American interests and feels some kinship. Maybe he wants to be carried along by the 4N’s momentum. We’ll have to see. He sure made an interesting addition to the fold.”

“Maybe put him on the board? I know you don’t disclose who’s there yet, but he is one smart dude.”
“I’m not sure we’d want to stack things up too much against these transitional US policies, Obama’s been really good with us and I wouldn’t want to see things polarized if we can help it. I want to keep the ball rolling, but under control.”

“How have the Dutch reacted after being outed for their nuclear weapons? That was so strange.”
McGlade sighed. “Yes, I first heard of that when Alexa and I visited Veghel, a farm town, because her family is Dutch, and we spent a few weeks there two summers ago. We visited two Canadian army cemeteries nearby - my father served there in the second war. The 4N idea started at the humanism offices in Rotterdam, actually, and I was driving back to Veghel with her nephew Joop, and I asked him how he felt about Holland possibly becoming a neutral country. I was taken aback when he didn't readily agree that it was a sound idea. After all, the Dutch are supposed to be peaceful people. Anyway, Joop is just an otherwise uninvolved citizen, and I began to understand a little bit better what the foreign-policy was of the Dutch government. In Veghel we could see the fighter bombers making their test flights over the Dutch countryside - in a country that small it's hard to hide your military manoeuvres. And they were frequent and loud.”
Kody nodded. “And of course Canada has quite a history with the Dutch people vis-à-vis national defence."
"We’ve been in NATO together for 60 years, Canadians are highly respected there for helping to liberate them during the war - but I guess the Germans left a lasting impression on them. It's like the Holocaust, they adopted a ‘never again’ attitude irrespective of the costs to their moral fabric otherwise.”

“Understandable. But they did belong to NATO.  I guess they didn't truly trust that alliance to protect them from a serious threat. Same as the Israelis, they had to have control of their own nukes."

"That may have been part of it," continued McGlade. "But the story I'm hearing is that the Dutch military negotiated early on, in the 50’s, to have autonomous control over any US nuclear weapons on their territory. If you think about it, this can appear to be a sensible arrangement, because if the US would start a limited war in Europe then the Dutch would not automatically be into it, so it could appear prudent from that perspective. It became clear from their reviews in parliament however that the Dutch military really wanted the option of nuking the capital of Russia or Germany or France or whomever, should a war ever start. Like the Israelis they only have one or two big cities, and they stood to lose horribly in any of those confrontations. Still, they felt a need to have a force de frappe like the French, to obviate those possibilities.”
“Interesting. So what are the Dutch going to do now that they're not allowed to be a 4N country? Amsterdam's going to be pretty quiet if the tourists have to boycott all the pot shacks.”
“Well, it's the same for the Chinese and Indians, and the Israelis of course. The UN has a timetable and I'm sure it's flexible within reason, just as the Americans want more time for converting their Navy. That said, the boycott’s the boycott and it’s staying in place, everybody knows that it's going to remain as the status quo, it will never end, you have to come into compliance instead. The Dutch only have an estimated 25 nuclear weapons and they’re fairly old, so they know what to do if these ramifications get to them."

“They have to take a lesson from the Japanese," said Kody. "Small countries, big cities, no place for nuclear weapons. I hear the UN is introducing a bounty system?"
"Apparently, yes. Very similar to how we pay a bounty to hunt down Internet spammers. That was very effective, and it would be very hard to hide a national weapons program from every possible whistleblower, especially given the readiness of bloggers to toot their horn these days." McGlade smiled as he took pride in the power of websites.
“Yes, but the mood can change,” replied Kody. “As a web developer I've seen some pretty harsh attitude changes on the Net about these matters and nobody seems really to have a finger on what people truly think. And who knows if the Internet is going to remain an independent entity? I don't even want to get into those conspiracy theories; there are plenty of Japanese and Russian militarists, who were blaming you and the Swiss and whomever for selling pacifism as a pack of New World Order lies. And these idiots all have their friends, too.”
"True, I suppose.” replied McGlade. “Lots of work to do for the UN on that infrastructure and its guarantees. Have you been by the Archenteron of late?"

Kody smiled. “Martin how are you really going to meld this into your humanism idea, this ‘Archenteron’?  First the 4N countries, then the UN, and so on - isn’t this going to be a little bit too wild? The last time I tied up in the pass the crew boats were in there, so I assume the work continues. You haven't been back since two months ago?"

McGlade shifted uneasily. "Yes, but Marki and I are going to take Blond Air if she’s ready, or the Stardot Star up there later this week, but I think I have the Star sold. Jeremy wants to charter the Star for the coming year, otherwise, so I better check it out. He's a good craftsman and I hear he has the soundproofing completed on Stardot as well. That was my main complaint with that boat as well, diesel turbos in your ears all day. I just wish I could rip off two full weeks and enjoy this place and the boats and a friend's company for a while. But I'm back at The Hague in ten days to try to integrate again with the IHEU, got to get that done, and the Archenteron remains a long term program. Like a C++ component in the grand application we are building.”
“Hey, web services man, don’t scare me like that! Active Server pages bugged me like turbos all night.” 
The two men recalled fondly their former lives as web developers and programmers. "So what's the Archenteron going to be - a plug-in?" Kody continued “Has the Humanist Union gone uptown? Or are we still working on the down low?" he jibed.
"Oh shit, the goalposts are always moving; have to reinvent the sucker every six months. Started out in Burnaby and soon hit the harder stuff. I had innocently believed that people would embrace, or at least accept the idea of a church as the proper vessel for this thing, but I was wrong. That was made plain to me when I tried to bring the word humanism into the fray. All hell broke loose, because humanists fancy themselves to be super individualistic, and of course they are until we teach them differently. The IHEU, the governing body for humanists was pissed off at me because they don't want any adjectives preceding the word humanism. This is supposedly to help people identify with one single humanism instead of secular humanism, religious humanism, and so on. Fair enough; but I had to find a rationale for working around it because of this individualism thing - it's the Humanist Union's job to educate people that inclusive humanism is the layer above individual humanism, it's the political layer and it’s how humanists speak as one voice.” 

McGlade looked exasperated but animated, retelling his battles to legitimize humanism for its own sake. “I still can’t believe what I had to go through just to get them to accept that, the idea that inclusive is just a modifier to indicate that it’s a social philosophy. As usual your enemies come from within, every goddamn humanist thinks he's a hero of some sort, some cat that is not about to be herded. When I got the IHEU exemption and clarification published on their site, that really drew attention to us and I was surprised and gratified at how much support followed."

Kody agreed. "I think the key to your success with the Humanist Union initiative started when you had that chapter in your book citing ‘antihuman behaviour’ - that really became a catchword like ‘going green’ a decade ago."
"Antihuman was important, evidently a novel concept, sad to say. Biersten uses it a lot, other organizations picked up on it, and since the root ‘human’ does parse out of it, there was some consequent focus brought to bear on humanism. They're all contributing factors. But I had to get away from the church idiom because the atheists that dominated the humanist movement were becoming a total pain in the ass. I don't know how many hours I sat and argued with those cretins that religion was the last thing I want to talk about, or that anybody wants to talk about at an intellectual level. And if I did, it would have to be respectful. They had hijacked humanism as an atheist playpen, and by Jesus nobody was going to take it back from them. It kind of set them up as an odd outfit I just had to deal with. A perfect example was the British Humanist Association, which was very intimately associated with the NSS of Britain, their National Secular Society. Trench warfare with the Church of England, and that was what they were about - period. Too bad, nobody was going to intrude on that, either. Except that they were taking the word humanist in vain, and I wanted humanism for my own regimental colors.”
“So what happened? They've been pretty quiet lately."
“The BHA is still plodding along, dragging the Bible out of the schools; they still equate humanism with atheism and the young people still treat them all like a bunch of old fart church bashers, which of course they are. I guess they had some fun during the Bush era with fundamentalists and got addicted to that game, so they're still out there beavering away on the fringe as always. It’s amazing how Britain is almost as Christian-crazy as France is or Italy, the CoE is really their Catholicism. You learn that.”
“The enemy within, as you say. Yeah, they would absorb some oxygen wouldn’t they?  But don't most people equate humanism with atheism, why do you expect them to think otherwise? I remember you confessing to me your admiration for the Renaissance humanists, so you're holding modern atheists to that standard?"

"Absolutely, this business of pounding away on religions is totally unproductive. The classical church was a spaceship built by man to get to heaven, so the Union is doing the same with the Archenteron; it’s just an optional feature. I've learned that you can't get too prescriptive with these projects; you have to break them out into lesser parts and leave people to choose among them as they would wish. Something what makes sense in this country might be downright blasphemous or illegal in another part of the world. And if you recall Renaissance humanism - people like Petrarch worked within the church and not outside of it, whether they were clergy or not, you couldn't really hide from them, it was the work of God you were doing. So all a matter of definition, and the church held the budget. Are you a humanist, Kodes?" 

"Well, I am a member of your Union. Of course, I just subscribed to your newsletters to keep an eye on you, McGlade." he smiled. 
“But that's a serious question to be asking an Indian, are you trying to hurt my brain or what? Ha Ha. I'm either a complete humanist or not one at all, by that I mean your inclusive humanist. An Indian will always be an Indian; he doesn't ever need to be anything else. So collectively, yes, we are part of the species; we have to be responsible enough to be onside. It's a noble cause.”
“True, I do wonder sometimes if this is going to be a fad that burns out in a year or ten or whenever, as Obama wondered,” McGlade replied, "but I’ve decided not to worry about it. It will disseminate on its own merits, and we're going to have await some concrete results. The partnership with the UN is critical, if the world sees all those military vessels being tied up in Singapore and headed for the scrap yard, or converted into hospital ships and so on, not only is that a solid result, those advances are seen as manifested via the UN. That really sets the hook for us. All the Union did was to participate in the 4N campaign through political polling; that drew attention to us and the UN as partners, and dovetailed with the debate in the US around the Pentagon spending and Biersten’s breakthrough. When the Supreme Court allowed her tax discretion to go to the UN, we had our peace tax protocol enshrined."
"Will Ban get the Nobel Peace Prize for his part? I'm reading that he’s just about there by acclamation.”
“I certainly hope so; he was the guy who held this all together and gave it continuity. Sometimes a nice little recession is the best time to get things done; people take their security, what’s left of it, a lot more seriously. When the UN was faced with bankruptcy five years ago that's the best thing that could've happened to it. We either had to scrap the UN or fund it, that simple. The 4N boycott, the American dollar meltdown that cornered the Pentagon, the ‘forsake arms’ amendment. Those all opened this tax pathway to the UN and here we are.”

Kody looked unconvinced. "Is this canton partitioning thing really going to float – I read yesterday that it won’t, it looks premature, and it’s that sort of thing that makes me worry that this ‘revolution’ might be extinguished. Democracy is fine, but maybe we’re pushing too hard?”
"Well, the canton system would have given us better rep by pop at the UN, and in the meantime, the dollars carry their own votes as well. Remember each canton’s vote is broken out not just on their population, but with their annual contribution factored in as well. That's only fair, and in place so I don't see any issues down the road. I like the global pension initiative being tied to a canton’s contributions, a very fair quid pro quo.  The cantons that don't like it are free to buy their own influence, it's the only system that can work and that everybody can understand. But yeah, it’s tenuous... I hope things pan out. The process itself is delicate and there are an awful lot of people who flatly state that it's just not going to happen. We’ll have to let out a lot of line and always be aware that they're there.”
McGlade suggested that they go down to the marina to check up on the Stardot Star’s progress, and then pick up Marki from preschool. Kody had driven onto the lawn as he always seemed to, and McGlade gave him careful instructions on how not to drive over his new grass this time on their way out.
14. Maurelle
The town of Campbell River is the gateway to British Columbia's northern Gulf Islands, and the major embarkation point for boats traveling through their myriad channels and inlets. The mountainsides rise precipitously from the sea, staring down at empty fiords that see significant traffic only in high summer. Virtually uninhabited, they offer few anchorages owing to their steep cliff faces dropping down into waters hundreds of meters deep. 
It was in these islands that the Canadian government had decided to launch a new program offering ‘boating leases’, with the HU as one of the founding contractors. These leases consist of waterfront campsites, rented out at nominal cost to Canadian taxpayers from a website where they first file their tax returns, then reserve their sites.

Marnie McGlade and Doug Marshall were the project leaders tasked with setting up the initial campsites, from a lakeside former logging camp in the interior of Maurelle Island. Today they had picked up four young ‘clients’ at the Campbell River bus station, and brought them down to Blond Air for the one day run back up to the island. 
Marshall greeted the recovering street people as Marnie brought their backpacks onto the afterdeck. “Is anyone here familiar with these boats or any kind of boating at all?” 

He asked dubiously; there were two boys and two girls, the oldest was perhaps 25 years old, the youngest in her late teens. These youngsters had elected to work in the Maurelle camp rather than serve theft or vagrancy sentences in the city. They would be paid the minimum wage, and be in a position to earn a small lot on which to build their own cabin, if they proved compatible with the rest of the community that they would be working alongside. It was a project intended to break the cycle of drug addiction and homelessness that, during this recession, was making destructive inroads on the youngest members of society.

Doug Marshall, 29, was a government drug counsellor whose job it was to remove lethal street drugs from the lives of these young people, by whatever means was necessary. To gain their confidence, trust and respect he could supply safer drugs to the young people himself, if need be. Canada had initiated a corps of such drug counsellors in its major cities, after revamping its drug possession laws. 
Only drug dealing was illegal, any citizen was free to ingest any substance - the emphasis was on personal responsibility. These street people had been picked up for vagrancy, with enough methamphetamine, ecstasy or the like on them to be charged with dealing, and had been sentenced conditionally.

"My dad has a sailboat, or he had one for a couple of years anyway," replied the older girl, "but I was too young to sail it then; I do know that I don't get sea sick." The two boys just shook their heads, signifying no previous experience. “What does Blond Air mean?” asked the youngest girl. “Sunshine,” replied Marnie “– and not the liquid kind we have today.”

Marshall took the four of them for a short tour of the twelve meter vessel, identifying its safety features and amenities, and indicating where to stow their backpacks. Marnie warmed up the engines and took the wheel, Marshall released the lines, and Blond Air backed down from its temporary slip at the fishermen’s dock - they were underway. It was 10:30am and the rising tide would help boost them up through Seymour Narrows. 
It was raining as it so often does during the West Coast fall and winter, and Marnie brought out a selection of Cowichan sweaters for her young charges to consider. 
"These will be your day-to-day uniform", she said. "They're knitted by the local native community, they're expensive and they're waterproof to some degree. You can wear them virtually year-round and they're remarkably warm, they also distinguish you from run-of-the-mill tourists and help identify you as one of our own, so look after it the way a cowboy would look after his hat - I mean horse."

Marshall invited them down into Blond Air's galley, where they took a seat around the dinette, watching wide-eyed as the vessel's bow waves rushed by their window. Marnie stepped down from her position in the wheelhouse to pull a rack of warm muffins from the diesel stove’s oven.

"Brings the crew together faster than a box of donuts," she cracked. Marshall produced some heavy ceramic coffee mugs and the group became comfortable around a large chart that he spread onto the table.

"This is where we are and this is where we’re going," he pointed. "We'll be around the back of Maurelle Island and onto our dock by 1600 hours, then hiking up to the lake 800 meters. You have a berth in the bunkhouse reserved for you there, for the first month.”

The oldest of the three boys, Evan, broke his silence in a cracking voice. 

“This is so cool, I can't believe it,” he said. 
The other two grunted in agreement. They looked at Marshall in a beseeching way, wondering when the shoe was going to fall and where this most comfortable morning was going to end for them. 
They were used to subsisting on a sidewalk after drinking and getting high for most of the night, with nothing but sneers from adults for breakfast. They were further amazed when Marshall tossed a small bag of pot onto the chart and extracted some rolling papers from within it, asking Evan to roll one or two joints. The youths looked at each other, shying away from the task, which Marshall took up himself. He expertly rolled a sizable doobie, licked it up and down, and then lit it from the flame inside the oil stove. He cracked a cabin window, took a long deep drag, and then exhaled through the window. He passed the joint on to the oldest girl Iliana, who gingerly held it at arm’s length.

"Go ahead, share it around," said Marshall. “It's the last dope you're allowed of any kind for the next thirty days. You can watch everyone else have a beer, glass of wine, smoke a joint - but that's as far as it goes with anybody out here. No street shit of any kind; or you're gone and you're not coming back. Then after a month you're on your own and you're expected to be responsible like every other adult. 
Marshall looked around at them pointedly. "Marnie’s Dad, Martin tells us the story of the days when he used to own a garage thirty years ago, and he hired convicts released from Millhaven penitentiary as his mechanics. Millhaven was where they sent the incorrigibles from the other Canadian lockups. If a new inmate behaved, he got his underwear back in a week. In a month he was almost dressed. So far, you all get to stay dressed. But in summer, well..."

The other girl demurred, while the two boys smoked down the rest of the joint. Marnie waved off an invitation to finish it. The new crew members were relieved for having been briefed on the rules, and each nodded that they’d remain clean thereafter, during their probation period.

"I'm going to go take over the wheel from Marnie until we're through the Narrows, then each of you will take a turn getting familiar with steering the boat and watching for deadheads, two of you at a time. Evan and Iliana in the wheelhouse with me first. Go have a nap when you’re off watch, a little wash - whatever - and make sure there's no dope in your backpacks when we land on the dock, because the staff will find it and you'll be right back on the boat. Our ETA is about 1600, so there's no hurry." 
The cosy old cruiser continued on through the rain, up the passage toward Maurelle Island looming on the far horizon.

15. The Room
At the conclusion of their Saturday lunch, Alexa noted that Allan Boehm was being uncharacteristically quiet. “Is today's agenda starting to get to you, Allan?"

His wife Terri looked at Alexa knowingly. "Al, you have to let them know so that they've got the proper clothes on at least. Martin just flew down here in the plane with one suitcase." 
Boehm conceded as much. "I would like to introduce Martin as a guest of honour, as part of the opening ceremonies. The Bay Area is very sympathetic to our cause, so I don't think there will be any issues. There is one other dignitary I would like to introduce at the same time, and they may together cause something of a sensation. I suppose I'm being a showman here, but this should all prove to be positive."

McGlade looked at Alexa. "We'd be delighted Allan, if we can get our clothes pressed in the next few hours or so. But wait a minute - who are the other couple?” 
Boehm smiled. "You'll be intrigued, and they are very much looking forward to meeting you too. We'll pick them up from the hotel in my limo on the way to the game, but security won’t let me mention anything about them in the meantime. Sorry."
Alexa returned at four o'clock that afternoon with McGlade's clothes. "Terri ironed that shirt by herself, I want you to know - everything else was dry cleaning, but we couldn't get shirts washed in that timeframe. Any ideas yet about who the mystery couple is going to be?"

"Probably an old basketball player or a musician, especially since it's called the Sound Room and it’ll be used intensively for music concerts. Allan will want to tie all that back in.”

At 5pm the limousine arrived and the two couples drove off towards the new arena. It was a gloomy October evening, very suitable for a basketball opener in this affluent and most liberal of American cities. 
The car swept across the Golden Gate Bridge and in fifteen minutes pulled up in front of the Four Seasons Hotel in downtown San Francisco. The doorman pointed at the limousine in acknowledgment and indicated to the driver that he would alert his guests that their car had arrived.
McGlade was apprehensive. “Come on Allan - don't scare the shit out of us. Who are these people - have you met them yet?" 
"They’re new members in the Union, possibly a new board member.” Boehm replied as he left the limousine to greet an oriental couple waiting in the hotel lobby. McGlade and Alexa got out as well and stood by the car; Boehm motioned for them to come into the lobby to get out of the rain.

"I'd like to introduce you to Tsuyoshi Yamanaka and his wife Mariko.” said Boehm, and in turn "this is Martin McGlade and his wife Alexa." McGlade and Alexa both offered perfunctory Japanese courtesy bows.
"Hey, it's great to be back in the Bay Area." announced Yamanaka, with an Americanized Japanese accent. "This is where I learned most of my chops. Mariko is still a little English-challenged, but she seems to understand quite well." 
McGlade smiled, "Then we shall have to be very careful what we say. We are so very honoured to meet you, and a warm welcome to the Humanist Union."
The three couples returned to the limousine and continued on toward the arena. McGlade was thrilled at this new development – it would serve them well, indeed to have the world's most visible scientist within the Union's membership; this could have interesting implications. 
The credibility being brought forward by people like Boehm and possibly Yamanaka had been beyond his aspirations for the Union at one time, and together with the synergy of the 4N campaign and the rebirth of the United Nations - with a reputedly sympathetic Obama continuing as the US President - it couldn't get much better than this.

Mariko tried her tentative English on Alexa: "What we see tonight? This is basketball?"
"I expect that this is more than an ordinary basketball game." Alexa replied. "Allan here is opening his new arena and we hear that it is state-of-the-art.” 
“Yes”, said Yamanaka looking at Boehm. "I saw a picture of it on the Internet at the hotel. Apparently it is of a very unusual design."

Boehm smiled. "We’re coming up to it - there - you can see a silhouette. From the outside, it doesn't look much like an arena, smaller than usual as you can see, with many separate entrances on each side.” 
There was plenty of daylight remaining and the rain could not obscure the sight that awaited them as the driver rolled into the VIP parking lot. The building had the sunken flying saucer shape of many other arenas, the exterior bearing few architectural details beyond some large bumps that were repeated all over its inverted-bowl surface. 
"One architect has commented that it looks like a crashed spaceship with a skin disease," said Boehm. "Fair enough, we'll see what they say tomorrow morning."

Three staffers with large Sound Room golf umbrellas came out to escort them in, and the limo’s party continued up three floors to Boehm's private box. Only one or two lights were on inside the stairwell, and the arena’s interior was completely dark except for some aisle and safety lights.

"The ‘Room as we call it, is a multipurpose venue, not just for basketball. It's optimized for music concerts, conventions and speech giving functions - any event that can live with a standard NBA floor size and intimate seating. It's too small for hockey, and there's no provision for an ice surface," Boehm continued. 
"As you can see the viewing window appears to be wide open, but here, if you feel this margin, you will see that there is a thin black mesh across this area. If that mesh is disturbed the lights will flash brightly in here and security staff will be here, pronto.” 

Yamanaka stood up to peer into the darkness. Private boxes on the other side of the arena were beginning to light up as well, and as he watched, the lighting for the seating at the lower levels was turned on, revealing the internal structure of the arena. The floor was covered by a large tarp; there were no more than 5000 seats in total, arranged in a surrounding bowl configuration. The elliptical walls and ceiling were hung with glass-floored private boxes, each with internal tiered seating that offered an open view of the playing area. The bumps on the arena’s roof were seen to be little domes over the private boxes.
McGlade watched as Boehm seated the women and took their coats, and beckoned Yamanaka to take a seat beside him. 
"Such a fine surprise to meet you, we both seem to have considerable undertakings with these Americans. Are you making any headway with your intellectual property issues?"
"Thank you, Martin, and an honour to be here as well. I knew Allan from my Silicon Valley days here, and he was nice enough to invite me to this event after he noticed my application for membership in the Union. The American patent office is holding to the viewpoint or decision on their part that my patent application describes only a mathematical relationship and thus is not patentable. You’d think I was trying to patent the Pythagorean Theorem," he laughed. "My mentor Kiyoshi Ito, the mathematician who first described randomness, once had the same problem; nobody would grant that he was talking about anything in the real world. But eventually there were too many applications utilizing his analysis - it can be a long process."
"That's exactly my experience," replied McGlade. "I had all kinds of trouble with humanists, of all people, because they persistently equated humanism with individual freedom. Many still do. The governing body of humanism, the IHEU only grudgingly regards inclusive humanism as a valid category," he smiled wryly. "Maybe I need you to argue for me, that the word inclusive simply describes a full set of humanists, not some variant of them. I must say though that with our recent popularity that these concerns are beginning to fade for me. They see us as a social as well as an individual credo.”
"As well they should, you've done so much to bring a human face back to that philosophy. When you began your organizing work about a decade ago, I believe, Martin, did you choose humanism or did humanism choose you - which is to say, did you adopt the concept?  Did you seek to redefine it in a modern setting or did you just simply think you were continuing the humanism of the Renaissance era?”
McGlade was flattered that Yamanaka had bothered to learn the basics. "Well, the IHEU would tell you that I simply hijacked humanism. The atheists, especially the social climbing ones who affect humanism gratuitously yet don't do much that is remotely human in a constructive sense – they continue to argue that secular humanism is all that there is. They are the intractable fundamentalists of our movement; there are some in every family I guess. I view them as the hijackers."

The arena was beginning to fill and the noise level began to creep up, with the excitement and optimism typical of an opening night. Most of the patrons were agog at all the overhanging boxes, with their translucent floors and walls, fully illuminated and alive with their occupants. Allan Boehm returned to sit with them. 
"If you’re ready we’re going to do the introductions for you both at 6:45pm, an usher will take you down to the presentation area by center court at 6:30pm. The gals here are going to coax something out of the automated concession - that glorified dumb waiter - to lay out some finger food in advance of dinner about 8:30pm. We can order our drinks at any time. Does that work for you guys?"

"Do you mind if we have a glass beforehand, Allan? This sort of thing makes me nervous,” said McGlade. The three men concurred and Boehm tapped out their order on the panel screen.
“The women will not be introduced," he clarified. "I'm the MC as it were, and I have a pre-amble of about five minutes after which you will be called. Is OK?  Yes? - I’m off again to the launch pad - see you there.”
McGlade returned to his conversation with Yamanaka. "Tsuyoshi - did I say that right? - at least I have the benefit of numbers behind me, if this is a popularity contest vis-à-vis governments or legacy humanist movements, I suppose our problems are really just to do with eventual execution of these projects. When I think about it, perhaps you are in the same situation; if you're successful in licensing the technology across Europe and the Middle East - when do you expect things to fall into place for you?"
Yamanaka considered for a moment. "My paramount concerns right are that the Americans, the Russians and Chinese have not formally or legally recognized the technology, and that has engendered two serious situations. The first is that the American nuclear establishment is allegedly preparing its own fusion technology, itself predicated on my mathematical analysis without any official acknowledgment, apparently with GE. The central issue I am told is that long-term energy interests in the US do not want to lose their influence in that market. You probably know who I might be speaking of, the Houston cartel as it were, as Allan has advised me. As for China, their large recent investment in pebble reactor technology and ‘clean coal’ is threatened by this central fusion power architecture, together with their growing worldwide sales of that pebble expertise, along with Germany – they have solar stakeholders. Each country does this despite treaties that recognize each jurisdiction’s patents."

"And they have so much on their plate these days," interjected McGlade. "Dealing with demilitarization and possibly some UN canton conversions. I shudder to think where all this is going to end up if anybody breaks ranks. I have been heartened by Obama's continuing support of these initiatives, but we have to wonder if everything is actually going to turn out as contemplated, even with the extended timeframe. We all hoped that after his second inauguration that Obama might bring continued improvement to US foreign relations, but do you think the horse might be too far ahead of the cart?"
Yamanaka nodded knowingly. “In many ways it's all too good to be true - we suddenly have this world order emerging, a clean energy source for the planet, yet we still face nationalism and militarism - as you are always teaching – and continuing forces of corruption in every country. I worry that the UN will not be able to administer and adjudicate the whole thing. To use your terminology, it's a sea change for our species." 

An usher and two security guards appeared at the door. "Time, gentlemen - the opening ceremonies begin in fifteen minutes." The two men accompanied them into an elevator to the lower-level, and thence to the reception area, where Boehm and some local celebrities were assembled. 

"I'm glad this is just an exhibition game," said Boehm. "There are a few bugs to be worked out. You may notice that the scoreboard is not working." 
Yamanaka looked up, and seeing nothing that resembled a scoreboard looked across at McGlade, who shrugged in turn. Boehm just smiled broadly and assuredly.

Yamanaka asked. "Allan, am I correct in thinking that this facility is a little bit small for an NBA franchise? What is the capacity here compared to the seating of the old arena?"
"It's only 9,000 when the private boxes are full," replied Boehm "and there are a number of reasons for that. We don't need nearly as much parking at this location as we would for a conventional arena, which allowed us to select this premium site on rapid transit. Every seat is, on average, fully 60% closer to the floor action than they were in a conventional bowl configuration, because we use the boxes to form the ceiling, the Sound Room is a monster egg carton, those domes are for stiffening and exhaust. There are of course no posts obstructing views. It's also meant to be a venue for major music concerts, which can outnumber NBA home dates by a factor of three." 
An ovation in the crowd distracted him, then he continued.

"The main reason is that the facility and its systems are optimized for streamed television over the Net. There are webcams built into each of those boxes overhead, and the viewer watching from home can select which ones to watch the game with, interactively. So a fan watching the Sound can elect to watch the game from right behind their bench if they wish, hear the coach. And it goes from there, as you shall see about half an hour before game time. There would've been diminishing returns to try to chase down those missing 10,000 fans in a conventional arena, then have to seat them way up in the nosebleed areas - they also tended to hold our most transient and unruly fans. It can seem elitist at first, but when you think about it, any fan can sit at home and watch the game in better circumstances than they ever thought possible in years past."

The lights dimmed and a spotlight came on to reveal a red carpet that had been rolled out to center court. The announcements began:
"A fond welcome to you all and another great season of San Francisco Sound basketball. We are pleased to introduce you to our new facility for this coming season, the most advanced for its kind and purpose in the world. 
In addition to basketball, tonight featuring our Sound and the Seattle Grizzlies, the Sound Room is expected to host more than 120 music concerts in the coming year. We invite you to book these events from the comfort of your own home, as there will be no walk-up tickets sold, although in partnership with Craigslist and MasterCard you may exchange tickets with season-ticket holders as you prefer. As always, we are indebted to you, our great fans.
It is our pleasure now to introduce Mr. Allan Boehm, the owner of the San Francisco Sound and the Sound Room, for the opening ceremonies."

Boehm walked out to center court to rising applause and took up his stance behind the lectern.
"This facility, for this team, for this city has been my dream for twenty years and I cannot tell you how gratifying it is to see everything in place at last. You will watch basketball and hear music from a vantage point never before possible, here or at home. You will enjoy automated food and beverage services that are available nowhere else, all with the highest possible quality, in keeping with the sophistication of this great city. We understand your tastes, your enthusiasm, and we treasure your loyalty.”
He paused to look around him, the applause in the arena warming and appreciative. "I have two very special guests with us this evening. The first gentleman is considered to be one of the leading scientists in the world, whose mathematical gift of clean energy to our planet may make him the greatest benefactor it will ever have. He attended university right here at Stanford for four years, he’s one of ours and he has brought honour to us all - I give you Dr. Tsuyoshi Yamanaka!"
Yamanaka stepped onto the carpet and walked out to shake Boehm’s hand, to a thundering standing ovation. Mixed in with the conventional applause, were the squeals of joy and hooting reminiscent of 70’s rock concerts - a true San Francisco welcome for a world energy hero. Yamanaka bowed repeatedly to each quarter of the arena.
Boehm continued. "The next gentleman will need no introduction to our audience either; a west coast philosopher and author, his revival of inclusive humanism as the redeeming credo of our species has had an influence unprecedented since the Renaissance humanists themselves. Ladies and Gentlemen – the Moderator of the Humanist Union - Mr. Martin McGlade!"
The waves of applause for the two men rose into a cacophony, as McGlade made his way toward Boehm and Yamanaka, strong reverberations coming from the overhead boxes, an unfamiliar source of such visceral sound. At center court, the combined decibels impacting the three men continued to rise to almost painful levels, as befits a concert space. Patrons stamped their feet and slapped their seats in cadence - it was evident that the patrons could play the building like a set of bongos - not necessarily a good thing in San Francisco...
Boehm raised his hand for quiet, and after an extended pause was able to resume speaking. 
“I’m sure Mr. Yamanaka should be explaining this, but this building is an ellipsoid, so the crowd and game sound, and music from one side is reflected over to the other side, all around the seated area. Every seat is in the “sweet circle”. We need very little amplification, if at all.” 
The crowd noise did indeed seem to have an essence of its own, a restless beast in pursuit of itself.
“The lower concessions are now open, and the box food and drink services as well. Please exercise some care in moving to and from your seat, as the arena will remain dark until the upcoming player introductions. On behalf of management, we thank you all for your continued support of the San Francisco Sound basketball team and your new facility!"

The three men returned to the staging area beneath the seats, and then back up to Boehm's box overlooking center court, pausing to shake hands along the way with admirers. The wives applauded them as they entered, and they took their seats above the darkened floor. A wide selection of Japanese food and beer was before them, as they watched the crew roll up the tarp to expose the playing surface. 
McGlade glanced at the floor as the last pieces of the covering were taken away. Alexa leaned forward. "Where's the paint, it's just one big shiny black floor?" they exclaimed in unison.
Boehm watched his guests as the logo of the San Francisco Sound appeared gradually in the middle of the playing surface. The noise level in the arena was starting to rise again, when suddenly the entire floor lit up with the brilliance of a computer screen - which is of course what it was.
"An OLED screen for a floor," said Boehm to his guests "What do you think?"
Everybody in the building was awestruck, as the floor displayed the conventional paint lines of a basketball court, then a huge portrait and stats of their star center Lonnie Scallen, with an animated scoreboard graphic showing the teams being scoreless in the first quarter. Subsequently a blaze of graphics and rolling sound brought an earthquake of sound up from the floor, videos of  franchise moments flashed with alternating brightness, the effect was akin to being part of a very large crowd gathered around a roaring campfire.
Boehm’s cell phone was ringing, there was consistent and energetic knocking on their door, and the arena crowd exulted in another orgy of cheering and applause, now aware of the power of its own voice. 
“The media,” he said with mock weariness “for a year they’ve been saying the ‘Room was an undersized piss-pot with bad skin. I wonder what they’ll be saying tonight?”  
Yamanaka applauded Boehm’s moment of triumph. “When I proposed fractal compression as the key to controlling nuclear fusion, some of my colleagues actually laughed out loud, right in my face. Leadership is lonely, right up till the last moment. You walk alone.”

The McGlades rose to shake Boehm’s hand. “One of your better ones, Al, architecture again.”
They settled in to marvel at the electronic cauldron that roiled below them, players illuminated by the floor itself, directing an led-lined ball toward a neon hoop.
The game of televised basketball could never be the same.
16. Three Guesses
Dmitri Vasiliev enjoyed the stark contrast of Saudi Arabia’s heat, as Russia was struggling through another long winter. The Saudis were again the richest country in the world, when judged by per capita income, albeit most of that was in the hands of one family. Pretenders like Dubai had fallen back, after the realities of the western recession induced caution in all but the insane among the insanely rich, and the excesses of consumption were no longer fashionable. 

In this meeting with Sharif Al Jaz’ah, the Saudi energy Minister and his counterpart Leonard More from the United States, Vasiliev hoped that the further easing of tensions in the Middle East would allow some cooperation to emerge among these sometime rivals.
The oil markets had thrown the Americans, Russians and the Saudis into an uneasy partnership in the face of the oncoming nuclear fusion technology they did not own. The Russians had the technical expertise to duplicate the nuclear technology, in theory. The Saudis were fully prepared to fund any and all fusion projects to possibly continue their energy exports and to enhance the greening of their country. The Americans were seeking an entry point to the fusion revolution to supplement their nearly-complete natural gas backbone.

The three men assembled on the 53rd floor of the Riyadh Tower to confer privately. Vasiliev was not comfortable with the flowing robes of Al Jaz’ah, nor indeed the briefcase of More. As a compromise, he requested that the three of them take a seat in an adjacent room, and that lunch not be served until after the meeting. There had been leaks in the press about this possible alliance of oil interests, and Vasiliev was aware that his career could be compromised if speculation arose prematurely.
They readily moved to the next room. Al Jaz’ah reassured the two men that the meeting facility was clean and free of bugs, that he didn’t do business that way, and still managed to welcome their thoughts on how they might proceed together.

“Can we hear from Mr. More first” asked Vasiliev, "your situation is possibly more complex than ours, Leo.”

“Yep, we have a number of things to address," answered More "we’re late coming to this technology outside of our ignition work, and our contributions to ITER were quite limited. Yamanaka's patent took us by surprise, I grant, and we continue to work for a compromise with his agents in that regard. But we are all joined by a common purpose here - we are dependent on producing and consuming oil, and at the same time must obviously commit to this new technology as soon as possible. How is Russia going to be dealing with the treaty issue, Mr. Vasiliev?"

"Call me Dmitri, please." The Russian minister demurred, thinking what to answer, knowing that their mathematicians had been able to come up with an alternate compression algorithm, on the one hand, and on the other knowing that Russia had the largest remaining oil reserves in the world outside of the Canadian oil sands.
"Our scientists have established that the patent is sound, its implementation is working well, obviously, but we continue to look for optimizations. One accident could ruin the whole industry, you don't have to remind Russians of the impact another Chernobyl would have. So we are embracing the patent in as much as our Foreign Ministry has negotiated with Japan a 10 year oil supply contract, together with technology sharing around implementation of the fusion technology. However, it is most important to us that all parties involved in the major energy markets are working on the same page so that there are no surprises."

Al Jaz’ah nodded. "As you know, Saudi Arabia has been the first major country to fully implement a test reactor outside of Japan on a producing basis, and we also have an exchange program with the Japanese government similar to Russia’s. At the same time, we are concerned with the poor prices for the remaining oil that we must market in the decades to come, to fund our transition to fusion technology, to make this desert bloom. The recession has been very hard on our markets and the possible transition to the UN’s canton structure was just as unexpected as it was in China, I am glad that concept is said to be for resolving disputes only. The Royal Family proceed most delicately in these matters, as you understand. But again, I echo Mr. Vasiliev - Dmitri - that the major energy producers and consumers must move together in concert. All the speculation seems to center on what your country is going to do, Leo, with its own move into the fusion generation. What do you see as your options or policies in the years to come?"
More’s expression was grim. 
"So much has changed in the past eight years, that we are having difficulty establishing or redefining policy on any major issue. We're not even sure we have a united country anymore; the Supreme Court decision has had that deep an effect. The US is split along a patriotic chasm; we fear it might become an abyss. There are very dangerous factions within America that threaten to destabilize the whole process at any time. We have always supported the UN, but I cannot say that we have ever considered surrendering our sovereignty to it. I can’t promise that we are going to in this instance either. Having said that, we are taking measures to embrace the new fusion era.”

He brightened at the prospect of escaping OPEC’s grasp. 

“As you know, we had already concluded an agreement with Canada to buy at least 40% of their uranium output indefinitely, to supplement our natural gas push. That was meant to bridge us away from foreign oil until we put reliable deuterium production plants in place, offsets that are very similar to what Russia has with the Japanese for that matter. The difficulties around Yamanaka’s patent will be resolved. Right now - in confidence - the Japanese government is blocking any comprehensive alternative agreement we can make to his resolving the impasse - I can assure you that the United States is ready to deal with Mr. Yamanaka as an individual, but we do not recognize this as a Japanese national patent, as their Foreign Ministry does. We too are looking towards the UN Commission on Energy to help formalize the recognition of the technology around the globe and standardize its licensing."

Al Jaz'ah interjected. “If I understand your position to date, it has been that the patent is simply a mathematical description, and does not describe a process. And so you are not recognizing it - is that correct?"

"That was our opening position," replied More. "Mr. Yamanaka's royalty structures were too open-ended, too controlling and inchoate, and inextricably allied to Japan's national interests. We fully embrace this breakthrough technology, and of course shall participate in due time. We do not yet have a timeframe on that and the ball is in their court. We are resigned to the price of oil and its resurgence, along with natural gas as a transportation fuel and for electric utilities in our country. In particular we support the UN’s efforts to retain oil as a manufacturing resource and end its use as a fuel. "
Vasiliev had been contemplating the conversation dispassionately. He leaned forward. 
"We have some expertise in Russia that may interest you, in this regard. Our mathematicians have established another approach to fusion control that we are testing. It retains the reliance on fractal compression, but is supported by a richer set of equations and parameters than Yamanaka's, although I understand that his agency has built out their original solution as well. We believe that our technology is safer and offers more control resolution, and is itself patentable. The reason I have requested this meeting with you is to explore the possibility that our three nations can work together - do we still have nations, as you say? – so that we might integrate the oil, fission and fusion generations with the green approaches into one coherent whole. If the UN commission cannot resolve this, however, then we must seek joint ventures or alliances elsewhere."
Al Jaz’ah concurred. “The Arab world is in a very delicate situation." He spoke with the refined manner of a veteran diplomat, having had the training of one by virtue of his family circumstances.  
“On the one hand, we retain large reserves of oil, as does Russia and it continues to be in demand, although the recession has eliminated some of its profitability. We have this wonderful new fusion alternative with its promise of abundant water for our homelands. Somehow we must retain markets for oil, which is our only export of any consequence, while we incorporate the new fusion technology. The efforts of OPEC to limit production and maintain prices has not been successful, the world markets outside China are just too impoverished. We are under escalating pressure at home, as a signatory 4N Country - to respect the world boycott process toward the United States or face a boycott of our oil. Can you gentlemen tell me what you expect will happen in this regard in the months to come?"

Vasiliev glanced at More. "We are just the energy ministers of our respective countries. I'm not sure that this issue is something that we can even rationally mention at this point. The disarmament policy of the UN has become very popular, if that is the right word, as an obvious austerity measure in the world during this recession. That disclosure that Holland has controlled nuclear weapons and is not willing to relinquish them at this point has caused a lot of turmoil, bringing unwanted hysteria. That is a matter for the 4N Countries to resolve themselves; but we have committed to follow suit and obey the UN's directives, if only because the EU is our main market for natural gas, oil and minerals, and central to our survival. We have no options."

More shook his head. "The setup in the United States is even more complex, as we have an upwelling of patriotism, around this demilitarization directive. The US has not yet come to believe that it has lost its position of power in this world, I'm sad to say, speaking as a diplomat. As an American, however, and a world citizen I'm very frustrated at the pace of things, how we could make this work. Given all these difficulties, I just don't know what to expect. We must hope that President Obama can maintain control at home and somehow keep the UN happy. We do know that fusion power can greatly reduce our national deficit, so that is where we must continue to move to."

Vasiliev agreed. "It is true that the UN is the seat of power; that the 4N boycott cannot be ignored, and their activities are going to produce a lot of upheaval. Nonetheless, I believe we have enough influence sitting at this table to attenuate these developments until our countries have had time to adapt to them. Are we in agreement?"

The three men confirmed that much, conditionally, and continued their talks into the evening.
17. London Calling
"Thank you for choosing British Airways. This is Heathrow Airport, London. 
We look forward to flying with you again soon.."

McGlade and Alexa waited for the other passengers to shuffle past them before heading for the exits themselves. It had been a nine hour flight from Vancouver, and they were not looking forward to another hour and a half in the cab to downtown London.

"Are you being called on the carpet here, Martin, or are you going into this meeting straight up?” asked Alexa, questioning the necessity of this most recent ordeal by jetlag on Euro flights.
"I think I'm getting a spanking from the International Humanist and Ethical Union”, he answered. ”They're complaining about a lot of things - our use of the happy face logo, my opinion of professional atheists, and more than a little jealousy at our success to date, I expect. And our websites." 
They settled into a cab for the ride through the endless suburbs of London. 

Kensington please, Engels Hotel.
As their car rolled through the meandering thoroughfares, the effects of the fading economy on Britain were apparent to them. There were an inordinate number of people in the streets, not many of them seeming to have much purpose there. The scene reminded Alexa of her days in San Francisco as a child, when she would drive through the Fillmore district with her parents, always noting the large number of black men gathered in groups, just leaning onto storefronts.

"What's black and eats fish and chips?" asked the cab driver, making small talk with them.
"What?" Alexa replied.
"Half of England," the driver replied, gesturing at the immigrants clustered in the London suburbs.

Alexa winced and then hissed: “Tell him, Martin!” 
McGlade ducked her woman punches. "Where do you get the energy, woman? Straighten up and fly right." They checked into their hotel eventually and went straight to bed; there was no remedy except sleep. 
Their appointment with the IHEU was at 9am the next day, and awaiting them in the reception area was Libby Fischer of the British humanist Association.
"We are very pleased to have you, and trust that your flight was comfortable. The committee is awaiting you down there in the Disraeli Room, last one on the left.”

Alexa and McGlade entered to some murmured greetings and deferential nods, but not a lot of discernible enthusiasm, given his reputation. They took two chairs facing a bank of five interlocutors, in the style of a military tribunal or the trial of Galileo, thought McGlade. "Forgive them Lord, for they know not what they do...” he mumbled under his breath. 
He did indeed anticipate a rancorous meeting. His e-mails from the IHEU had grown colder for the last six months running, and he had no illusions as to their agenda. The best he could hope for was that they would get nothing done, as was their custom.

The sitting IHEU President, Dorothy Killam, was also the Chairperson of the British Humanist Association and she began the meeting by welcoming the two Canadians, and expressing some hope that there might be more convergence among humanist organizing bodies in the coming months.
“We applaud the success of the Humanist Union in bringing humanism to the attention of the world, and for its good works on behalf of secular associations everywhere,” she intoned. “The larger purpose of our conference here today is to further define the affinities we all hold for humanism, and to bring into clear focus the integration of our efforts to move humanity out into the light of reason.”

Here was the crux of the disagreement that McGlade, as the architect of the Humanist Union had with the IHEU, the BHA and most of the other agencies subsumed beneath the IHEU’s umbrella - religion and atheism. He noted that the third item on the printed agenda before him was “The Role of Disbelief in Freethought Associations.”

The other IHEU staff members, including the familiar face of Rolf Dekkers of the Dutch humanists, were introduced, the minutes read, the logistics of an upcoming conference and various advertising campaigns discussed and delegated. 
McGlade and Alexa hated such metronomic meetings, but this one was useful for gaining insight into just how slowly the wheels of this ponderous and self-congratulatory organization turned.

It was finally time to consider the role of religion, however obliquely, and McGlade was asked to introduce the subject and comment on the quasi-religious name humanist “Union”, as if it were a ‘Baptist organization in the American South’, one staffer stammered as an aside.
McGlade responded by directly addressing him and his comment. 
"I think it's best that we deal with the matter of religion within our respective associations as expeditiously and as explicitly as possible; it will only serve our critics to continue at cross purposes on that issue. We may not in truth be in conflict on religion, but it is all too easy for the media to conclude as much. So let's look at what are, for me, the fundamental differences that are impeding the harmonizing of our respective humanist communities.”
The BHA members looked taxed to even pay attention.
“Despite the assertion of Mr. Baker here, the Humanist Union has no policy on religion; we’re agnostic - it is considered to be irrelevant within our membership. The reason for this is because our fundamental credo is inclusive humanism, which is as described - and we place an indelible emphasis on that word inclusionary. Further, the HU, in turning its focus away from religion, instead concentrates on species issues. We consider the lack of such governance for Homo sapiens to be the severest deficiency facing ourselves and our planet. From a policy perspective, we cannot be involved in the attempt to tear down orthodox religions and non-secular beliefs, right across the world's population. And it is not from pure expedience that we take that attitude - rather we view problems such as militarism, corruption, poverty, the rights of children and women and the aged, etc. as our proper study. In our estimation the species currently has no champion, no apologist, no independent policymakers, no guiding hands, no peacemakers and with all due modesty we regard this condition as irresponsible, dangerous and woefully outdated. Accordingly, we concentrate on proactive and positive humanism, within the United Nations, with no attention paid toward secular or atheistic concepts or provisions."

The chairperson gestured to intervene. "There's some wide divergence from the IHEU's accepted policies, obviously, in what you outlined Martin, and yet you do assume the mantle of our logo, the happy face indicator of humanism, you do use the word humanism in the appellation of your organization, and despite the IHEU's stipulation that humanism be confined to one word without adjectives or qualifiers, such as have divided us in the past, you're representing a variant of humanism that you alone term ‘inclusive humanism’, in the face of those stated preferences. We also view the word humanism as an indicator of disbelief in the supernatural and an appeal to reason - how can you reconcile all of these discordant positions?"

McGlade had anticipated these questions for some time, and was not at a loss for words. He took a sheaf of papers from his briefcase and distributed some copied material around the table.
“First, let’s look at the historical role of religion and atheism within humanism. The first humanists are considered to be the ancient Greeks, notably followed by the Renaissance humanists in post-medieval Italy, who retrieved the classics for western civilization. 
What you have on paper there is Robert Grudin’s definitive account of it, in your very own Encyclopaedia Britannica.
"Humanitas meant the development of human virtue, in all its forms, to its fullest extent. The term thus implied not only such qualities as are associated with the modern word humanity—understanding, benevolence, compassion, mercy—but also such more aggressive characteristics as fortitude, judgment, prudence, eloquence, and even love of honour. 
Consequently, the possessor of humanitas could not be merely a sedentary and isolated philosopher or man of letters but was of necessity a participant in active life. Just as action without insight was held to be aimless and barbaric, insight without action was rejected as barren and imperfect. Humanitas called for a fine balance of action and contemplation, a balance born not of compromise but of complementarity. 
The goal of such fulfilled and balanced virtue was political, in the broadest sense of the word. The purview of Renaissance humanism included not only the education of the young but also the guidance of adults (including rulers) via philosophical poetry and strategic rhetoric. It included not only realistic social criticism but also utopian hypotheses, not only painstaking reassessments of history but also bold reshapings of the future. 
In short, humanism called for the comprehensive reform of culture, the transfiguration of what humanists termed the passive and ignorant society of the “dark” ages into a new order that would reflect and encourage the grandest human potentialities. Humanism had an evangelical dimension: it sought to project humanitas from the individual into the state at large."
McGlade pointedly gave the panel some time to assess what he had handed them, and began again.
“You may observe that atheism or disbelief was not the centerpiece of humanism here - instead Man’s emerging awareness of his own powers and degrees of freedom distinguished humanism from all other credos. Today the man in the street hears the word humanism and more or less equates it with atheism, if anything at all, which I find deplorable. As such ‘humanist’ is closer to being a Christian cuss word, as they might call it in America. 
I will never be comfortable with humanism’s taking a back seat to atheism, which I regard as religious nihilism until proven otherwise. I fully respect the efforts of the BHA toward ending religious privilege here in the UK, of course, but I believe that those matters are subject to democratic rights and governance, as local political issues that do not warrant such particular attention,  or be ascribed solely to humanism.”
The other participants at the meeting, his wife excluded, were not betraying much enthusiasm for his points, making faces at each other to express their mock outrage.
“So the HU is inclusionary of religion, we shall never pre-judge people around their collateral beliefs,” McGlade continued, “...the world is far too diverse for such a single-minded attitude.” He waved off a comment so that he could finish.

”As for the logo, if the IHEU so instructs, we can stand down our representation of it, that is your choice, it is your intellectual property, of course. Regarding the word humanist and our credo of inclusive humanism - we offer this rationale. If you parse the word “humanist” you will find within it the word “Human”, not religion, and so we reserve our right to represent our species per se when no organization outside the UN ostensibly does so, other than some charitable NGO’s do, albeit nominally. We wholeheartedly support the IHEU’s directive to confine humanism to one word, and view the words “inclusive humanism” to be simply a diversified humanism, not a variant. Inclusive humanism is a social philosophy, a collectivization of individual humanists. 
I believe that a case can be made, from our perspective at least, that divorcing humanism from religious confrontations - from its dangerously close association with being an anti-religion - is more deserving of interest than questioning the sizing term “inclusive”. And I realize that the BHA has been fiscally successful in administering atheist campaigns against the Church of England, and the Pope, and that you might be thinking twice before you forego what has been your bread and butter, revenue-wise. But from my own experience, if you can identify yourself with positive policies, as we successfully did with our role in the 4N Country campaign, to largest effect in Europe remember, then you may find a richer vein to tap in the long term. 
We all know that orthodox religion is in decline, so why hound and chase it down when it will die on its own? Why not look toward the future and provide our youth with some vision – and discuss our species’ prospects, the Universe, transhumanism, immortality, whatever they wish - that is what we did and that is why our membership has grown to the point it is at today – no question. We have positioned humanism not as a religion, but as a social and world stance, and people around the planet, educated by the Internet - that is one thing they are confirming, their interest in this.”
McGlade could see that his comments were not welcome, he was being dutifully snubbed by a clubby bunch, but it was also evident that the committee before him had very weak cards to play.
The BHA’s membership was less than 15,000 after decades of fundraising, and was building on the coat-tails of the higher-profile Humanist Union’s sea of press coverage and its paid membership base of more than a quarter million, with that huge website of five million in India. The IHEU umbrella group was getting nowhere in its efforts to standardize or popularize humanism, and hadn’t since its inception.
Rolf Dekkers was clearly suffering, he had perceived that an impasse had been reached and true to the Dutch notion of tolerance, offered to continue the dialog at their meetings in Brussels the following month.
“I can present a report back to the BHA within two months with regards to harmonizing our organizations,” he offered, and the committee tabled further actions until then.

With that the McGlades thanked their hosts and departed, spending the afternoon at the nearby British Museum. McGlade summoned Alex excitedly to a display case, within which what resembled a badly soldered tin can with a Bunsen burner beneath it stood unsteadily. 
“Read the inscription of what this is,” he said. Alexa’s brow furled and she made out the fading ink – ‘James Watts’ first steam engine’. 
“Wow!” they said together – and they lost themselves in the museum’s displays for the rest of the day, killing time before yet another flight, this time to Bangalore.
18. Recap
May Biersten was not happy about calling off the Bangor anti-nuclear protest, but her colleagues eventually convinced her that things were nonetheless in motion at the Pentagon, and they risked a reaction from the military that they all might come to regret. People were tired of everything, including demonstrations. 
It had been only three years since the US Supreme Court had passed its ‘right to forsake arms’ amendment, and when they did that had probably not foreseen that it would precipitate a redirection of taxes in the west resulting in the ascendancy of the United Nations, as the sole security agency for the planet, to replace an eclipsed America, among others. Biersten’s concurrent work with the 4N Coalition had accelerated its success - she had been highly newsworthy during the Supreme Court arguments - and that influence translated over to the 4N movement. It was time for her to take stock of the situation.

Her apartment building in Washington was gated but habituated by paparazzi, so her favourite journalist Charlotte Seabrook, laid off from the Washington Post’s news services, agreed to come by and visit her instead, with some Bailey’s and two big lattes. Their séances had lapsed in recent years, and May looked forward to again seeing one of her earliest grad students come by with some capital gossip.

“No way! You’re so slim” May lied, when Charlotte stepped in from the continuing snowstorm outside. “Sorry, I didn’t realize you’d have to drive in this.”
“Don’t worry, I didn’t – Jeff dropped me off and I just brought along what I already had- so it’s red wine and Carolyn’s, no Bailey’s, and I ground some fresh coffee.”
The two women banged around the kitchen sufficient to get the coffee steaming, and sat down to review the circumstances of Charlotte’s job loss.
“It’s just more of the same, the Post stayed with print too long. The website’s profitable but only supports 200 jobs, the print side had 840 jobs by itself and I was one of the bodies they didn’t need, website or not, to crank out one more losing edition. They’ll just buy reprints and die slower.”

May listened attentively, fighting the urge to offer Charlotte a job herself, which one way or another she could certainly manage, but that would risk nepotism allegations, and after thirty years in academia Biersten knew the protocols. Charlotte would get hired, yes and soon, and never know why. 

“Twenty years of schooling and they put you on the day shift" she said, “but even Dylan wasn’t figuring a depression, and that’s what this is... In the 30’s they waited a decade for their factories to revive, whereas we can’t even admit yet to ourselves that our factories have gone to China, and are not revivable. Myself, I think it’s because of the story I worked on about the devaluations, as soon as we put out that series in the Post, all communications, including Obama’s, were stripped of that ‘d’ word. The Chinese talk about the US having a ‘ghost economy’, others call us the ‘ponzi economy’, always printing fresh money, just one more ‘stimulus’ and nobody’s happy about being paid 50 cents on the dollar, if they even realize it. Or that the factories might finally be coming back home someday, but the people don’t know that yet either.”

“The people? You say the factories have gone but are coming back. Which is it?”

“The staff at Treasury know, but most others don’t, that over 1400 factories are on application in the US under the new Act, the one that lifts taxes and funds their exports, and that’s something else they don’t want to discuss in the media. Because if the Beijing boys call in their markers, the dollar could go down to 25 cents and we’ll all be on bicycles after that. The adjustments we have to make in this environment are unprecedented.”

May, listening, poured out two mugs of coffee and added some liqueur to hers. 
“The Chinese have to demilitarize next, now that they’re signatories. I don’t think they can or will do much – there’s so much inertia in that huge country. They will feel cheated though, even though it was their own policy to lend back their revenues to the US.”

The two women revelled in the small talk of their respective professions, albeit on weighty subjects. Each was at the apogee of their careers, one having remade a constitution that finally provided an exit from a weapons culture, the other for detailing to Americans that their dollar had been devalued, that a boycott was beginning to atrophy the country, that positive options were opening for them.

“What convinced you to end the Bangor demonstrations, when they were getting such big press?” asked Charlotte. May shrugged and looked around as if to see if anybody else was listening. 
“Like it’s said in Montana, they’s a difference ‘tween scratchin’ yer ass and tearin’ it all t’ pieces.”  The Pentagon is a chicken with its head cut off, and there’s no point anymore, they have so many of their own issues. Obama’s presidencies are gutting them in most respects, muting their rhetoric and propaganda, and the UN’s influence is almost welcome here now. Nobody will miss them, that’s for sure. And Americans knew that they couldn’t afford them anymore. Obama is decommissioning the subs, we heard, so it would be moot to kick them when they’re down, we might get the wrong people in there...”
Biersten recited some background. 
“Since most of the world had elected to rely on the UN for collective security, only a half dozen or so countries had not signed the Prague Letters, these expressing their intent to adopt the UN Security contracts and directives. With that structure would come military protection on a global scale, guaranteed via the inception of UN command within the existing armed forces of the signatories. From there the Letters called for a staged disarmament until only levels needed for international policing remained, in the hands of UN peacekeepers. Nonetheless, major obstacles remain.”
“What do you think of Obama’s ‘Putin Presidency’? You’re a constitutional type.” asked Charlotte, an understatement.
“A third term could be passed in congress in recognition of how the country was rescued by Obama through his conciliatory policies. Like Roosevelt’s extension, it was born of a near-depression, and a recognition by all of us that America has lost its basic strengths, be they character or morals or innovation – whatever – we were whipped puppies seven years ago with huge problems we didn’t even anticipate then. Having said that, I spoke to Obie last week and I got the impression that he “...if nominated he will not stand, and if elected he will not serve.” 

The two women chuckled.

“And as you wrote in your own articles, we rarely discuss the 10:1 wage disadvantage we face with Asia, for example, after enjoying its comforts for generations as cheap labor...we set the Japanese up the same way if I recall in the 1950’s...”
“The wage ratio is the truth that dare not speak its name, all right, why we can’t look back.” 

Seabrook was well versed in the newly formed job wasteland that was America, with men losing 70% of the jobs. “I agree with the observations of historians that the western world, in the 20th century was the only period in all of history wherein the common people had wealth. Think about it. Do you agree with Clinton’s assertion that America was only affluent when it had a smaller population, and a big, resource-rich country underfoot, could ‘feel the land’ as she famously said - and that all the rest was built on credit and militarism, as you might have added?”

“It was a house of cards for the past forty years,” agreed Biersten, “and Hillary’s 1:1 correlation with resources and empire, be it Roman, English, American – it’s inarguable. The rise of Russia and the Saudis, too, they all bear out that thinking. And how quickly China rebounded from its recession, that corroborates that factories are the linchpins of our societies, like it or not. As McGlade preaches – we are eagles who live like ants.”

Seabrook’s attention sharpened. “McGlade’s Humanist Union - you would know - is there a story there? Is he just an opportunist?”
Biersten smiled wryly. ”Of course he's an opportunist, but it goes a lot further than that. As far as I'm concerned he pre-empted the whole field of humanism, but of course humanism was unheard of when he did that, it was just a Christian pejorative, their devotional latrine, it just meant ‘godless’.
McGlade recognized the universal appeal that humanism should have for the species, at least in theory, and he ran with that, to his credit. When we look at all this with 20/20 hindsight it might seem to have been inevitable, but that's hardly the case, as we both know. I know from my own efforts working on the arms amendment that a simple commonsense little phrase, like "forsake arms" or "humanism" can underpin major inroads for those ideas whose time has come.”

Seabrook nodded. “I do like McGlade’s assertion that humanism may be the only philosophy that we as a species could ever hold in common. That’s different. You're a member, are you not, of the humanists?”
"Yes, I'm a board member now too, dating back to the early years when we were considering the 4N boycott. I wanted to wait until the constitutional amendment was passed, but McGlade joined that movement at once and I can't argue with his timing. The pro-Obama sentiment in the US in those months was unprecedented, he was a black Lincoln with Lincoln's powers, and knowing that he was sympathetic toward any process or rationale for dismantling the Pentagon was enough for myself, and for McGlade too, to back the 4N concept wholeheartedly, after the Paris air show riots . But I wonder whether we've seen the real opposition to it yet; or if that's going to come in larger degree in reaction to the pace of things."

Her friend acknowledged the uncertainty of the apparent status quo. 
"I'm hearing an ominous silence from the great red tide inside our borders, the redneck states. Some of the things I've heard would make the Aryan Nations blush. Is the South going to rise again?" she stated rhetorically.
Biersten was chagrined at the suggestion. “Americans don’t know their own history. If ever we repeat that period...” she said, lost in thought.
19. Linchpins
Awaiting his conference with President Obama, Curt Leeman took a seat in an anteroom of the White House. A student of the American Civil War, he ruminated about how the situation was reminiscent of the last time Robert E. Lee would meet with President Lincoln before the commencement of the Civil War. One party would have to tell the other that half the country didn't agree with him and meant to do something about it. 
He was escorted directly into the Oval Office and was both alarmed and relieved that Obama was alone in the room with him. The President was his amiable but forthright self.
"And who are you to be today Mr. Leeman, are you Yamamoto on the decks of the New Jersey, or..." alluding to their earlier phone conversation that morning.
Leeman had combined a half salute with a wave of deference. He smiled reluctantly, always happy to discuss history...
 “Actually I was thinking more Lee signing off with Lincoln, if that ever happened, if you must ask. I'm here to await your direction, Mr. President."
"Take it easy Curt, we have to work our way through this without too much drama. There really is some possibility of civil strife on our horizon here, and we have to be ahead of that curve. What's your read on the Pentagon brass, where are they on this?"

Leeman put his prepared statement back into his buffer, warming to the possibility that Obama and he could come to some agreement that would preserve the integrity of the United States armed forces, or at least remove him from the spotlight.
"I suppose it's no different than being the employee of a large company that just went bankrupt," he replied, "you wonder why it happened and everybody just goes home. It's not so easy for the company officers of course, they have to keep working and account for these things.”
Obama liked his analogy.
“A company goes bust, the military goes bust, quite a similarity actually. So let's ask what happens when that company goes out of business. The employees go home, what happens then? The company officers all had careers; some will find work but what of the others? And the firm's assets - what do they look like and who ends up with them?”
"I prefer not to speak of the armed forces in that vein, with all due respect – Barack, if I may.”

“Please.” 

“I'm not here to praise nor bury Caesar, and I realize that in these times, financially as turbulent as any war, that in truth these matters are not in my hands, and maybe not yours either. There’s too many people saying we’re moving too fast, giving up too much, that’s it political suicide and military treason - everyone has an opinion and a strong one.” 
He paused to await a reply, and Obama pondered. 
“Okay, let's break this out into its pieces. First of all the cantonization of the United States of America. That is still very much a nebulous concept for every nation in the world - it's not mandatory, it's an optional internal structure at present for resolving internal affairs under a UN mandate. Look at the uproar it's causing in China, we’re not alone in that regard. It'll be some time before we decide as a country whether to ratify those aspects and allow states to become cantons and so on. I think we can safely leave that on the back burner and deal with other, more pressing issues in the meantime. Personally I think it’s a non-starter here."
"If you wish, Barack, that's your prerogative in your jurisdiction. Those structural changes are yours to read. However, when so much of our tax money is going to fund the UN's military instead of our own and people are asking me whether we’ll be towing the Navy to Singapore next week, I'm afraid that moves over onto my watch.”
"Nobody's towing any Navy boats to Singapore, Curt, you've been reading too many yellow newspapers, and the wrong ones at that. The UN’s Singapore moorings will be the home port for their maritime arm as they call it. Personally I think most of the heavy fighting ships will go straight to the breakers. Their New York building has just been renovated and I don't think the UN'll be closing that anytime soon, they have those charter difficulties with New York. So personally I don't think they're going anywhere except that they’ve opened some Far East offices. So be it.” 
He became more resolute. “Those are not the big issues for me - I have to do something about the 4N boycott and I have to do it now. It took us five years to recover some semblance of stability for our economy, stop its free fall really, and it’s going out the window again, all because of nukes. The Russians, French and the British have agreed to the inspection teams, India and China have already pledged to remove all weaponry, nuclear or not, once they sign. If we wait too long our manufacturing sector might head out for India the same way they headed out for China earlier. Right now I’m being told US factories might become competitive again.”

“Barack, how can we ever sell that to the Pentagon?  I'm tired of arguing with everyone I come into contact with there, I have no understanding of this process myself. Please realize - I'm an old soldier not comfortable with decommissioning the regimental colors - to West Point people that's the ultimate act of treason - to my classmates, my mentors and to all the wonderful people who built this fine country of ours. At the same time you're our Commander-in-Chief, and I'm here to serve."
"The Pentagon, the Pentagon. Who runs this country anyway? Don't answer that... let's understand that neither one of us is trying to destroy the US military. On the other hand, we’re completely cornered by the boycott and the emergence of the UN, just as Russia and China are, and if the French and British can step down their nuclear arsenals I don't see why we can't start moving in that direction ourselves. Israel too. We’re all broke, it's time. I must never forget how close Kennedy came to starting a nuclear war with Khrushchev, and I can tell you right now I will not tolerate that sort of brinkmanship during my presidency, internally yet. You know my lifelong policy on nuclear arms and I’m not going to sit here and tell you that demilitarization is what’s bothering me at the moment. It’s food and shelter for our people, and jobs, jobs, jobs."

"Let's discuss practical matters then," replied Leeman. "My read is that you've been in discussions with the United Nations toward re-commissioning the Nimitz as a disaster relief vessel, along with a transport task force to support it. Is my information correct?"

"Preliminary, but correct. The assault ships are in there too. We have to do something symbolic to indicate that we are going to comply with the provisions of the 4N boycott. The Pentagon itself has acknowledged that carriers are just too large a target for any kind of major power in combat anymore, within current modeling. I have negotiated a deal with Ban whereby we would be credited with two full years’ contribution to the UN if we convert and assign such a task force to Singapore. It’s like we’re running a set of books with the UN now, because we are. We pay them taxes, send them invoices, it’s a new game. More than one carrier, by the way, more like six and why not? It would be the flagship deal if you like, that will lift the boycott for us. Provided of course that we schedule the phase-out and elimination of nuclear weapons in concert with the other major powers, concurrently."

Leeman looked at him like a weary old bloodhound with no emotion left to give.
"Well, as long as you're selling it to Congress, Mr. President," he said "I can pretend to know nothing about it,” he said resignedly. "From now on I'll just say “You’ll have to speak to the President about that.”
"Works for me," Obama granted, "it's not going to be a state secret much longer." The two men agreed to reconvene again by the middle of the month.
The year 2016 was turning into as tumultuous a year for Obama as 2012 had been. In the last year of his second term, he remained as popular as any president since FDR during his war years, but was struggling to maintain an atmosphere of calm within a nation that felt itself assailed from all sides.

The deep recession beginning in 2008 had seen the US revert back toward its domestic interests, with less influence or caring for foreign affairs. The currency devaluation race with Europe and Asia had resulted in the US dollar being worth just half of what it had been when he had assumed the presidency  in 2009, as all of the industrial nations printed paper money to pay debt and lower real labor rates, while recharging their banking institutions following their disastrous orgy of easy credit .

When the Chinese Yuan began to rise incrementally in 2015, largely from the influence of their domestic savings and wider worker benefits, China’s manufacturing costs moved within hailing distance of those in the West for all but the most labor-intensive industries, and factories began to  re-appear in Europe and America. While England and Japan remained fully in recession, these were in relative terms, as those societies continued to sell off overseas assets sufficient to maintain essential social programs. The long awaited economic ‘bottom’ had apparently been reached.
Obama was nonetheless confronted with governing a country that was grateful for his stewardship pending a recovery, but sharply divided over the role and future of the military that had been blunted by the world’s gravitation toward the stewardship of the United Nations. The emergence of the UN had brought a flag waver out from under every rock in America.
Faced with the plight of millions of homeless and jobless vagrants roaming US cities, mixed in with a gun culture that was ubiquitous, cities and towns after dark had become a bad dream reminiscent of the Wild West. It was equally tense in the UK, where the collapse of the financial industries and their relocation to Asia exacerbated the continuous decline in manufacturing that threw so many men into the streets across Europe. 
The reaction to militarism and the wars left over from the Bush era came to a head in 2014, when Congress reduced the Pentagon’s military budget to a fifth of what it had been during the previous decade, as all sympathy for government spending outside of social programs evaporated with the deteriorating economic conditions. The continuing riots that plagued American towns and the escalating need for more police trumped high-tech weaponry. This reaction had reached its zenith with the redrafting of the 2nd Amendment, to stipulate that “The right of the People to keep and bear arms or to forsake arms shall not be infringed.”  The beginning of that provision “A well regulated militia, being necessary to the security of a Free State…” had been removed.

The US Supreme Court, in a sequence of judgments from 2014-16 had ruled that this compromise, drafted in response to a clamoring for gun control following repeated incidents of mass murder, meant that citizens could  declare themselves to be conscientious objectors when faced with military service. As ordinary citizens they had the continuing right to forward half of their national defense taxes to the United Nations as their contribution toward global security. Similar legislation was passed by the European community as an austerity measure, and provided as an option during each citizen’s annual income tax filing.
Fiscally destitute and legally emasculated, the US military had become a shadow of its former self, and the rest of the world had followed suit with their own demobilizations, driven by the privations of a harrowing near-depression, and a growing distaste for the dangers and waste attending armed forces, which became an uncompetitive practice with international arms sales now illegal. A proposal before the International Court at The Hague could soon make the very manufacturing of any war materiel globally illegal, and this was anticipated to be another game-changing UN directive that would eliminate the remaining arms industries in the US, Britain and Russia.
The task of rebuilding the ruined economies following this downturn had traumatized a once complacent Europe and Japan, both struggling to afford escalating food costs, and their citizens welcomed this global security arrangement for its least possible cost. When the UN offered to credit disarming nations a portion of their dues for decommissioned ships and major weapons systems, the ship breakers in China and India knew they would be busy. Finally, the lingering legacy of the Bush years and the influence that the Christian religious right had once enjoyed was in full rebuke by most of America, as it sought to rebuild its reputation within the world federation, whether consciously or not. Skepticism was supplanting much of organized religion, with a secular age anchored and abetted by the Internet now unfolding around the world.

After Dutch and Canadian humanists began a campaign that polled the citizens of major countries on whether they favored becoming a ‘4N Nation’, a play on denigrating American jargon that stood for “Non-Nuclear Neutral UN” status, the media could not ignore the fact that every nation had resoundingly approved the idea. A tidal wave of tax funds now flowed toward a reformed UN, itself not yet divested of its undemocratic Security Council, which had vetoed such progressive measures for generations. It dare not do so now; the boycott knew no such authority.

Onto this scene came a broad phalanx of humanitarian organizations bent on capitalizing on this renewed awareness for our species and the planet, concepts that had lain dormant for centuries in the shadows of industrial capitalism. Discredited under Communism, they championed the respected socialism models found in Scandinavia.
The UN was enfranchised to displace all military bodies and their weapons systems, but remained sensitive to the new realities and granted extensions. Each country’s voting power was weighted not solely by its population, as the West had feared would happen, but factored with its monetary contribution in the previous fiscal year. The perennial claim that a few banana republics could out-vote entire continents had been allayed.
Increasingly, the world’s currency was expected to be the Uno, a silver bullion coin the size of a Euro and bearing the logo of the UN, which could be minted of pure silver by any UN-licensed party anywhere in the world. It constituted its own collateral, which people came to demand following the notorious devaluations of paper money they had endured. With the growing scarcity of precious metals, the Uno currency appreciated and a gold Oro came into bank circulation - hard currency had returned to a status last seen in Roman times.
The US, Holland and Israel had flatly rejected the UN’s schedule for removing nuclear weapons, along with its proposed provisions prohibiting the manufacture of any war materiel, and the 4N boycott was targeted to isolate them and other laggards until they complied. The remaining nations with nuclear weapons had to accept onsite inspectors immediately or face a boycott with a rapidly narrowing focus.

President Obama oversaw a US economy no longer hamstrung by high wages, thanks to the deep dollar devaluation, but  in danger of succumbing to another wave of anti-American sentiment, that threatened to return the US and its ‘allies’ to being world pariahs, still caught in a ruinous trade boycott. Although Russia signed, China and India were dragging their feet pending the accession of the Americans.
Leeman’s whining was a revisitation of military interference that disgusted the struggling US President, along with many decent Americans, and its menace was one reason he had accepted a second term - this was unfinished business. Three generations of Americans had grown fat, uneducated and indebted in the decades following WWII, with a belligerent sense of undeserved entitlement that had come crashing down beginning in 2008. 
The enduring ‘recession’, which economists conceded was simply the new status quo, could nevertheless revive the traditions of enterprise and hard work in this innovative society, faced with starting over. But would it wander into a nastier direction instead?
The President would have to convince his own citizenry to embrace the new world realities, to tend to its widening pockets of poverty, to abandon its weapons culture conclusively. 
It was a necessary transition that was obvious to everybody except the Americans, it seemed. These questions would be answered soon.
20. Kodes
Increasingly, McGlade was being tormented by ‘Gethsemane’ moments, and Alexa could see that he was not enjoying his few days’ respite at their home by the lake. 
“You’re supposed to be playing your guitar and growing your hair, flying the plane again,” she tried to smile, “instead you just sit here on the porch and claim writer’s block. Why do you have to follow work with more work?”

“I don’t know,” he replied. “I’m always asking myself that, and I’m not finding any answers. Sometimes I think I’ve cooked up more than I intended, other times I ascribe these events as being inevitable - you know, this disarmament-UN brouhaha - it’s all moving so fast that I’m finding it hard to separate out the threads, and where and how it all fits together. It’s not something we can stand back from; it keeps coming at us in waves. When is Kodes coming by? I respect his take on these things.”
“He’s back in his house this weekend, I think, why don’t you ask him down to the boat and we can meet you there for supper later – I’ll bring down some Vietnamese, or whatever Miranda can suggest.” 
McGlade then busied himself with some overdue chores and decided to use the rest of the day to go to Victoria and buy himself a near-new truck. In a moment of madness he also ordered in the small Chinese tractor he had convinced himself was indispensable to his little two hectare estate.
Kody Cloudwatcher was happy to hear from his friend that Saturday, and drove down to the fish docks and Blond Air for some boating talk - always a welcome respite from the travails of the world. As McGlade had observed during their once-frequent squash games - amid other such diversions as golf, boating, and flying – all these pastimes are theatre writ large, with yourself as player, and you never realize what stress you have been under until you experience how liberating it is to hide in an activity that sequesters you from the real world.

But today, McGlade wanted to discuss the real world, not avoid it. He had seen Kody’s old pickup pull into the parking lot, and watched on deck while he tipped his hat to one last idle fisherman, before stepping aboard. They punched fists together, the old hippy handshake being relegated to rare occasions, two very old friends and sufficiently retro minds.
“Is your sailboat still in here? - I don’t see it,” asked McGlade.
“I’ve sold it three times already, still waiting for one of them to pay. It’s on the hard behind the house and that’s where it’ll stay until then.”
McGlade recalled a favourite story of Kody’s, from a weekend sailing regatta some years back wherein a bottle of whiskey had been hidden in a treasure hunt, and sure enough, it was the native boy Kody who had deciphered the clues and extracted it from its hiding place ashore. “Imagine trying to hide a bottle of rye from an Indian.” he’d recounted. 
McGlade broke open a fresh one and placed it on the chart table. He pointed at the south end of Valdes Island, with his ongoing Archenteron project.
“Here’s a case in point.” he said. “This ‘development’ as the regional planners call it is coming under all kind of scrutiny when it’s basically nobody’s business but the Union’s – it’s a goddamned glorified graveyard is all it is and you’d think we were assembling an atomic bomb there.”
“That may be its purpose in some people’s eyes,” Kody observed. “The HU and everybody else understand that it could end up as a repository for cloners, and that is front burner stuff these days.” 
More ‘front-burner’ stuff, thought McGlade ... I’m sick of it and the world too...

“What say we fire up the leakers and toodle on up there?” suggested Kody. 
McGlade hesitated, then agreed – “I’ll ask the gals to meet us at Fernwood at 7pm and we’ll idle back?”
It was a noisy day at the marina, and listening to the diesels hum from the foredeck for a couple of hours was the de facto ‘silence’ that McGlade craved. Kody loosed the lines, McGlade swung the boat on its twins and they were away.

As they motored out McGlade sent a text to his old friend Arnie Schroeder, who agreed to join them and come aboard at Fernwood dock as well. As the diesels warmed and Blond Air slid between the many anchored boats at the head of Ganges Harbour, McGlade went below and came back to the bridge with a joint of BC bud freshly rolled and already alight. Kody didn’t usually partake, but the afternoon was compelling and he felt that he’d drink less if he had a toke to go with it. “That’s my excuse too,” laughed McGlade.

The two men were content to begin the hour-long loop out of the harbour and through the pass at low speed; they then turned the boat up-channel and continued toward Valdes twenty kilometers away. McGlade turned on the autopilot and steered with the hand-held, as the men soaked up the sunshine from the forward deck. From there the engine left running was a muted pacifier, McGlade often turning the second one off during a slow cruise. The bow waves whispered sweet nothings, that signified nothing and wafted away all worry.
“Why does the Archenteron inspection bother you, what can anybody do about it?” Kody asked.
McGlade looked wistful. “In my book they can read that I foresee the day when humanism comes to full fruition and the species actively provides lasting stewardship for each of its member’s genetic records. From that they rather correctly conclude that the presently hoary subjects of cloning and immortality will come to the fore, and that it may be our intent to implement them. And I’m not about to deny that, but I envision those things coming to pass in the greater fullness of time, not tomorrow. The book is called ‘1000 Summers’, after all and there’s no point in leaving everything up to the Transhumanists. We can plan better than that.”

“Transhumanists?”
“They explore all the possible manifestations of the human body and brain, along with their fancied incarnations in the centuries to come.”
“I see. Ya sure.” said Kody.
“Yes indeed – one of their main points – Kurtz is noted for this – is the predicted emergence of what they term the ‘Singularity’, which is the inflection point where our technology becomes not just smarter than us, but ostensibly begins to take control – that’s how I understand their position anyway.”
“So how does that impact you and humanism – I don’t see your two outfits being on the same rails?”
“Well, for one I do believe that Transhumanists have a valid consideration, whereby society and technology and our abilities together become a chaotic soup from which anything can crawl out. The supposed Singularity personifies that. It’s occurred to me that the Catholic Church faced this situation with the Renaissance, with secular Greek thinking, and the advent of science.”
“Interesting, though”, said Kody “so how did the Catholics deal with it, how should we deal with it, how would you deal with it? I don’t see such a miasma of possibilities being amenable to any a priori strategies.”
McGlade looked up at the passing shores of Galiano Island to starboard, and pointed to them.
“I see it as a moving process, not an event or point like the Singularity, which is just a characterization of humanity’s loss of pre-eminence in our little universe. We’ll deal with each point of land as it appears and navigate around it, being mindful of the rocks that lurk below the surface. I called that the navigation principle, if you remember. While the Transhumanists worry most about the Singularity, I’m being criticized for involving humanism in cloning and immortality talk.”
“But again, the book is called '1000 Summers' and you’re not postulating all of it being in place this week, or are you?”
“Maybe. Ergo the Archenteron. We hit the ‘Save’ button in this lifetime and then revisit things later.”
“I see.”
“Well, the aspiration would be in place, and the genetic material to fulfill on that. But as I recall, you don’t really buy into the idea that your clone will be you?”
Kody was introspective. “When you first mentioned that notion to me, I wasn’t too receptive, no, but since then I have been trying to find real reasons why it wouldn’t work, at least in some aspects. And I’m having trouble, and for me that’s exciting. I enjoyed our discussion whereby you compared a human to a computer, wherein it doesn’t become a different computer just because you flushed its memory by turning it off and on. That’s anthropomorphic for sure, in a reverse way, and I do agree with you that it’s a profound question that deserves investigation, and I don’t see any happening. Maybe that’s why your book has struck a nerve?”

“In certain quarters, yes.” replied McGlade. “That’s what books and the Internet do; they find small constituencies and quorums for ideas that you’d never muster in sufficient degree in the general population you deal with personally, on a day-to-day basis. So my ebook provides a lightning rod for like-minded people who acknowledge the concept; and over time the larger society starts to pay attention, because there is a pool of support and somebody’s up to something - better find out what it is.”
Kody pointed up at a seagull that had landed on the radar mast, pooped, and then as quickly flew off.  “And there’s what the majority do – dump on your idea and move on, or demand that a law be made against it, which is what happened with cloning. It looks like that ban may be removed?”
“Not in North America, or western Europe, but in enough places that it won’t really be a problem. Sure it’s a human right to reproduce as you see fit, but we’re very selective and hypocritical here in the west about what is ‘permitted’ - our Calvinist traditions. The Luddites can reclaim center stage anytime, their attitude is latent always. Witness the diminution of criminality today – that does seem to be the direction given the new drug laws or non-laws and incentive-based imprisonment, at least here in Canada. It’s a trend that I see continuing; like disease prevention, crime prevention is a worthwhile investment.”
The boat continued to make steady progress up the channel as the afternoon blossomed into a warm panorama of what the planet could look like everywhere, if this species of big-brained apes ever got its numbers right and stabilized. Valdes Island was still just a peninsula in the distance, but turning a darker green as it began to come into view. McGlade’s cell phone rang - Arnie calling to say he’d have to pass and attend to his ailing parents the rest of the day. They agreed to get together in a week for some salmon fishing in the pass.

“So you were saying, Kodes, that you were revising your estimate of cloning’s efficacy, to use a $2 word?”
“We featherheads are always willing to see things in a different light, we’ve never bought into the tunnel vision of science or anything else, and I could see where the concept was being dismissed unfairly – or represented as being more dangerous than it was by the alarmist media toadies. What I find of most interest is the question of identity that you discuss in the book. You’re saying that because DNA is so complex and unique, that your identity is carried along with that?”

McGlade smiled appreciatively. “I don’t think I said it so succinctly and well, but thank you for that – yes. If you recall I began by dismissing the usual constructs, that you wake up a different person after sleeping each night, as you touched on, and the most contentious objection – the loss of memories. I supported that by suggesting that a lot of those memories can be seen to be retained, for all intents, through refined data storage. Remember the cloud computing functions of the Archenteron will be there, as well as its physical retentions. Quantum superposition and nano memsistors may indeed be capable of someday backing up our brains. We’d wake up a bit woozy, but it would be us. If one side of the brain has a memory, and another part recognizes that particular event - it would be hard to deny something fundamental has been retained.”
“All good,” interjected Kody “but to my wild man’s mind the linchpin is that, whether or not the cloned individuals themselves will ever believe that their offspring, if we can call them that, are really them. And you stated that this is where the old concept of faith comes in, the way the Christians hang onto flaky things, I translated that mentally into a spiritual association of myself now with what my clone would be - it’s hard to describe - but I can foresee a spiritual continuity across that divide. And probably not simply a spiritual one of possibly misplaced volition, I buy into the notion that because nature would view any two ostensibly identical clones as the same things, a main point of yours, then yes, the whole concept does hold hands for me. Nature would testify on our behalf. Certainly I see no harm in playing it out, your supporters argue that this is just one more channel of reproduction and is as legitimate as any, and I can’t find fault in that perspective.”

“You are a sweetheart...” laughed McGlade, “if only the media and the Luddites came around to the same perspective. But the Archenteron is there to provide some time for that to happen, so I guess the world may well be unfolding as it should...”
Blond Air came around the tip of Galiano and headed into the pass. McGlade restarted the port engine and picked his way carefully past Black Rock, noting the tide rip across the bay before him. He powered up to 15 knots and hopped across the current, then drifted into the calm waters toward their dock. Kody waited with the line and jumped off the stern, as McGlade warped the boat tight to the float. To both men, it felt as if they were home here, like no other place, as they had been tying up here for forty years.
Kody glanced over at the abandoned Indian reserve adjacent them, then took in a 360 view of nature’s glory on that afternoon. “I don’t know why people get so hung up on real estate,” he said “we natives understand that it’s like beer - you only rent it for a short period from God.”

As they started up the trail to the Archenteron, McGlade re-opened their conversation about cloning. “The main thing that bothers me in this process is coincident clones – the instances whereby you have two clones who are de facto identical twins living at the same time. Identity overlap. I’ve been looking at the twin studies that they’ve been doing for seventy years, and I still can’t get a handle on them.”
“Such as?” said Kody.
“The studies are full of goofball stuff like identical twins choosing the same toothpaste, liking the same food and music, etc. even though they were raised completely apart. That does nothing for me. A friend of mine has twin boys, identical, and I asked them when they were about twelve years old if they ever thought they were the same person in two bodies. They said they didn’t think that way, and then one of them, Dharma, said something I’ll never forget.” 
McGlade shook his head.
“C’mon, what’d he say?” urged Kody.
“Wait for it. He said they’d never thought of themselves as two people in the first place. They were a duo, just as the world around them regarded them. I never really knew what to make of that, what was habituation to society’s attitude toward them, and what might have been a deeper essence.”
“Good answer!”
Kody motioned at the trees they were walking through on the bench that traversed the lower island. 
“You know these trees are probably clones of each other, especially since they were replanted fifty years ago by tree farmers, and I’m sure we can view them as individuals, pairs, clumps, thickets, and finally a forest – all protecting each other from high winds, water loss, and so on. They’re all symbiotically working with each other, solo and in tandem. Conifers holding back the dreaded alders, if you wish. Maybe we have to look at humans in the same way?”

McGlade nodded. “So what you’re suggesting here is that their interdependence on each other is a construct as valid as their genotypes and phenotypes? Some epigenetics in there too?  That you have to assess the whole ecosystem before assigning any kind of individual or multiple identity? Maybe their fate lies with this forest, as a medieval village was dependent on the Duke for protection. It’s really your allies and not yourself that determine your fate? I do maintain that your best resource in this world is your fellow man.”
Kody added one more point. “Cloning is about reproduction, and your identical twin is very tightly involved, logically, with your mutual reproduction as it were, as paired clones. So you are each other’s agent toward future generations of each other. That’s something that nature and evolution will notice, those are strategies, genetic strategies for getting to tomorrow, which is the biggest prize in the life sweepstakes, keeping life’s window open as you say. So I would see that agency relationship, with your clone, as being quite material in these notions.”

“Very nice,” answered McGlade as the Archenteron appeared before them. “I’ve got to think some more about that concept. Could be key.”
21. Buds
Allan Boehm and Tsuyoshi Yamanaka had become fast friends and confidants, recognizing that they held complementary skills and interests. Boehm was an aggressive entrepreneur known for pre-emptive business opportunities, for his knack of being ‘first-in’ to new ventures. He was brash and fearless, bordering on braggadocio whereas Yamanaka was circumspect and reserved, qualities that played well off each other. 
Over time Boehm had been markedly successful financially, and Yamanaka admired his bravura, for which he had developed some respect during his Silicon Valley years. Boehm’s lone wolf gambling was not much in evidence in consensus-bound Japan, at the individual level. At the same time Boehm was intrigued by the personal struggle his newfound Japanese friend was having in attempting to get a fundamental patent recognized, and he was technically in awe of the power wound into Yamanaka’s modern-day ‘Maxwell equations’.
They decided to work with each other, although neither personally needed any additional wealth. The Arabs and Japanese had seen to that for Yamanaka, and Boehm’s business past was legendary. To that end Yamanaka was returning a third time to Boehm’s residence on Mt. Tamalpais in Marin County.
Yamanaka too was a lifelong Japanese baseball fan, and they passed an hour throwing balls against the wall in Boehm’s barn before meeting for dinner that evening. Alone with just the cook and a security guard on the estate, they took the opportunity to discuss some matters in relative privacy.

“Toshi,” as Boehm would call him after learning that was his college diminutive, “the first thing we have to be aware of here is that Obama is not calling all the shots in this picture. When you’re talking Houston oil, or the recent hype around natural gas backbones, you’ll be facing the best corruption money can buy - lobbyists. Obama’s clean, but they don’t have to go that high – the Pentagon is close enough.”
“The Pentagon? Still?” said Yamanaka. “I thought they had dissolution problems.”

“Indeed they do, but not quite yet. That just means that there are two angry bears in your cave, not just one. Because Big Oil and the Pentagon are always on the same page, they play our red states like a violin, and the tune is always ‘national security’. This has been going on since 1945 or sooner. So if Houston thinks your fusion game is going to pinch off their raison d’être, you must understand that this can translate into a military scenario.”
“How so?”
Boehm leaned back in his chair. “Let me tell you something I heard along those lines. If you recall, the past four years has seen the rise of natural gas as the go-to energy source for grid distribution and electric cars in North America, and so it was that Houston swung their guns around when this became the main game here. But much of it comes from Canada and Alaska, and the pipeline negotiations first became linked to water rights, then escalated into some nasty diplomatic exchanges between the two countries. The US blames Canada for a lot of this 4N situation as well.”
“Hardly,” said Yamanaka “wasn’t that from my old school chums in the Pacific Northwest?"
“Started in Holland, that’s how the Dutch got caught, then yes - May Biersten. Whom you’ll meet soon, but here’s what I heard – the talks came to a head whereby the US ambassador to Canada suggested that the US might impose a ‘resource corridor’ on Canada for ‘national security’ reasons, as always, if the deal didn’t include diversion of Rocky Mountain water, big time, into the American southwest. The Canadian rep at the meeting was a military attaché to their Prime Minister, so he was asked what their response would be in the face of possible military action enforcing such access.”
Boehm looked at Yamanaka as if for an answer, but none was offered.
“The attaché replied with one word, almost as a question: “Poison.” When the ambassador asked him to repeat what he had said, he got up and left. How’s that for good neighbors, Pentagon-style?”
Yamanaka shook his head. “It’s why I have joined the Union, we Japanese learned the hardest lesson about militarism three generations ago, but sure enough, it persists even with these hard times. We must do everything we can to ensure that the UN’s funding is continued and that such nationalism is forever discarded.”
Boehm appreciated the straight-ahead thinking of his friend, however predictable it might be. The world had become so caught up in events that it was becoming difficult to separate out opportunity from danger and fantasy, especially with the discredited military factions in many countries looking for ways to return to the old jingoist rhetoric and power hierarchies.

“Wait till you come across the super-patriots in this country who think our ‘new world order’ will be led by the ’Antichrist’ Obama, if you haven’t already. There are no bounds on ignorance in this backwater.”

Boehm tried to be more positive. “Can you come with me to the HU board meeting next month, Toshi – it’s in Singapore as you know, not too far from home – celebrating the UN relocation?”
“I am honored that you ask and shall certainly try, perhaps you can then return with me for a day or two to my home in Tokyo? The Japanese media need some outside corroboration of these events too, for them to begin taking them seriously.”
“It’s a deal – Martin will be very pleased, and even more so if you can stand for election as a director of the Union at that meeting.”
“We shall have to see,” replied Yamanaka – offering the hippie handshake he had seen Boehm and McGlade exchange at the arena opening. Boehm shook hands and covered with his other hand in a warm, almost embracing manner. He then bowed and Yamanaka returned it, moved by the solidarity the two men felt.
22. Home
Spring had come to Maurelle Island and it was an unseasonably warm day for late May. Evan had completed his apprenticeship as a cement worker over the winter months, and that had followed his thirty day probation period beginning in November. He was an accepted and valued contributor to the Maurelle community, and a member of the Humanist Union. They had promised and granted him a summer job as a team leader responsible for setting up new campsites under the government’s boating lease program, in recognition of his surprising boating skills, and it was time to deploy his first crew.
To round them up, he launched one of the four kayaks at the head of the sea dock and paddled out into the bay toward the Stardot Star, which was anchored out to make room for the little cargo barge coming in that afternoon.  He approached the co-op’s boat from astern, but there was no sign of movement yet, it was still early morning, just the occasional wisp of smoke coming from the oil stove’s stack. 
He circled the boat once, and knocked on each side of the hull, with no answer. There were two boats rafted a short distance away, and he recognized the dinghy alongside one of them as belonging to Stardot. A dark-haired girl had poked her head up through the forward hatch and was looking around the bay, so he decided to ask her if she knew the whereabouts of Errol and Elfi.

As he paddled around to the bow of the boat the girl looked at him and grimaced, followed by a quick smile. She looked up at the sky, then down at him again, grimaced more and steadied herself in the hatchway with both hands. She looked away from Evan, then reluctantly back at him, grimacing and smiling at the same time.
He noticed that her head was bobbing up and down rhythmically. He threw his hands up in the air, pointed at her with both arms, and said in a loud voice so that anyone within earshot could hear "Oh for Christ's sake, morning wood! Get a room, guys!"

"Hey, is that Evan?" groaned a muffled voice from inside the converted fish boat. The dark-haired girl stood up briefly and presented a sight worthy of any ship's figurehead, then disappeared below. Seconds later a cabin window slid open and Errol Bailey's unruly mop of blond hair emerged. "Young Errol reporting for duty, Sir.”
"On the dock at 0900 hours Bailey, kayaks three and four for yourself and Elfi, day packs with lunches are in the cook shack. I'll meet you there."
Errol had stepped out onto the afterdeck with a shawl around himself, and when Evan saluted formally be returned the salute in boy scout fashion - wondering if that was part of the drill.
After collecting up his binoculars, chart and GPS unit Evan met the two members of his survey crew at 9am and launched as arranged. They paddled out toward the open water in single file, across Homfray Channel, going with the tide, and an hour later turned up Toba Inlet for 2 km, until they came to a rocky point protecting two small bays.

"This is where I'd like to see us establish six separate sites," he said "because we have protection from the waves coming down the inlet, and these little bays go dry at very low tide; they’ll hold little interest as anchorages for passing boats.” 
He seemed to have a knowledge of these requirements beyond his modest training here. 
“And the depth falls off here to 100 meters or more almost immediately as you see, so there's no putting a line ashore for those boats either. It's perfect for people who just want to pull up their boats at the end of the day and sit around the campfire - which I want to place out on that rocky point, by the way, a fire burning there all night would be something to see, wouldn't it?”

Evan was echoing the words of Marnie, a co-op manager that winter, who had outlined her vision of a line of campfires, a fiery string of pearls surrounding placid bays and inlets under a sky ‘awash with stars’, beneath these towering mountains, as what the end goal of this whole project would be – a camping paradise for small-boaters. And it would provide steady work for street people integrating themselves with society and this wilderness, before their youth might otherwise be wasted and gone. 
‘Maurelle’ had become known as a premium project on the streets of Vancouver and Victoria, and had a waiting list of over 400 youth from across Canada. Canadian social workers were careful to choose candidates for those who were likely to fulfill their obligations, and not harm themselves or others. The project would grow to include campgrounds in Manitoba, Québec and Nova Scotia next season, if all went well.

As the three kayakers set up their day camp, a black bear wandered down to the water’s edge across the inlet, safely out of swimming range, and oblivious to their activities.  Elfi commented that “I guess they see us all the time, but that’s the first time I’ve seen one of them in the wild. Now how am I supposed to sleep tonight?” 
Errol laughed and replied that she had two young studs to protect her, which prompted Elfi to look all around her in mock surprise. “The kids in Manitoba don’t have it so good, I hear that they’re breeding swallows and bats all around their lakes to control mosquitoes, and they have to put up bat houses on trees and poles all day. Ewww…gimme the bears anytime.”

The afternoon sun brought with it an unfamiliar heat so early in the season, and they decided that their GPS measurements were in place for the first three camp sites, the list of needed materials complete, and lunch becoming overdue. They built a small fire next to a large tide pool of warm seawater, and marveled at how hungry they had become simply from working outdoors. As street kids they had often gone two days without food, depending on the drugs they were doing. Food was the only drug they would need on this day.

“Fuck it,” said Errol when the meal was done, “This looks too good, I’m taking a bath,” whereupon he stripped and sat in the warm tide pool. The other two followed suit, as nudity was common in the 70’s style commune that they worked in, and they craved the relief of full sun on their bodies after a long rainy winter. They would not get dressed again until they were approaching the dock at the end of the afternoon. It was part of a bonding process that built affinity, and distinguished them from the Internet-addled world of city people too often trapped in video games, beer commercials and lonely rooms, if they had one. All-over tanners make their own friends and come to recognize each other…
These freedoms had made a special impression on Evan, who had been raised by conservative parents in Seattle, who no doubt would have been ‘disappointed’ by his actions that day. 
As he sat in the tide pool, just his naked limbs between the earth’s solid rock and the nurturing, brilliant sky, he sensed a belonging to a place and friends that had always eluded him. Not since childhood had he felt this alive - with this chance to become himself.
Errol and Elfi noticed his starkly sad face, inquiringly, but Evan raised his hand to allay their concern.
“Just happy,” he fumbled in a cracking voice, “…just happy.” 
They understood.
23. Uno, Oro
The United Nations was settled into its new Singapore headquarters, a process made easier when the adjoining tower had also became available during the British economic downturn. The UN was able to acquire the building intact, with its connecting structures, and the expanded complex would provide much needed room for its equally expanded mandate. 

Purchase options were taken out on two adjacent properties that would eventually guarantee the UN the contiguous city block that Singapore, citing its own tradition as a “nation state”, had pledged would have ‘Vatican-like’ status as an independent political entity, as befitted a fledgling world government. Or at least those were the quoted terms when Singapore had submitted its bid to host the new complex.
The UN Secretary-General took advantage of United Nations Day that October 24th to formally open one of the newly purchased buildings, and he surprised the attending press corps by taking them for an elevator ride down to the tower’s lower levels. Although the balance of the lower level was cordoned off for renovations, what looked like a primitive coin-operated vending machine was on display, and Ban Ki-moon whimsically waited without comment while the news media examined it. The machine’s purpose remained a mystery.

“Is the United Nations going to be sponsored by Coca-Cola?” joked a German reporter? Ban took out a coin from his pocket, and dropped it into the coin slot. A small computer screen showed a spectral image similar to a colored bar code across the top of the screen, and two numbers: 1 and 4519. Ban milked the moment like a magician who had produced a coin from nowhere. 
“The number 1 is the value of the coin, which is one Uno as you know – or one UN silver Euro if you need an analogue. It weighs 20 grams and is silver bullion, 99% pure, worth about 23 Euros based on the price of bullion silver today. Ten percent of its issuance value goes to the UN, which licenses its minting. It does not have a stated value other than that it is one Uno; from there it floats on the demand for silver. We have licensed its minting before this of course, these machines enable it to be verified, packaged and dispensed like paper currency, from ATM’s.”

“And the other number..?” he was asked. 
Ban pointed to the arrow in the spectrum’s image. “There is a contaminant placed in the otherwise pure silver that generates this spectral image when the machine’s small internal laser scans the coin. This tells the merchant or the bank that this Uno is a legally licensed coin and genuine. The contaminant is varied from time to time, encrypted and matched over the Internet, so there is close control over the bullion’s purity. You can load a roll or a tray of Uno’s into the machine here and it will verify all of them each time, and repackage them. ”

Ban pointed to a chart posted above the machine. 
“The world has lost confidence in printed money. We know what has happened to the US dollar, to Sterling, the Euro and the Yen after their indulgent devaluation races. Pensions and savings have been savaged globally. Our citizens are entitled to own a currency, as the Romans did, that serves as its own collateral, that no government can arbitrarily devalue or compromise. The Uno will also help fund our proposed global old age pension.”
A reporter from Japan asked “Is it really practical to keep your savings and spending money in silver coins?”
Ban wagged his finger at him. “To someone in the West a coin valued at twenty three Euros may seem cumbersome, but for most of the world’s population it is right-sized. And there will be a gold coin released next year, the Oro, that will serve as an exchange and savings currency, with a validating machine such as this one that will be licensed to banks and currency exchanges. These two simple denominations will, we believe, become the most trusted currency for our species over time, as it was 2000 years ago. The United Nations is here to provide security by any means, and this is indeed practical. I am introducing this encrypted coin today to celebrate the fact that the International Monetary Fund has approved the Uno as a global currency, and will be updating its statistics and valuation with its reporting.”

A US reporter protested. “If the world goes to a silver or gold standard based on such hard currency, the value of those commodities will skyrocket!”
“And who would benefit, if their savings doubled, instead of dropping in half or worse as they did this decade?” asked Ban rhetorically. 
The reporter could only answer by saying that “...well, I’m glad that the London bullion markets aren’t open right now...”
Ban nodded that he was aware of his timing in doing this, and he introduced a UN liaison officer to the group, before redirecting proceedings back up to the main plaza. 
He felt like a boy who had gone off to college at last, away from the indifferent New Yorkers who had typically denigrated the UN as little more than a tourist attraction like Coney Island or the Brooklyn Bridge. It was time to embrace the era of the Pacific Rim, the ascendancy of Asia, a responsible and mature era of diligent work and family.
He boarded the elevator and signaled to the media following that his role in the tour was over, and let the door close between them. As he rose toward his offices fifty floors above, the wishes and aspirations of a war-worn and impoverished species rode with him.
24. Solidarity
McGlade decided to cancel a few speaking engagements to spend some time at home with Alexa and Marki, before heading to Amsterdam for the Union’s annual general meeting in Holland scheduled for later that month. 
As he watched Marki run indefatigably around their lakeside property with their big retriever Ruby in pursuit, McGlade convinced himself that it was time to take stock of things, to try to gain some measure of where their own lives and the future of the Humanist Union might be heading. 
He wondered if he was tired or just lazy, as he had been during his scattered youth, he was certainly not accustomed to the unrelenting schedule he faced - there had to be some middle management brought in so that he could hope to begin writing again. 

Looking through his overloaded email folders, he noted an alarming message from May Biersten, citing the resistance of the Pentagon to the demobilization of national armed forces, anywhere, and its claim that the majority of nations opposed it. He was heartened by her encouragement that everyone should stay the course, and that Ban’s proposal that US naval yards be awarded maintenance contracts for the newfound ‘UN Navy’ were being taken seriously.
“After the lessons of the past few years in which the US lost so much of its auto industry, as Britain did before, and with the blossoming of the green and healthcare industries taking root in their stead” she surmised that “…I am finding some agreement among editorial commentators that utilizing the legacy US military infrastructure for consolidating and basing UN armed forces was gaining acceptance, outside of official US military circles.”

May Biersten was a controversial humanist whose presence reinforced the HU as a progenitor of world government, albeit bringing with her succeeding waves of pressure by association, that McGlade had to deal with. 
This incipient ‘world federalism’, its historical name, was evidence that humanity was becoming more inward looking, seeking relief from the impoverishing sinkholes of militarism and clashing orthodox religions. Non-sectarian humanism was arguably ‘the only philosophy that was ever likely to be embraced globally’ and there was a ‘now or never’ feeling around these times that was palpable. 

Equating the two phenomena of humanism and world government, or viewing them as one and the same was nonetheless problematical, because there remained billions of people on earth who remained committed to religion and were suspicious of federalism. Likewise, those who welcomed a secular world and this humanist vision of astute species governance were not all in accord on matters of nationhood and the dissolution, as they viewed it, of their national identities. There had not been such winds of change stirring the human condition since the dawn of the Enlightenment, perhaps not since 15th century Renaissance humanism.

McGlade exhaled and stared out across the lake, as a squall whipped up the leaves and left whitecapped waves scurrying to shore. The plane needs to have its cover put on, noted McGlade. 
Alexa summoned him to lunch, and he gathered up Marki from the yard to sit down before a warming fire, amid the music of Debussy. These were moments of healing for them as a small family, second marriages for both Alexa and McGlade. 

“I’m playing squash again at two”, McGlade said mostly to himself. “Marki, you eat the other half of this sandwich.” 
Marki looked at their dog napping nearby, and then back at McGlade, who shook his finger and admonished her. “Don’t you dare. We’re not training her to beg at the table. She can have it after the dishes are done.”

Alexa asked him about his squash game, as she knew that distraction would be welcome given the funk he was in. “Are you going to sweep your ladder games this month again, big boy?” she chided. 
McGlade smiled on cue and deflected it – “Kodes doesn’t know I have a court in every port, he can’t understand why his serve doesn’t work anymore. I dumped the tennis grip, I’ve thrown away the glove for now; don’t seem to need it except in the heat.” 
Squash had become McGlade’s refuge from days spent on airplanes or before computers, as he parlayed a facility with his hands into becoming a decent player capable of playing much younger men at their level. In contrast to his golf game, where the onus was on striking the ball with a slower swing and regimented procedures, smashing a squash ball around was free-form and satisfying, and he looked forward to his games, choosing hotels and road accommodations based on their access to suitable courts.

“Do you ever think you might get injured?” continued Alexa, “what if you trip and hit the wall..?” 
McGlade dismissed the idea – “It doesn’t seem to happen. And at this level we don’t often hit each other - with the racquet or the ball - I think parallel fairway balls in golf are far more dangerous; those I worry about - their bad design.”

Small talk with Alexa was the tonic that McGlade needed, he had been forced to cease deliberations on his website forum around the contents of his book ‘1000 Summers’ when his literary agent pointed out the chaos it was creating vis-à-vis Union policies – which were often considered synonymous with what he said there. McGlade had enjoyed the repartee and had valued the feedback, but the book had been successful beyond all estimation, and he could no longer expose the HU to his own personal suppositions without first vetting them through the board.

The quiet on the island that week would not last into summer. The tourist season was resented by its year-round residents, but desperately needed for the island’s fragile economy, and McGlade used the intervening time to restock his woodsheds with green cordwood, to bring out the lawn furniture, clean their windows and spruce up dormant gardens and shrubs. He renewed acquaintances with Alexa and Marki’s friends, whose voices took on the timbre of soft music to him. In his interminable travels to places more populous than Canada, he still felt at times that he was precariously alone; such was the sense of dislocation he sensed on the road. Family was everything.
When his two week reprieve from the cauldrons of publicity drew to a close, McGlade headed for the Humanist Union’s AGM with renewed energy. It was held most years in Europe, the traditional home of humanism, and this year it was again in Amsterdam. 
The McGlades arrived three days early to visit his wife’s family in the Dutch town of Veghel, and to adjust to the jet lag that had left him dysfunctional from drowsiness at some previous meetings. The AGM was centered on a hotel near the Rijksmuseum, with most accommodation sold out one day after the AGM’s venue had been announced. It was a European pilgrimage for the ‘regulars’, to attend the city where the humanists were meeting, and of course Amsterdam always made its own friends. Alexa and Marki used the event each year to reconnect with relatives.
McGlade wondered at the veracity of the HU’s burgeoning membership, which he was told approached a third of a million. The first committee meeting on his schedule was slated to validate this figure, and it consisted of McGlade, their accountant in charge of membership services, and the webmasters moderating their numerous online forums and texting services. Somewhere in that mix a number would be established. 
With the requisite pleasantries exchanged, Ajit Desai, the administrator for the Humanist Union/India, got down to business by recapping the recent history of the their soaring popularity. 
“The prime mover in all this was Martin’s novel ‘1000 Summers’, of course, which lit the match within the intellectual community around the world. Two ideas in that book were germinal, namely the positioning of humanism as an arbiter of species governance, no longer to be constrained by its previous identification as glorified atheism; and next his welcome idea that our species could agree, regardless of religion or nationality or race or any other excuse, that it made sense for all of Humanity to enter into a social contract to clean up the earth, stabilize it, make it sustainable for the next ten centuries. This is a concept comprehensible to anyone, regardless of their circumstances. It has certainly helped me to sell humanism in India.” 
He continued. “Two things then happened to catalyze the uptake of these ideas. The initiative by the US antiwar activist May Biersten resulted in a landmark decision by their Supreme Court to allow tax remissions to the United Nations equal to one half of their averaged defense expenditures. The world then embraced that concept of shared security through a common global tax structure, as every referendum on these ideas passed with near-acclamation wherever they were conducted. There was, admittedly a herd instinct at work here, pent up of overdue reforms that had lagged for generations, frustration perhaps, as the species had endured poverty and war from our own internecine conflicts, and quite simply we had never been offered such a choice as a people. Relief now appeared to be at hand, via world government, which hadn’t been much in vogue for many decades, such was the grip of militarism. Finally, when the challenge was put out, perhaps inadvertently by Mr. Obama; that he’d believe it all and act on it if it wasn’t found to be just an ‘overnight wonder like Facebook’, the young members of those online communities took umbrage and flooded our ranks. And it went from there. Just under 350,000 paid or subscribed members and fifteen times that many claiming affiliation and registrations through our websites.”
McGlade was humbled, thanked Desai for his summary, and asked the HU webmaster Bent Jespersen to outline the status of the websites themselves.
“The main website at humanism.ws was chosen because the TLD is not identifiable with any major country; it houses our discussions, documentation, projects and related content. Our largest site numerically is at humanism.in in India, of course, and our mobile site is growing the fastest, at humanism.mobi, where our content is fully optimized for wireless devices. We are negotiating with other owners of humanism-related domain names but do not foresee needing them anytime soon.”
McGlade looked over to Henri Leclaire, the Chief Financial Officer, and asked “Is my cheque ready?”
Leclaire returned a congratulatory smile. “Yours and many more, Martin. Within the AGM’s agenda on Wednesday the membership will begin the vote on HU’s projects, and we have a budget for the coming year for those projects per se of 14 Million Unos, when you factor in our project partners. In keeping with the guidelines we have evolved so far, we shall be dovetailing our efforts with those of the UN to continue to cement our relationship with them, and to address our complementary needs. We need them and they need us – irretrievably. It would be tragic not to see this gathering of minds through to a successful conclusion.”

McGlade realized he had the people in this room who truly understood the scale and promise of their movement, through immersion in its everyday activities and relationships, and he took the opportunity to probe for their advice.
“So Henri, we are on track then to fund humanism for another year, and let the UN feed the five billion as it were? We can focus on member services and the logistical infrastructure toward realizing a veritable 1000 Summers for our species – our little pipe dream remains compris?”
“You sound so dutiful and impressionable, Mr. McGlade, that even I almost understand you,” he parried, “Yes, that remains our prime criterion – we nurse the humanist child and the UN nurses the world government infant. Together we raise a Human family.”

“In there among the lilies? Can I use that - write that down!” laughed McGlade. “And Bent, Bandwidth Bent we call you, isn’t it – or is it Bandy? Oh well, do you finally have enough capacity – is Google going to continue as a reliable partner for us in this, or would that be evil?”

Jespersen displayed obvious pride in his constituency of virtual servers, but was nonetheless cautious. 
“We began by using Google’s cloud computing and that has served us well, literally, and performed flawlessly. I would prefer to migrate away from our documents being held by a third party, unless the UN is that party. And that is where I would suggest relocating; to their Singapore headquarters as we have touched on earlier. We can get the same cloud technology framework from Microsoft’s Azure platform and rebuild it there, but in our hands, on their premises. That does make sense for credibility as well,” Jesperson continued, “because we have an over-identification right now as a western philosophy and movement, whereas we need to gain inroads into places like Indonesia, where we need another Ajit; with China and India remaining our priorities. Like the UN, a move to Singapore, even from my beloved Holland base, would probably be our best direction given our prospects there. Our existing sites will remain, as regional hubs, but I’d like to have our documents sequestered better. Our committee is studying that this week, as you know; I can speak to Mr. Ban’s office about some space.”
“Please do that with our blessing. Oops.” replied McGlade “Stop the tiger; I want to get off...I’m a blithering idiot at these confabs.” 
“How about a short rest of, uh…1000 years?” said Leclaire. 

“All in good time.” deadpanned McGlade. 
McGlade had scheduled an informal meeting that afternoon with the Ameliorist leader Michael Jeaney, with Roy Kurtz also attending. It was 4pm local time and McGlade was sharp and alert, unlike last year.
Jeaney noticed him bypass the meeting room and clapped to summon him back. “Martin! – in here.“ he gestured, and then rose with Kurtz to shake hands and offer him a seat, next to more Dutch cheese and strong miniature coffees. 
McGlade smiled in anticipation of their almost blasphemous discussions of where Human reproduction might be headed, and where artificial intelligence trends might intersect natural evolution.

Kurtz congratulated McGlade on the past year’s events. “I can’t believe it either, and I did find that email from you, the one where you suggested humanism as the proper philosophical envelope for our movement.” He was picking up the thread from the previous year.
McGlade re-assessed Roy Kurtz at this second meeting. He was a short, seemingly hyperactive man, publicly in a race against death and a tireless proponent of his cause, a contest versus the imminent ‘Singularity’, whereby Homo sapiens potentially loses out to cyborgs, of superior intelligence, for control of the Earth.
“The one you didn’t answer, Roy?” replied McGlade. 
He thought he would make clear that he hadn’t forgotten that slight, some ten years earlier, when he could have used some scintilla of support from Kurtz during his years-long battle to legitimize humanism and raise its profile online. And he didn’t want Kurtz to proclaim that they had always been bedfellows, when he had only briefly met the man.

“Every kid in America was writing me,” said Kurtz. “You must be experiencing the same thing now, I...”
“It’s the idea, Roy. I was hoping you’d see the match between what I proposed society-wise alongside what you were purporting technically. I could have used your input before the bandwagon arrived years later.” 
McGlade found himself resentful, strangely angry, as if Kurtz represented all the editors who had laughed at his queries and book, all the narrow ‘philosophers’ who had dismissed humanism as utopian nonsense.
“Last week I opened up a new office in London, and I gave the visitors shit at the same time - here’s to all the good people here at the BHA without whom this has all been possible!  Sorry to dump on you Roy – I guess I’m just tired. Reminds me too much of my youth when I was a BBS type, it was the bulletin board people who brought about the Internet, and the Unix guys working for the government got all the credit. Old wounds really never heal...”

Kurtz apologetically concurred. “I was accused of stealing the concept of the Singularity simply because I used the same terminology as Vernor Vinge, after he initiated it in 1993. You try to be honest and they hang you with it.”
They settled in - Jeaney could see that their time was not being well spent, so he broached a new subject. 
“Reproduction – will the HU be going more mainstream now that the moving parts in your book are coming under scrutiny? I’m seeing some opinion that you don’t want to compromise the success of your online HU presence and the UN alliance by continuing with concepts the press likes to ridicule.”

McGlade had a resigned look. “It’s getting harder to match up our demographics with the more advanced topics that you and Roy want to address and foster. For example, India is a huge, basically English speaking country, leading the charge into humanism, statistically, but they’re nonetheless very conservative in these matters. So are the Chinese and the Indonesians, and you have half the world right there. That said, I don’t view our more rarified topics as bathwater to be discarded now that humanism is in vogue. The fact that human reproduction is evolving quickly is a cornerstone of the book – it’s not just planet Earth that we’re trying to sustain, it’s our own hegemony, and we have to be responsible and visionary at the same time. There’s a fine line...”
Kurtz interjected with a familiar caveat. “If people can be made to understand the severity of the problem, then they can better appreciate the measures we are taking to offset that nightmare. Nobody will want to play second fiddle to a computer, nor end up in a war where...”
“War?” said McGlade. “Why do these scenarios always have to cite war as a likelihood? I have no use for dystopian scenarios, they’re not constructive and are usually there as a mechanism to dismiss good ideas, like humanism. Sure ‘1000 Summers’ is utopian, but it’s not anti-dystopian any more than humanism is atheism. Same battle, different issue. We spent the 20th century resolving war issues within this species, and the alacrity that we find with this ready acceptance of a positive humanism is evidence enough that people want to move on from that.”

Kurtz and Jeaney grew quiet and attentive as McGlade held forth - he was being passionate as always about war and weaponry. McGlade used their hesitation to push the point.
“You two guys are the reproduction and evolution specialists, not me, nor is the HU to be front and center on that matter. That’s a long-term issue as far as we’re concerned. What part of the number 1000 do we not understand here? The whole point of the book is ‘Whoa! Stop the world for a century or ten.’ and let’s enjoy it if nothing else. Why do we have to set out to Alpha Centauri tomorrow?”

“We don’t,” replied Jeaney “but events and developments have their own timetable – our world could change as quickly in that regard as it has in considering humanism.”
“I have a problem with that,” said McGlade “if things do indeed unfold that way. I could care less if your son is Elvis Presley and if he’s wearing Roy’s brain. No offense, but our paths are parallel, not congruent, and it’s our job to make sure they don’t counter flow.”

Kurtz could see McGlade was being adamant. “And you would suggest…?”
“That we covenant to enjoy, as the business contracts say. On behalf of the HU I’m going to be bringing in a new project, budgeted for over three million Uno’s if the UN partners with us, to make the manufacturing of war materiel globally illegal, as a major legal challenge to an expected veto by the Security Council. It’s the logical continuance of the disarmament movement, and it’s what people expect of the HU, we are critics of our species’ governance, which means our behavior, and that means stop building war machines.”

“And where does that leave us,” asked Jeaney, “out there in kooksville as usual? We need the HU to champion us, just as you expected Roy to recognize your ideas when you were vulnerable.”

“If you guys have to carry the can because of your radical concepts, welcome to reality – we’ve each had to do that for 90% of our lives so far, so no big deal. On the other hand, it’s good to know who your friends are, and that’s why I’m here this afternoon with you guys – I take the ideas of the Ameliorists and the Singularity people as seriously as anybody, and I’m devoted to protecting those options from overzealous legislators and retards who want to ban anything new, as we saw and continue to see with cloning.”
“That’s comforting,” said Kurtz “but where will we find that in your policies and publications? Lots of people say they support us, but we remain very small and locked into the elite areas of the western world. Where’s the breakout?” 

Jeaney was in obvious agreement with Kurtz as to the plight of their organizations - the media used them as little more than sideshows for a slow day in the newsroom. McGlade tried to reassure them. 
“We’ve seen the world come to take world government and humanism seriously, at last. Any peasant can grasp those two concepts if we could only find an opportunity to present them. Polling did that. You two gentlemen are proposing that we move the reproductive goalposts and brain environment around – we can’t expect the kids in elementary school to be singing the praises of those notions for a while yet, if ever. But returning to ‘1000 Summers’, you can see where I did place both subjects squarely under the microscope, not wanting to miss either one, quite the opposite in fact, but nonetheless I had to reconcile finding enough peace in there, time-wise and technically to enjoy some bucolic centuries, while presenting the possibility of immortality alongside the freedom to reproduce in new ways. Not easy, but I think it’s in there.”

“So how can we dovetail things then, play off each other, without chasing one billion Catholics out the front door and all the Muslims right after them?” asked Jeaney. “Our main problem is small town legislators getting onto their high horses and setting up legalized vigilante committees to chase us. Roy has the same problem, as do the Transhumanists and Immortalists - we’re all grist for their conservative talk show diarrhea.”

McGlade stopped him. “Don’t worry too much about that, the more of us crazies there are out there, the more confused the neocons get. I can take care of them regarding humanism, we’re ‘green’ personified. And we do need Roy’s insights as to where the Singularity might intersect with our species, and provide for that - know that I am in the fold. Similarly with the reproduction, cloning, immortalist people, they must become protected initiatives.”
“Your Jefferson analogy?” asked Kurtz.
“My god, you actually did read the book,” smiled McGlade. “…yes, May’s. Grant any Human the right to insert anything at all into any of their body orifices, their choice - provided that responsibility goes in with it. May Biersten and I throw that one around, she’s our legal mind. In like fashion I want to farm out this fight to you guys, and some people who aren’t here this morning, as your fight, yes, and not distinctly mine or the HU’s. What you would get from our side is unceasing advocacy and legislative support toward safeguarding your rights, operations and progress along these channels. Part of a Human Constitution or whatever the UN might term it – it’s a little too fresh to me, as it is to most. So the HU will defend your perspectives and be your de facto partners in this – this way we don’t get run over in India for being direct advocates of your ideas, and can concentrate more on secularism there and in the Muslim world. That’s grunt work you won’t want, that we have to deal with regardless.”
An aide peeked in the door and signaled that a car awaited McGlade outside. He stood up and shook both their hands at length.

“We are together,” he said, “You have my word.”
25. Russia
Yamanaka and Boehm arrived in Moscow a week before Christmas, a fitting time to be attending an energy conference. Both men were shocked at the ferocity of the cold winter blasts that ripped across the tarmac on the short walk from the air terminal to the customs building. The weather in Japan and the west coast of North America induces a complacency about the need for heat in the northern latitudes, but just as the sweetness of air conditioning had been so evident in Saudi Arabia, so too was it indeed miserable to be poor now in Russia or Ukraine. And many were, if they depended on their meager social nets.
Dmitri Vasiliev met Yamanaka at the diplomats’ customs entry and was introduced to Allan Boehm as an ‘associate’. Boehm had been very helpful to Yamanaka in his efforts at understanding the upper echelons of the North American business culture, and the mentality of its legacy elites reluctant to let go of their once-unchallenged dominance of the oil and defense industries. With so much hostility being shown to President Obama’s preliminary acquiescence toward the UN’s awakening, Yamanaka was doubly grateful to have a cohort with his ear to the ground in US politics. Boehm had convinced him to fully ally himself with the humanist movement, to gain sentiment for his fusion claims, and to find some camaraderie within its eco-friendly ranks for his clean energy revolution.

Vasiliev was wary of Boehm, since he had not been briefed on him, and was relieved that he was originally a Canadian. There was some commonality between those two northern peoples that continued to elude the Russian-American cold war foes. Yamanaka’s patent and fusion’s promise, among the great treasures born of the human mind, were a grave threat to Russia’s oil and uranium riches, and to Saudi Arabian and Canadian resource companies. 
Along with natural gas, these commodities had buffered the northern countries against the worst of the recession, allaying some of the carnage of watching fully two thirds of their factories complete their relocation to Asia and India. They would have to reinvent themselves once more, or face the sudden decline becoming evident in Britain, Holland and now Germany.

When they were safely in his car, Vasiliev disclosed that they would be meeting privately with Anatoly Makarov, the Russian President. As they drove through the darkened streets of the Moscow winter, Vasiliev made small talk about the efforts by the Japanese to back out of a ten year commitment to buy oil from Russia, just as the Americans were preparing to renegotiate their arrangement for Russian uranium.
"And we just went through this with China," said Vasiliev "it is as if fusion technology is going to replace oil overnight - and we all know that it cannot. Yet the politicians get way ahead of themselves and it is up to us energy ministers to make sense of all this. That is the purpose of our meetings here this week."

The car pulled up to a restored 18th century dacha and the three men paused there briefly, with Yamanaka and Boehm assigned separate suites in one wing. Their luggage was brought to them, Vasiliev then bade them goodbye until tomorrow, and they were advised that they could rest up through the following day. Their meetings would begin next evening in deference to their lengthy trip from the US west coast. 

The off day allowed Boehm to catch up on his Internet correspondence, while Yamanaka slept and read some background on the Russian nuclear fusion technologies, and related mathematics. The next day Vasiliev and his driver arrived at 5pm; whence they proceeded to a nearby office complex adjacent some Russian government buildings. 
They were greeted and introduced to President Makarov and a translator. The two visitors were welcomed warmly both in English and in French, Makarov believing mistakenly that Boehm understood French, being Canadian. They then settled back into conversation in their familiar London accents, to Boehm’s amusement. The translator was dismissed.
"Welcome to Russia", smiled Makarov "we are happy that you gentlemen are introducing a new energy source for this planet - you can see that it will find some application here." 
Yamanaka nodded without acknowledging the attempt at humor by the earnestly jovial President, and Boehm observed that diplomacy did have its challenges when such disparate cultures attempted to communicate. The Russian news sites were full of dread over the parlous state of Russia and Ukraine, again, and perhaps Yamanaka thought it best that he be respectful given that fact.

"As Dmitri has no doubt advised you," began Makarov "Russia is seeking an orderly transition to the fusion era, just as your countries are and indeed the entire world must. Russia’s development after the Soviet era was built upon revenues from its fossil fuel commodities, in large part, and we have only recently seen the price of our oil and gas rise again above our costs to produce it. We cannot blame Western Europe or our own people for not having the means to purchase it; the northern economic situation has us all in its grasp. At the same time, fusion power promises to lift humanity out of poverty; and our dependence on fossil fuels and uranium for energy will become part of history. I have requested this meeting in accordance with my duty to determine if we can coordinate our efforts globally, to bring this promising technology on-stream without needless duplication, rivalry and intrigue. As Dmitri has pointed out to you during your previous meeting, according to my notes here, and you are no doubt aware that Russia has parallel fusion technologies that we've been working on since the 1950’s. We believe the time has come to marry the various energy industries together into one consortium that can serve global needs. Can you give me your thoughts in this regard, Mr. Yamanaka?"

Yamanaka looked over at Boehm, and then replied.
“From a personal level my main concern is that my patent be recognized globally, to allow for a harmonious and token licensing regime among as many parties who wish to participate as possible, on an equal footing. However, I am seeing diverging attitudes from western countries in particular, and from Japan too, that are outside those wishes. These range from a proprietary stance in Japan, to outright denial at this stage of the validity of the patent. If we can do anything to integrate the patent with those held by Russia, the ITER countries, the US NIH facility at Livermore – then by all means, the sooner that is resolved the better.”

Makarov nodded to Vasiliev. “Dmitri mentioned to me your goodwill in this matter, and I can see that you have met agreement with some parties already such as the Saudis and perhaps the French?”

Yamanaka was hesitant. “...the agreement with the French is not finalized, they must proceed by treaty within one Euro community, they will maintain the protocol on patent recognition, but that is not yet ratified for this application, and if they do then they will simply participate within a common scheme.” 

“Is that what they want to do?”
Yamanaka betrayed a slight smile. “Every party is unsure how this assignment of intellectual property will be distributed; it is not surprising that, given the novelty of this advance, some are wondering if they will emerge with some leverage or be at a serious disadvantage – they don’t want to be confronted with another OPEC facing them for generations.”
The two Russians considered his answer, which was sensible in itself, but did not leave much leverage for any unilateral deal making. Vasiliev picked up the thread.
“Our President and I would ask you to consider two things. First, Russia is the leading exporter of nuclear technology and nuclear fuels in the world. We are also the world leaders in the supply of oil and natural gas, after the Saudis and Canadians, respectively. So as an energy partner for you, we can balance markets and client states for fusion technology so that the transition to this new generation is controlled not by a cartel like OPEC, but via standardized relationships that are nonetheless sensitive to the individual needs and resources of each party. Second, Russia has been the main proponent of fusion power for sixty years, and as a mathematician you know that we also employ some of the best research people there, and in physics as we always have, always will, because our technical education is very strong. So we feel that we can offer a comprehensive partnership with you…”
Boehm had listened to the conversation intently, and took this moment to comment.
“Mr. Vasiliev, Mr. President – I believe that what you might be asking of Mr.Yamanaka, or perhaps I am just suggesting it, is that you participate with him in this patent process? I have some expertise there – I had trouble for some years with my attempts to convince the US Patent Office that a network architecture could be patented. It’s a very complex argument, always in danger of being dismissed outright, as it appears Mr. Yamanaka’s application to the USPTO has been. Do you follow me?”

Makarov replied that "On both points, yes. Mr. Yamanaka here obviously has a unique technology along with a pre-emptive sequence of patenting applications around the world. Russia would be interested in participating in both of these. Mr. Yamanaka is no doubt aware of our mathematical capabilities within fractal geometry, if these are married to his work going forward there is every likelihood of developing a body of calculations that could become the world standard. At the same time, as Mr. Boehm - have I said your name properly? - has pointed out, Mr. Yamanaka enjoys an advantage for being ‘first-in’, I believe you call it that, as we do, and Russia will always respect his initiative in that regard. You are not dealing with the Russian attitude of old - as recent members of the EU and NATO signatories , we are fully integrated with the western countries and are conforming to the new realities with the UN, and especially in this case, with its provisions to protect intellectual property. So going forward, I would like you to understand that Russia can offer you a full partnership in your work, with facilities and personnel to merge it into our own. If we can come to an agreement, Russia is prepared to recognize your patent at that moment, integrate our policies in this regard with those of the Japanese government, and pass that integration along with the transfer of these technologies to our customer states."

Yamanaka was visibly moved by their depth of interest and the implications of the Russian proposal. As a mathematical scientist he knew that an intellectual partnership with the Russians would be technically unassailable for many years. It was his dream to see his work carried to full fruition by just such a team of researchers and it could serve to ward off the rumored ‘Manhattan project’ around fusion allegedly being readied by China, or its being usurped by the Americans...  
He realized too that the reaction of the United States, the people at Livermore LIH and particularly at ITER in Europe, indeed the entire Japanese scientific and government communities might be strongly negative. He also had agreements with the Saudis that would have to be respected; they were his seed supporters.

Boehm noticed Yamanaka's discomfort, and the beleaguered scientist gestured for him to find an interim reply.
"Mr. Yamanaka is obviously impressed with your generous offers of participation and support, and clearly we must give these every consideration. First we must review our applications and related agreements with the patent offices and with our present Saudi partners to determine how we might integrate your proposals."

Yamanaka nodded to indicate that he truly had much to think over, confirmed that he was appreciative, and asked if the Russians could provide some sort of timetable that would lay out what resources might be made available, who the researchers might be, where the work would be done and then how they expected to execute their support of the patent’s recognition. Boehm requested that these be presented within a contractual outline or letters of intent.
Makarov seemed pleased that Yamanaka wanted to continue those negotiations and he instructed his energy minister to provide any introductions to the Russian researchers and facilities that Mr. Yamanaka might request, and that his office would prepare a draft agreement outlining Russia's support for the patent’s recognition at the UN and the relevant treaty bodies.

The four then spent some time reviewing the state of the energy industry in general, the difficulties the Germans would have, the complex options facing America. It became apparent to all concerned that Russia would be well placed to administer the introduction of fusion power, if everyone proceeded in good faith, and realistic timetables were adopted.

Vasiliev stood up to indicate that the meeting had reached a satisfactory juncture and bowed to Yamanaka and Boehm. "We shall prepare a set of documents from our side for your examination within three days, by Friday, and if you gentlemen have any time remaining I do know that every mathematician in Moscow would want to meet Mr.Yamanaka, and I’d be very pleased to arrange some preliminary talks with the researchers of your choice on a moment’s notice.”
Yamanaka brightened visibly at the idea of discussing fractal geometry with his peers, and the Russians were pleased when he and Boehm agreed to revise their travel plans. 
As they returned to their hotel, Boehm suggested to Yamanaka that he take advantage of the layover to talk to his Russian peers, as offered, while he acted the tourist and took in the sights of Moscow.
On Friday morning as promised, Vasiliev presented them with a sealed diplomatic courier bag for their return to America, and he provided a chartered aircraft through to their connecting flight in London.
26. The Board
McGlade went over the plans for the next edition of ‘1000 Summers’, which was also the theme for the Humanist Union’s ‘Annual General Meeting/Amsterdam 2016’.  Bent and Ajit from the HU websites, May Biersten, Allan Boehm and their new board member Tsuyoshi Yamanaka participated on this steering committee. 
The online format of ‘1000 Summers’ as an e-book had expanded the success the book had originally found in paperback. The utopian concept of stabilizing our planet for 1000 years as a humanist project had struck a chord, and it became a symphony when humanism.ws posted it as a free download.
"Okay, the idea is that we continue to extend the publication envelope of ‘1000 Summers’, and there's no real point in discussing radical modifications given our success to date," began McGlade, “but I think Bent is going to offer us something special here. He and Ajit have proposed that we open up ‘1000 Summers’ to be a living document like Wikipedia, open it to interactive editing by members, with changes and rewrites voted on by the membership. I certainly like that concept, and it brings everyone into the process.” He looked around at his committee.
Jespersen explained some details. "We'd retain the original first and last chapters as givens, then put each chapter in between up for editing, in sequence, as the 2nd Edition. The membership participates in the related forums and approves the changes. But again, they cannot edit the last chapter, the species and the planet must come into congruent harmony. This organic document would instruct all humanists on how we govern ourselves, make them consider every alternative, it would all be on the table, which is where it should be. We are an open book.”

Boehm was concerned that the wrong element could bend the editing process into a tangled mess. “I’m the first person to place my trust in our being a democratic society, or Union if you will, but how do we make sure that the polling sample is large enough to reflect the larger membership – a few zealots could repeat the infighting the Wiki people endured.”

Ajit elaborated on the Union’s constitution – “First, the book remains a free download with voting rights only to our paid membership, our membership fee remains at 1% of your average national income again this year. All editions must be approved by our board, so the executive of the HU retains editorial control, and all directorships are site-wide elected posts at the end of this year, if that passes tomorrow. So it’s not inconsistent with being fully democratic, for us to have final say. Remember too that this is one discrete project; it can be reiterated on an interval determined by the board. Or it can be suspended.”
McGlade nodded. “It opens up our front door to admit fresh ideas. You look bemused, May.”
Biersten had been watching this and was sanguine. “You are all too modest – this is a superb notion that will build tremendous good will in places like Indonesia, a key theatre for us. We have already seen the hidden power building within India’s Internet with their 4N conversion referendum landslide. It’s inclusive and imaginative – bravo I say!”

McGlade thanked her for her enthusiasm. “Uh, yeah, all India has to do now is actually sign the UN accord…Your use of the word 'inclusive' reminds me of another agenda item for tomorrow; perhaps we can consider it now. It’s become clear from our online forums that we’re going to have to define what we mean by ‘humanism’ again to separate us out from the atheists. I haven’t been able to get anywhere, really, with either the BHA or the world body - the IHEU- who continue to pound away on orthodox religion and the supernatural as their main mission in life. They are also being very obstinate in characterizing humanism as a ‘life stance” of all things, and remain centered on the individual, not our species. You’d think they were in fear that humanism might grow from being a personal viewpoint, nicely limited to individuals, to become a social movement that would find their damned atheism to be the scarecrow that it is.”
Yamanaka raised his hand and mentioned that in Japan the new humanism existed easily side-by-side with traditional religions because humanism was viewed as a human project, whereas religion was personal. 
“If there is anything missing in the definition,” he said, “it might be that the BHA never mentions the word ‘species’, it’s as if they want to keep humanism as one more theoretical philosophy or some such construct and do not see it as having inextricable roots, independent of its given name, as we do. And I cannot understand why western philosophers continue to associate humanism with Christianity. I recall Martin’s battle in ‘1000 Summers’ with those analytical - what are they called - the ‘linguistic’ philosophers?  They belittle humanism as not being a real philosophy, claiming that it is just a utopian dream fabrication, one more word that needs to be ‘clarified’. Such BS, as my friend Allan here might say. That somehow it’s a mistaken premise or something.”
McGlade rolled his eyes. "Yes, we often talk about the challenges we face vis-à-vis religion and South America, India, Indonesia etc. but the problems are as bad or worse right here in the West, our own embarrassing ivory tower elites. As I did indeed point out in my book, the ‘British analytic tradition’ as it is called has been running a racket in western universities for the past century. Over-questioning the meaning of words, syntax and grammar at the expense of ideas. So we get all kinds of creatures from that cartel propped up in their faculty dining rooms dismissing our movement. Meanwhile they stand, or is it lie down - in the hallways of the universities and the young students think that's what philosophy is. I won't rest until that crowd is dealt with. But let's do some business here. I'm putting forward a definition of humanism tomorrow for discussion purposes and I’d like your comments before I make a fool of myself - I have it here on the back of a paper napkin,” he joked. He punched up his net book.
"Okay - wait for it - here it is. Humanism is an inclusive sensibility for our species, planet and lives." 
I started with the word credo but, tell me if I'm wrong, credo means belief in Latin and we're trying to move away from belief and good old non-belief. So I'm using the word sensibility - a nice two dollar word I think, that indicates that the prospective humanist is at least sensate, sensitive we hope, maybe even sensible." he said.
Boehm clapped and agreed. "From a marketing point of view - if I can introduce such a coarse concept into our esteemed company - sensibility covers a lot of ground and it hasn't been worn out commercially or even intellectually to my mind - I think it's great, and could cause some discomfort to our enemies. We're not laying a trip on anybody, as we like to say in San Francisco. We're saying you have to be sensitive to be a humanist and that's a lot more welcoming than the worn out notion that you qualify just by being atheist. It would go a long way toward distinguishing us in the United States, I can tell you that much"

Jespersen was supportive, "I hope it translates well into other languages, because it is a beautiful word in English. I just hope it doesn't mean something like a comfortable condom in France or a comfort woman in China," he continued, to laughter around the table. 
"Ajit and I could run a little contest online that the membership could vote on as to how best to translate that into their local languages. That might be productive, because then they would have to consider what humanism actually is and means - humanity coming together and what it takes to get there - what do you all think?"

"There is an expression in Japanese that occurs to me," offered Yamanaka. “It means an openness of mind, especially useful in mathematics by the way in which new ideas can come to you if your house is in order. In some sense humanism would benefit from such an ordering of the imagination."

"Just don't ask me to do that with all the dialects of India," laughed Desai. “The official language of humanism.in is now officially English!" he declared with a flourish.
There was animated conversation around the table for a few minutes, whence the meeting adjourned pending the plenary session of the AGM the following day.

27. Blond Air
Marnie called Evan to let him know that Eddie the realtor would be dropping in to pick him up with his float plane on his way back to North Vancouver, as planned, where Blond Air sat on the hard after annual maintenance on her engines. 
Following their one hour flight down from Maurelle Island, Harriman was dropped onto the outside float and wandered on up into the boatyard, where the old cruiser sat up on blocks. He reached Marnie on her cell.
“I made it", he began "and that's never a sure thing with Eddie. Why he has to fly over the mountains when he’s got open water all the way, I'll never know. Am I staying on the boat tonight?"

"Might as well, I told these people I'm out of here at seven o'clock, and I'm going to return this car by 8am, everything’s already been loaded onto the boat. The painting tools are on the afterdeck, the Interlux is in the salon, we have to get the bottom painted early because they're launching us first, at 11am, and it has to still be wet. If I'm late you can start the foreplay without me, but I should be there by 900. Driving - bye!"

Harriman didn't know what to make of Marnie; she was four years younger than him, a blonde tomboy, with the outspoken, ribald manner of her famous father. She certainly knew her way around boats, and he was looking forward to delivering Blond Air back to Maurelle Island with her. If this is work, he thought, I hope I never lose this job.
He set about opening up the boat, laying out the paint trays, and began taping the waterline. He got the bottom painting about half done, with the keel and transom area remaining, when he decided he’d better wait for Marnie’s input on what to do with the half dozen old zincs, whose replacements were not in evidence. That evening he wandered over to the marina for fish & chips and returned to the forward bunk to turn in.
The next day at 8:30am Marnie was dropped off by the car rental agency and found Evan again splattered with antifouling paint as he rolled a layer onto the keel. She had a bag of zincs with her.
"That’s good, it just needs a thin layer down there," she said "you have to lay it on thick up near the waterline where the light is. It's a planing boat so not much forms on the bottom and we swim under it with a deck brush a couple of times each summer. Don't paint the prop shaft or the zincs, it was a bitch getting those off yesterday - there was nothing left of them.”

She watched her youthful companion with interest as he worked wearing old fisherman's pants and socks with no shoes, heeding her advice that his own clothes and shoes would be ruined otherwise. She put on an old survival suit and joined him for the next two hours. At 10:30 the driver of the Travelift carrier drove his ponderous machine into the boatyard and then crept up astride Blond Air. 
Twenty minutes later the boat splashed into the water, and the two of them went down the vertical steel ladder and stepped aboard. Marnie warmed up the diesels, Evan verified that cooling water was exhausting, and they idled out to the nearby fuel dock. Her tanks topped up with cheap city fuel, it was high noon under a brilliant June sun as Blond Air came up onto the plane beneath the Lions Gate Bridge, and began the two-day run back to Maurelle.
Harriman was used to the slower fish boats up-island and was clearly impressed by Blond Air's 22 knot planing speed and the big beautiful wake she left astern. Marnie handed him the wheel and warned him to keep an eye out for deadheads, floating logs and debris, then went below and returned with sandwiches and two cold Canadian beers. Harriman laughed at her confident bravura - it was clearly not the first time she’d taken the boat up the coast at speed. 

"There’s two joints hidden up behind the dash as well, don't leave home without it. But not when we're on the plane; let's get to Lund, at least, tonight.” she cautioned. 
For the next two hours they cruised through a light chop in the open waters of the Salish Sea, then turned in behind Texada Island for a protected run of 10 km over flat water, as the strong breeze from daytime heating began to die down.

She went below for two more beers and passed Evan the hand-held control for the autopilot. She retrieved a fresh rag soaked in paint thinner, scrubbing the last of the antifouling paint from among her fingers and forearms.
"We've got antifouling on the wheel and seat, you'd better clean up. Here’s your clothes." Evan stood up, still steering and removed his shirt and stained socks. Marnie looked at his matted black hair and tried to scrub some equally black paint out of it. 
“The paint soaked right through the back of your shirt," she scolded him, like the boy that he was. "You're poisoning yourself. Let's set this on auto pilot and clean that off.” 
She began dabbing at the paint on his on his back, and the cool solvent evaporating made him shudder. As she continued to dig the paint out from among his sculpted muscles she noted some movement and swelling in his old fisherman's pants. "Better take those off too,” she said.

Evan looked around in mock puzzlement over the adjoining waters, bereft of any vessels, smiled and removed the balance of his clothing.
 "Woohoo! Let’s get naked!” she exulted.
28. Orders
Curt Leeman had decided that the Supreme Commander's orders were to be obeyed, and he toed the line as best he could during the storm of controversy around the disarmament proposals, inasmuch as they affected the United States. Incessant calls by the media, the Christian right and the denizens of every red state in the union - demanding that he resist their government's acquiescence to the UN directives - had been ignored. At the same time he had done nothing to accelerate the process, just ‘standing easy’ as the President had directed him, and now, at a meeting before the full Joint Chiefs of Staff he would once again leave it to others to find some exit from all of this.

The meeting was held in-camera at the White House, and while the President was not in attendance,  he was available for consultation should that be required. As the Defense Secretary, Leeman began the meeting by reviewing the compliance activities of the Europeans and Japanese, amid speculation as to what the Russians and Chinese were up to.
"And I do know that the UN this week has agreed to reserve the canton options for another year unless there is a persistent application around conclusive genetic surveys - I think the only one open like that is in Serbia and maybe one more in Spain. The North African ones are peacekeeping situations, and Tibet will probably be dealt with in the next three months, that's when the Chinese request, to put all of this off for a few years, is to be addressed. Those were the triggers for this canton idea in the first place. I am advised that it is an ad hoc mechanism for resolving internal issues and will not be applicable otherwise. So we don't have to be concerned about the physical dissolution of this country for another year, if you need something to cheer yourself up with today."

The Chiefs of the military services around the table had no comment, sensing that they were on treacherous ground. To say anything was to possibly misjudge the wind direction and risk treason against the armed forces they had spent their entire careers in. Like the decade-long dust bowl ordeal of the 1930’s, each man had hoped the situation before them would just go away. But it had not.

General Pattison spoke up and suggested that it might make more sense to bring in the President for his thoughts on what they might do regarding the disarmament schedule. Leeman typed the request into the computer before him, and agreed that it wasn’t up to the military to be proceeding unilaterally or rudderless on a matter like this. He directed an adjutant to inquire about the possibility of the President dropping in on their meeting, and then summarized his position.

"I agree that it's improper for us to be sitting here deciding how to scrap our nation's armed forces and its defense industries, without a civilian component in that decision. I'm aware that Congress has approved beforehand any actions we might take here, but I think I speak for all of us in that I'm not comfortable in doing that. And I don't think that's insubordination, with all due respect. I'm seeing here on the computer - yes - that the President will join us if we reconvene at 1400 hrs. So let's continue this after lunch and see what we can put together at that time. Maybe we can get a handle on this today."

President Obama headed for the two o'clock meeting knowing that these Pentagon officials wanted the dirty business of dismantling the American military infrastructure to be seen to be coming from his office and auspices, not theirs. Some may have been hoping that he’d be at best a lame-duck President his last year, and then someone more sympathetic to the military might replace him. Be that as it may, he would take this opportunity to introduce a new wrinkle.

The meeting convened at 1400 hrs with the President sitting alongside Leeman at the table. The joint Chiefs were dog-faced but solicitous as they awaited the comments of the President; this was not going to be a happy occasion in their estimation. Each felt like a new incarnation of Benedict Arnold toward their branch of the services, and they held out little hope of Obama changing course, as he soon confirmed.

"Yesterday, and again an hour ago I was in negotiations with Mr. Ban around this question of our country’s compliance with the disarmament accords. He asked me to understand that all the eyes of the world are watching what we, the Russians, Israel, India and China are going to do here, to what degree and on what schedule. Congress has approved this, the politicians have cooked this stew, and there's really not much for us to decide on, as you gentlemen have no doubt discovered. But I did broach an idea with Mr. Ban that he was willing to support, provided that our disarmament schedule remains unchanged as an example to the other parties - which I then agreed to."

The demeanor of his generals grew ever blacker with this update, and they shifted in their chairs as they listened to the President's explanation.

"The UN insists that all nuclear-capable weapons and delivery systems must be removed from their sites, scrapped, and then verified independently - period. I couldn't move them off that, I don't think it's practical to reopen this - the boycott is about nukes and can end next month if we comply, and it's my responsibility to make every effort to exit this depression, because that’s what it is to us. What I proposed to them - to Mr. Ban - is that the US bases be the main sites where the UN stations and maintains their military personnel, conventional weapons and peacekeeping resources, for the Western Hemisphere and Pacific islands, after he clarified that the UN presence in NYC was going to be maintained. So I want you to identify for me which ships we have that can be converted to peacetime or peacekeeping use – mostly refugee relief and supply delivery. Same for the Air Force, we are keeping all air transport infrastructure, and the Army – where do we want to house the twenty percent overall of the UN personnel component we are allowed for the next five years?”
Admiral Burnley looked across at General Pattison with a quizzical expression on his face that said “Can you believe this?” that was in sequence echoed in the silence of the other three. Obama saw this and wondered to himself if this was how Capt. Bligh’s last meeting with his officers went…

“This is preliminary, boys, nothing in stone yet, but understand that this nation is bankrupt and jobless and the days of military dominance for us are over. We’re going to get out from under this boycott, out of this de facto depression, and see this country learn the value of being competitive again. I’ll expect your reports on these vessel and aircraft allocations to be on my desk in one week, and then we’ll do some short-listing from there. We’ll meet again at the same time next week unless otherwise advised.”

With that the President rose from the table with a clouded look on his face too. The Generals stood and saluted him as he walked from the room. There was silence around the table as the remaining men shuffled and collected up their papers, then filed out in silence. 
29. For Pete
The main lecture Hall at Amsterdam University was already full at 8:15am on Saturday morning as the Humanist Union's eight board members took their seats on the stage. The amphitheater seated 3500 people, most of the delegates being web discussion leaders from around the globe and European university types, along with a sizable contingent from the Internet media. The anticipatory roar of animated conversation was palpable above the background folk and world music.

The banner at the back of the stage displayed "Humanist Union 4th Anniversary AGM” and beneath it an enormous photograph of Earth from space with the theme 1000 Summers! across it.
Bent Jespersen walked up to the lectern, waited for the crowd noise to abate, and then welcomed everyone to Amsterdam and the AGM. He said a few words in Dutch to the effect that for practical purposes the balance of the proceedings that week would proceed in English, but was available via Google in five languages within ten seconds via speech recognition, and he requested that delegates plug in the provided ear buds if they wished to access the translations during the proceedings. Turn all cellphones off, please.
He introduced May Biersten, Tsuyoshi Yamanaka and Allan Boehm as committee members, to strong applause, and then summarized the notable events that had occurred since their AGM   in Rotterdam a year before.
"Events do not usually move with the speed we are seeing." he began. "When we consider the sudden arrival of the United Nations to its rightful station in human governance, this abnegation of militarism and its war mentality that has hunted our species for too long, and above all the coming together of humanity that we see evidenced in organizations such as our own - all of you in this building today have a front row seat to watch history in the making."

He raised his hand to allay any applause. "The theme for our meeting this year is taken from Martin McGlade's game-changing book ‘1000 Summers’ of course, which has caught the imagination of us all. The idea that the time has come to take stock of where our species is, where we live and where we are going, while accepting each other and the planet into our personal care - that is humanism. We all recognize how precious and fragile this moment may yet prove to be, and I thank you on behalf of our organization for your endorsement of this gentle crusade. For those of you who are curious regarding the folk music and the banjo icons throughout this convention today, we are honoring someone no longer with us, who many years ago should have been awarded the Nobel Peace Prize - Mr. Pete Seeger. We are announcing at this time that we are commissioning the Seeger Prize to be awarded in his memory each year for contributions to world humanism.”

He reached under the lectern and held aloft a small crystal banjo. “As you can see, this award is delicate and easily broken – in keeping with the first winner’s precious gift to humanity.  The first recipient is the woman who broke the military monopoly that had enslaved our species for a 1000 winters - Ms. May Biersten!" 
The crowd had not fully recognized the frail older woman sitting quietly at the board table, and they exploded in acclamation. Standing, waving, blowing kisses, the cheering and whistling drowned out the thunderous ovation itself. 
It was a fitting acknowledgment of the most influential activist in the world. Biersten arose gingerly from her seat to come forward and accept the prize. She looked at it lovingly, murmured “...this is for you, Pete, you dear soul,” kissed it and placed it on the lectern.

"Pete Seeger exemplifies for me how individual humanists who, like me, never realizing I was one, can nonetheless preserve and embroider our collective fabric - he used his intellectual and artistic abilities courageously to change this world around us. He created an ethos for sixty years that was a lifeboat for the progressive influences of the 1930s onwards. He kept them afloat right up into the present, and as a musician he handed us our anthems almost as an afterthought. We shall indeed overcome! Homage to you, Pete, we shall try not to disappoint you.”

Now it was Biersten who was shedding a tear.
"Why is it," she asked "that some of the most obvious things in this world and in our lives are so hard to achieve? Why has peace been so elusive, where does religious intolerance come from, how can a species so paramount with its powers of reason have reduced itself to such poverty and corruption? We must thank Pete Seeger for keeping some flame of compassion alive for three generations, while the rest of us worked to keep our ticky-tacky houses in order. Let me leave you with these thoughts regarding the challenges that face us in the upcoming years.” 
She accepted a glass of water and peered out at her audience determinedly.
"Our battle with the military cartels on this planet has begun in earnest, and we cannot rest on our laurels and presuppose that your support for our cause is all that will be needed for it to come to fruition. Quite the opposite. National governments, their military controllers, the press and media continue to view us as a fleeting fad or worse, and they are waiting for the UN to fall on its face. We cannot allow that to happen, we must maintain our momentum, and I would like to broach to you an idea today, in honor of Pete, to initiate immediately an application in international law that would make the manufacture of any war materiel on this planet illegal.”
The noise level began to rise again as she tried to make one last comment.

"Reject militarism! Boycott weapons and war industries. Forsake arms! Never forget what they have done to us for a thousand years. Thank you all!"

The crowd was energized by the acidity in her remarks, and exploded some seconds later with another ovation buoyed by exuberant youth, as she returned to her seat at the board table. 
It was informative of itself to have seen her resentment of militarism so patently displayed, and McGlade decided to begin his address to the delegates where Biersten had left off. Bent introduced him to more cheering, and he waited patiently until he could again hear himself think.
“Ms. Biersten was being rhetorical," he joked with the crowd "we're pacifists remember, certainly Pete Seeger was, so please don't off any soldiers until further notice. Instead, let's consider May’s legal proposal - can we successfully bring that argument before The Hague in the coming years, and what obstacles might we face? As you know the United Nations benefited greatly from the decision by the US Supreme Court to allow its citizens to forsake arms and, as an alternative, to directly support world government. Most countries have followed suit in some fashion, yet the contributions of their citizens are still seen as ‘defense’ remittances - they continue to characterize humanity as somehow needing to waste our bounty on arms against each other. That's wrong - we have to simply pay taxes to the UN as we have to sovereign nations, without earmarking them for military purposes. The best way to do that is to take the approach that Ms. Biersten has used so effectively and get right to the heart of the matter - make it flat out illegal to manufacture weapons of any sort - to outlaw instruments, processes and organizations whose only purpose is to injure or murder other human beings. Until we can extricate this unbearable cancer from our midst, we shall always be trapped in this vampire society. Heraclitus warned us that “Man’s character is his fate,” and Salman Rushdie maintained that “Our lives teach us who we are,” so we know what we have to do. With that I congratulate Ms. Biersten, for a revolution that is as fragile as that little glass banjo that she so richly has earned. And may it be as enduring as our debt to Pete Seeger for his faith in our own kind.”

He waited out the crowd’s approval of his comments then held up the brochure that had been left on the delegates’ seats outlining the AGM's agenda under its theme ‘1000 Summers’.

"We're going to do something different here, in that we're discussing the next edition of ‘1000 Summers’ with you, our membership, and leaving the more prosaic agenda items such as fundraising and housekeeping for tomorrow. We shall also be having the board election then, please take that into account, so without further ado I would like to outline for you how we intend as an organization to turn ‘1000 Summers’ from a concept into reality.”

He changed the projected graphics backing the stage to images of wilderness and agriculture.
“Can we ‘popularize’, for lack of a better word, the notion of a sustainable earth for ten centuries, a period not of growth, but of optimization? Dedicated to values of love, labor and life’s treasure, where war and poverty are eliminated once and for all, the weak defended, the old honored and innovators rewarded, as we realize our true paradise on Earth. We are here today because we know this dream is not naively utopian, it lies within our grasp but it will not lay there forever.”
He was gratified by the rapt attention his words were being given, and took the opportunity to summarize his perspective.
“As May has suggested, let's forget about war and weaponry to start with - that will always be our central cause as humanists, we cannot tolerate those intrusions into our species governance - enough already. But there are other directions that are promising. Buckminster Fuller pointed out for me, while I was a young student in a university lecture hall just like this one, that industrial societies tend to have far fewer children, and consequently declining populations. As we support women in every facet of our societies around the globe, we must hope that families will come down in size to the point that our population eventually becomes a fraction of what it is today, and in balance with the sustainable resources available on earth. We’ll continue with our struggle against global heating in the meantime, and must remain aware that our atmosphere is compromised by threats coming from many directions, particularly from deposited methane. We are very privileged today to introduce to our board Mr. Tsuyoshi Yamanaka, the architect of nuclear fusion control, whose gift promises to relieve us from our dangerous dependence on fossil fuels. He will now offer you a few words."
Yamanaka was clearly not comfortable speaking to a large lecture hall, in English, but he took some time to gather himself until the boisterous accolades that were afforded him by the young crowd attenuated.
“I should first correct Martin’s statement that I am the architect of - what was that? - nuclear fusion control? Perhaps, but we scientists have been working on that for many decades and we continue to do so. What I did was make a simple observation that the superposition quantum states of atomic nuclei are mathematically in step with the iterations found in fractal geometry or chaos theory, giving us the opportunity to use a logical container instead of a physical or magnetic one. Like a digital stepper motor, the control this affords is near-absolute, at least in theory and you can adapt it to real-time processes, such as allowing fuel for the fusion reaction to be activated in minute amounts."

He felt more at ease now that he was discussing his technology directly, although he did wish he was speaking to a mathematics symposium. Nevertheless the number of non-English speakers in the audience gave him some confidence that his English was no worse than theirs. His California years stood him in good stead.
"Ever since the successful tests at the ignition facility at Livermore, we have known that we could light the fusion fire with lasers. The work at ITER demonstrated that we could contain a reaction magnetically in practical terms.  We know that mathematics and computers can ‘spoon feed’, as my American friends say, this clean source of energy and I'm very pleased that we have prototype reactors successfully running in Japan and in Saudi Arabia. What remains is the challenge of ramping them up to larger reactions, which is somewhat different from controlling it - for the past five decades we've been trying to control the reaction, to enable it really, using Tokomak toroids and magnetic belts and we realize that we only have to use that group of technologies for the reactor basins. We have sufficient input control that the reaction can cease in a millisecond, if needed or if contingencies arise. But I don't want to bore you with such details, which you can glean from the many news reports around our efforts in these challenges. I believe it is a straightforward matter of progressively building larger and larger reactors as we gain confidence in our containment facilities.”

He was comfortable relating some observations by the Japanese. “I'm grateful that nuclear power has at last come to be seen as a friend of mankind and not as the destroyer of worlds that Oppenheimer feared. Early nuclear fission was indeed a dangerous and polluting activity, I have heard the Japanese describe that era as similar to a two-year-old boy walking around with a full diaper," he laughed "and I can tell you right now they characterize this era as a teenage boy that is rather full of himself. Indeed we are growing to manhood in the field of energy sourcing, control and production and I'm looking forward to our species managing the remaining fossil fuels as legacy materials for biodegradable plastics and chemical substrates. Those raw materials may prove invaluable toward real sustainability, for our next 1000 summers.”
He paused to look at his notes, relieved that his stage fright had abated once he got into his subject matter.
“Some say that the skies have  parted, that the CO2 and pollution clouds will  be clearing, that our species has caught lightning in a bottle - all colorful ways of saying that we are of course demigods from the perspective of all our sister species on earth, and from the viewpoint of our own painstaking history. True, of course, but this can be threatened and reversed if we as humanists do not stand up for our species per se, for our planet, to organize and enrich our lives, and - as Martin put it so nicely in his book - to hold open life's window. I know many of you are still uncomfortable with talk of immortality, but I am not, and I believe there are an increasing number of us who envision humanism - Martin's inclusive humanism – as an equally revolutionary social mechanism that will join us as brothers and sisters forever. I believe Mr. Roy Kurtz will address you later this afternoon, regarding the Transhumanist idea that a ‘singularity’ is approaching that could threaten our very humanness. As a mathematical scientist I think there is a strong likelihood that Mr. Kurtz's characterizations of cyborgs - rather unwholesome alliances between computers and some humans - will itself become a threat to us all just as militarism has been. This singularity threat is one more indicator that our window of opportunity is closing. Let me be the first here to throw my support behind him; this is a grave matter and it obligates us as humanists and species critics to respect this danger for what it is, and to provide for dealing with it not atavistically, but rather as good parents would, who are looking out for future generations. Thank you for allowing me to speak with you and thank you all for humanism - a sensibility at last for all of mankind."

The little Japanese superstar of the energy industry looked up from his reading, and bowed repeatedly before the clapping throng. The sense of solidarity in the lecture Hall brought emotion to a thousand unashamed faces. Here was the camaraderie of communism without the authoritarianism, the fellowship of religion without the supernatural silliness. 
Martin again waited for the noise levels to abate, then returned to the lectern and gestured toward the large screen at the back of the stage.
"I'm told that we have two gentlemen of note attending the disarmament conference in Bonn today, who would like to say a word to us, this was recorded just one hour ago." 
He signaled Bent Jespersen to play the short video. The humanist logo dissolved, and the screen came alive as a television interviewer from the BBC introduced the two men together - UN Secretary-General Ban Ki-moon and US President Barack Obama, who spoke first.
 "I think I'm speaking for all of us here at this conference, and certainly for myself and Sec. Gen. Ban when we applaud the emergence of the humanist movement as an inspiration for peace on our planet." Mr. Obama then deferred to Mr. Ban, who continued for him.  
"We must all be humanists now, whatever else we might be - sharing our world and our destiny in harmony. We congratulate the Humanist Union for its vision and compassion for all of humanity, and we pledge to work with you, as you have so ably done with us, to preserve the home of our species. May we all achieve with you everyone’s dream of a thousand summers on this Earth."

The delegates in the hall looked at each other with the same alacrity - what was the reaction going to be to this development,  in religiously conservative America, or indeed Asia, that these two world leaders would be so supportive of the young humanist movement? The hubbub in the hall and the rising din of conversation suggested that this was an opportune time to break for lunch. 

McGlade was given another ovation as he brought the morning session to a close, his mind awash with the intensity of the morning’s events.
30. Home Port 
Evan and Marnie brought Blond Air around the last point and pointed her toward their anchored buoy in Bally Bay, on the north side of Maurelle Island. It was another sunny morning and the salon windows were all open to clear the boat of smoke, which lingered from Evan's first attempt to make camp toast. He hadn't realized that you can't walk away when you are toasting bread over an open propane flame.

The heady aroma of a full breakfast cooked in the old boat mingled nonetheless, and Evan realized again that he was intoxicated with the aromas of diesel, food cooking, people, their homes and their bodies, all living together. When he had arrived at Maurelle the previous fall he had brought with him his middle class preconception that all 'odors' were bad. His short time on the streets of Victoria as a homeless person had only reinforced his distaste for the smell of humans, so deeply ingrained in him by his affluent Seattle upbringing. Now he was looking forward to the richly fragrant cabins and bunk houses around the lake, which had come to signify community and belonging to him.

Marnie emerged half-dressed from the forepeak, where they had spent much of the last two days, with a look of mock horror on her face. "Is it safe to come out yet? Shit, where is the fire axe after all, I hate these drills." 
Evan watched his new lover step into the shower with wonderment. She had impossibly clear skin and the eyes to match, eyes that were innocent yet all-seeing, like an eagle’s they waited and watched and then flashed. He was enamored of the way women went along with everything in this man's world until it reached some sort of logical roundabout, at which time they would invariably state the obvious. Obvious to everybody except men, of course. Marnie was the very embodiment of womanhood, yet fully capable of dealing with the eventualities of a man’s world.
And so it had been during this two day cruise along the brilliant paradise that is the British Columbia coast in summer. They had danced and loved - naked, drunk and high - drifting aimlessly with the tide in broad channels for two days, where loud music and bare loins would trouble nobody. His fingers were worn and painful from alternating on Marnie's Larrivee guitar, whose steel strings had taken Evan some time to get used to. He had taught Marnie some basic bossa nova chords, and she had taught him her merengue steps as they danced on the afterdeck before diving off the swim grid in late afternoon.
He found his cell phone in his sea bag and turned it back on, knowing full well that there wouldn't be much reception for it until he got up to the mess hall - which he caught himself thinking - …mustn't say mess hall, he reminded himself …it's the cookhouse…Potluck Plaza.
They tied Blond Air to her buoy and launched the dinghy, reserving the commune’s small dock space for incoming fishing and supply boats, possibly McGlade’s plane. They walked up to the cookhouse for one last coffee, and to solicit some assistance toward unloading Blond Air. 
Doug Marshall watched them come in and motioned that he would be joining them. He first went over to his sweater hanging by the door and retrieved his own cell phone, then sat down with a haughty look on his face and asked Marnie if she had heard the news - she cracked that she was ‘even more clueless than usual’.

"Have a look-see here," said Marshall "this was on CNN yesterday, about your dad of course. He's not in the video but you might recognize the two guys that are."
The video began with the CNN blaze of logos and then displayed the clip that McGlade had received in Amsterdam that week, conveying the congratulations of Barack Obama and Ban Ki-moon.
“Wow!” declared Marnie “did they join the Union? Or was that at the convention in Holland?”

"Neither," replied Marshall “the President and the Secretary-General were sending their regards from a demobilization summit they were attending in Germany. After this the Christian right in the US is claiming that Obama is an atheist, and that the UN is an antichrist organization. Something like that.” 
“They're probably right," he conceded, "but your dad has already pointed out to the media that the HU has no position on atheism, or any religion for that matter, so it's all good in terms of educating people on who we are, our policies. We've had a very good week - I thought you were supposed to show up yesterday morning? Jack was here and I was expecting him to do all the work, not me, unloading that old tub in the bay. I’ll get the hand trucks.”

“Let's hop to it," offered Evan, "I still have half a roof to put on and it's supposed to rain in two days.” 
They solicited another volunteer from the breakfast regulars and made their way back down to the dock.
31. Red Stars
Dmitri Vasiliev landed at Riyadh Airport with another delicate situation to manage. The Russian gas pipeline ventures, one of which was supposed to be constructed under the Baltic Sea to bypass cantankerous nations on the way to Western Europe, were in financial tatters. Both of them were less than halfway built and their future was increasingly threatened by the growing number of LNG terminals, with tankers bringing fuel from other revenue-starved nations. All of Europe was anticipating becoming independent of the fossil fuels controlled by Russia, Iran and the Saudis. Every second winter it seemed that one or another Baltic nation was freezing in the dark for a month or two as debt-bloated nations stared each other down. The European community was awaiting fusion power to put an end to this instability and strife, to add to the solar power being newly imported by German firms from their Sahara grid.
Russia was in the most complex position of any of the players outside of Arabia, due to their own advanced capabilities with nuclear fusion technologies. On the one hand, they had been content to exploit their oil and gas resources, which had carried their economy through a heady period of adjustment and growth following the collapse of communism. The western recession had brought into question the ability of their client nations to justify or fund the completion or the pipelines - everything was in the shadow of the forthcoming fusion generation. It had been handed to Vasiliev to negotiate a rational path through these exigencies that would leverage Russia's resources and technical abilities.

It was almost noon when his driver delivered him to Sharif Al Jaz’ah’s office tower. By agreement, Vasiliev remained in the car until the Saudi minister came down to greet him, and they would drive back out into the desert about 10 km, where they left the limousine with its bodyguards and driver to walk alone, along an irrigated avenue of grass that stood in stark contrast to the unforgiving sand.

"I'm here to discuss a very sensitive proposal with you, Sharif.”  
Vasiliev apologized for the intrusion, but requested that they leave their briefcases behind on the pathway during their conversation. The Saudi official tried not to display his horror at this indignity, but he knew what was at stake and as a diplomat was acquainted with the sometimes over-the-top idiosyncrasies of Russian emissaries. They walked further into the desert for a few minutes more until they were surrounded by dunes and clearly beyond the reach of any communication devices save satellites and God.

"Apologies again for these ridiculous measures, someday we can be sane again. We have reached an impasse in Russia around the implementation of nuclear fusion vis-à-vis our fossil fuel resources. Russia shares with the Saudis the sure knowledge that within one decade the economic drivers of our respective economies will be gone. You are aware that the United States refuses to recognize the patent of the Japanese scientist Yamanaka; at least they have done so to date. We have information that their President Obama would like to ratify its observance but that he is being constrained by the usual suspects in Texas, and apparently by a natural gas lobby as well. Our fission clients there are complaining, but… We have other information that Obama is so deeply involved in political turmoil around compliance with the UN directives that any change in American policies toward fusion power is unlikely in the short term."

Al Jaz’ah nodded in ready agreement. "Russia at least has other options than oil exports, we Saudis do not - without them we shall once again come under the thumb of Western nations if they deign to grant us any notice at all. We are doomed to fall into what they call their ‘sphere of influence’ one more time, where we were mired a century ago under the thumbs of the Turks, the Germans and the British. We cannot go back there and we shall not, and we are ready to work with Russia if you can provide us with a dimension or alternatives that we do not currently have…”
Vasiliev remained serious. "We are in discussions with Mr. Yamanaka around the recognition of his patent. In confidence, Russia is capable of going forward with nuclear fusion by itself, but Mr. Yamanaka's process is indisputably an advance and we would prefer to work with him rather than face a competitor. What I am here to discover is whether or not Saudi Arabia and other Arab states can join together with Russia in implementing Mr. Yamanaka's technology throughout your region. This would be a marriage of your ability to capitalize this venture by yourselves, before it is too late, of Russia's technical and diplomatic assistance to Mr. Yamanaka to build the next generation of production reactors here for you, while all three parties share in the revenues attending the production of deuterium and the licensing of the patent to all the treaty blocs. It is that revenue that can guarantee the future of Saudi Arabia as it transitions from fossil fuels to a fusion-based economy."

Al Jaz’ah appeared circumspect but inside his mind was racing. He realized that Russia was on a mission here to borrow money, perhaps nothing more than that, yet at the same time here was a proposal to partner with the European commodities storehouse, within a definitive project to make this desert bloom. He might be able to diversify the Saudis beyond oil.
"You are of course aware of our own present relationship with Mr. Yamanaka and the pilot reactor on the Red Sea. Are you requesting access to that facility without Mr. Yamanaka's knowledge? We already have a plan in place to fund and develop the next generation of reactors for our region, with or without the cooperation of any European or American authorities or technical teams. How would it benefit Saudi Arabia and our Arab sister states if we included Russia in our boardroom?"

"I can only advise you that Russia is more advanced along your timeline right now than you might expect," Vasiliev deadpanned. "I can assure you that we are not trying to piggyback Russia into your established projects gratuitously, we have equal, identical, and in some instances superior technologies to your Red Sea implementation, as an example. What we are proposing in essence is a three-way partnership to build out legally patented processes using the intellectual and capital resources of the three parties. Nothing more than that."

The Saudi raised his eyebrows slightly and queried "And what of the French - they think they own the nuclear business in this part of the world - and the US won't be sitting on the fence forever. Even the British are making overtures that their mathematical equation sets out of ITER are distinctly more efficient and safer. What are we going to make of these parties - how do they participate?"

Vasiliev was dismissive, wagging his finger. "The French, the British, the Dutch, the Americans - none of them have fully come to terms with the United Nations directives yet. They're still arguing as if this was 2007. We've had a financial revolution over the past few years that dwarfs any other and I'm not confident that those countries have digested that yet. What I'm proposing is that we seize the high ground, take the high road in championing Mr. Yamanaka's patent, while defending the international patent system, intellectual property, which differentiates us from China and India and is largely unanticipated by the West. They have perhaps come to expect subterfuge from Russia, cronyism from Saudi Arabia - whatever."

The Saudi was unconvinced. "And how are ordinary Russians viewing this genuflecting to the UN, this wholesale disarmament, this wave of humanism that just about everybody else that I discussed this with expects may dissipate at any moment? Why do you think China will continue to tacitly support the hegemony of the UN?" 

Vasiliev smiled. "That's an easy question - the United Nations represents central authority, a secular authority in service to its citizenry. For countries like China and Russia and in Saudi Arabia if I might speculate - our citizens have always been comfortable with authority, they see it as indicative of a mature society.”

Al Jaz’ah turned and began to retrace their footsteps back to Vasiliev's briefcase and the car in the distance, but before they returned, the Russian made one more offer.

“Russia will work with you to make Saudi Arabia the leading supplier of deuterium, right from your Red Sea reactors, and we will partner with Egypt too in your joint venture to convert it into an Arabian lake. The Red Sea will become your new oil fields.” 

“I shall speak to the King and contact you directly for any clarifications." 
32. Grumbling
The Chinese ambassador to the UN was again lunching with Ban Ki-moon, as had been occurring with increasing frequency in response to the UN directives and events in America. After the Chinese monetary reserves had fallen by more than half with the decline of the US dollar in recent years, relations between China and America had grown to be increasingly at arm's length. Often this meant negotiating via the UN on economic, political and military matters, which was not a comfortable option for the inward-looking Chinese.

Li Yin was in a serious mood, Ban detected, and he decided to listen more than was usual during their amicable repasts.
"First, I seeing reports of large U.S. Navy activity in mid-Pacific, and on West Coast. Their main naval base Japan at capacity with vessels, our satellites report more attack submarines at sea. At same time our diplomatic corps notice no incidents or situations account for this. So I reporting to you we having difficulty rationalizing disarmament with western powers, perhaps understand our puzzlement. This happened before, US used to play war games with Russia, no provoked, not happened for thirty years, see no reason for this."

Ban shrugged to indicate that it was of concern, but the first that he had heard of such manoeuvres.

Li continued in a somewhat calmer tone. "Let me thank you for UN rescheduling canton directives, or mechanisms I think describe them now. Our government has no understanding or accepting what this mean to China over time. In meantime is to elevate Tibet repatriation to fever level. This all so hard, but I bring for you China's resolve to continue process, support of UN and full funding and disarmament as first priority. We in solidarity with rest of Asia these items and feel Western Europe and South America also in accord. Once America, Russia, India, others make plain progress these matters I suppose we relax, take comfort in developments. But now military actions of America and refusal to accept your Uno, for example into IMF basket currencies to replace dollar - seems US always cause trouble somewhere."

The Secretary-General sadly acknowledged his words. 
“The internal opposition toward the United Nations within the US is frightening and appears to be growing.  I believe that the UN is being blamed for the 4N boycott simply because of our own longstanding disarmament initiatives; they preceded the Supreme Court decision that opened the door to our funding. We are being tarred with the same brush and I fear that President Obama - it's all he can do to keep things under control. I feel great empathy for that man, who is so patently nonviolent yet faced with every kind of hooliganism and vigilantism that the worst elements in America seem to regurgitate at any opportunity. I don't know if there's any precedent in history for such a fifth column to be present in such an advanced nation...”
Li barely understood the more-learned man's sentences, but knew that he agreed. "I concerned about continuance 4N boycott too, we assure Americans we not participate once we absolved, ceased all sanctions any party, anyway.  We sensitive to partners and those policies, show agreement for their side too. This very difficult, I hope Americans get house in harmony soon. I imagine how difficult for UN too, how threatens security revolution when just beginning."

Ban’s face hardened. "I'm doing everything I can to moderate the rate of change, so that all parties can comply with our new hierarchy - it will serve no purpose for the UN to get ahead of itself. We must be patient and sensitive to all parties in these new arrangements, to their difficulties, as you mention, as we journey toward compliance. I'm glad that you are more comfortable with the relaxation of the canton provisions, those are just an appeal option now, as you do understand, for aggrieved populations - something for The Hague to deal with and not the UN General Assembly. I'm much relieved at that change and believe that we have a thousand summers to work on that process. It might take that long for Tibet..."

"You congratulate McGlade I notice;” commented Li, ignoring the jibe, "and religionists in America take great offense. According them you now exposed as humanist communist, perhaps talking to me too much!" he laughed.
"Yes, and Mr. Obama apparently is the Antichrist, whatever that is. I would be gratified if these people could someday understand like McGlade that humanism has nothing to do with religion, that the United Nations has nothing to do with communism, but we all have everything to do with the human community."

Li noted the stern pride with which Ban delivered the simplest homilies. "You say very well, I may be humanist myself, perhaps communist too, but for sure I am human, devoted like yourself one world community. We have it!"

Ban took a freshly minted Uno from his pocket and placed it by his plate as they rose to leave. A passing waiter pounced on it, was clearly puzzled by its UN logo, but gratified by its hefty weight and consigned it to his pocket. It would be the first of many more.
33. Confirmation
May Biersten's decision to become a humanist arose more or less spontaneously, her tolerance driven ashore by the vitriol directed at her by American right wing patriots and jingoists. After her initiative aimed at that country's weapons culture, she had been variously accused of being godless, un-American and a traitor. As a professor of international law at the University of Washington for more than thirty years, she became disaffected by the tacit silence around world federalism, first during the Cold War and then during the recurring Republican presidencies. 
She explained her decision to her fellow UW faculty member Maraysha Plavsic, who was seated beside her on the morning plane from Washington to Seattle.

"I had been raised in a good protestant home, but never taking too much of the good book seriously in my youth, like so many others. That's pretty much where my faith sat until I got farther into my legal, and then university, careers and I sort of had to declare my cards. The same way you had to hide your sexuality, publish or perish or whatever it took, to get along as a tenured professor. I was coping. So far so good, in fact I was sixty years old before I began to review my own identity. With the advent of the George Bush presidencies the situation became more acute; my disarmament advocacy came in for official criticism. At that time, speaking of the United Nations one day displacing the US as the prime mover in international affairs was simply anathema, but still I retained my disguise of being a little old protestant lady, and who should care whether I was a fundamentalist or not. But then one day at a press conference in Washington, a rowdy one centered on the possibility that the Supreme Court and Obama might actually consider expanding the second amendment during their fall session in reaction to gruesome gun massacres, one small thing happened to change my thinking.”

Her gaze was steely. “I was answering a straightforward question about the separation of church and state, about the conflicted role of Christianity in American politics, that was so evident during those years - I hadn't even finished my preamble, as it were when a prominent, longtime member of the press corps muttered through clenched teeth that "you sound like a goddamn humanist." I was insulted by the tone of his remark, yes, but didn't really let on, I don't think. I resolved to consider what he had said, for the first time, and whether I might indeed be one. I had seen mentions of McGlade’s efforts pop up in web salons."

Biersten paused with their own thoughts as she looked out the plane window at the morning sun lighting the mountaintops far below. 

"And what was your conclusion?" inquired Plavsic, afraid that Biersten might leave it there.
"I looked up humanism in Wikipedia and then again in the Encyclopedia Britannica, which had a very palatable summary of it, from its origins back in classical Greece. I noted that it began with a sense of freedom and independence that the ancient Greeks felt, as they moved away from their plethora of gods and pantheistic icons, then it re-emerged as Renaissance humanism beginning with Petrarch in Italy, through the age of Enlightenment and the Reformation in England and finally into the 20th century versions highlighted by their various manifestos. I was impressed by the concept that humans were sensing and celebrating an essential independence from the supernatural, and from organized religion. And what was more important, moving their interest await from deities and over onto their own kind. Yes, I was excited by that fact - or was it disappointed? - that humanism is for some reason underexposed among our species on this planet. Now I’m starting to talk like I are one," she smiled.

“Why was the press guy accusing you of being something reprehensible then? Was he characterizing you as being anti-Christian?"
"Oh very much so, to an American fundamentalist the word humanism is synonymous with atheism - an apostate -  and the latter is a barren and godless state for any responsible citizen to find themselves in, by their estimation. They spit when they say the word humanist - in fact I think they view humanists as particularly smart-assed atheists who want to turn America into some sort of communist purgatory - I felt as if that man had cursed me with the dirtiest word in his vocabulary."

Biersten looked around to make sure she couldn't be heard and said to her startled companion "it was worse than if he'd called me a cun….”
Plavsic rolled her eyes. "My, you were peed off!  But I can see why, we were so sick of the Christian chorus by that time, and for him to use the word that was socially acceptable I suppose, but so loaded from his point of view, one of those enlightening negative epiphanies I guess."

Biersten nodded "…it was my burning bush experience with religion, or my lack of it, and it just made me want to piss on Bush, let me tell you, his legacy. It made a big impression on me. Valuable in the long run because it allowed me to formulate what I was doing into a larger context. I had begun as a pacifist seeking to give US citizens a legal avenue out of their arms culture. Starve out the Pentagon. When the 4N movement began in Holland the idea then arose that citizens could not only forsake arms to a significant degree, but could fiscally underpin the United Nations at the same time. Once the UN began to blossom and the successful referendum results came in, McGlade’s Humanist Union more or less put a humanist brand on it for a lot of us, and Obama's remarks about it being a passing fad just added fuel to the fire. And that was it - I knew I was a humanist as much as I was ever going to be anything."

Plavsic interrupted her there. "So this is where the schism between the atheists and humanists came into evidence? humanists began to be associated with the UN instead of atheism?"
"That's pretty much it, all credit to McGlade for that." agreed Biersten."Unfortunately that's a big piece of the HU agenda this year, getting the damn atheists either out of our organization or up into the cheap seats where they belong. McGlade wants me to help them there, and I have no problem doing that, I’m an honorary board member and may as well do some work for them. Simple atheists who declare themselves to be humanists are nothing but social climbers, you need two pieces of ID to be a humanist; we’re not interested in what you don't believe in, just what you're doing for peace, our species, the planet and so on. Proactive. The biggest danger is that the atheists will alienate would-be humanists and upset religiously conservative countries like Brazil, India and Indonesia. It would be tragic to involve irrelevant arguments about the so-called supernatural at the expense of the species going forward of and for itself. Imagine the confusion in China if the prime message had to be atheism - I think cigarettes are more important to the Chinese than atheism."

"I've heard you mention that the British are also overly concerned with atheism, the British humanists I mean. Or is it just the British Humanist Association - isn't McGlade having a tough time with them?" asked Plavsic.
"The problem there is the word humanism shouldn't be in the title of their association, when almost all of their political activities are dedicated to tearing down the influence of the Church of England, or of Rome, given their pogrom of the Pope. And they already have the NSS. It's a strange thing, but the British don't seem to realize that they are almost as immersed in Christian religion as the French and the Italians are, or once were, or maybe they do and they don't want us otherworldly humanists interfering. God only knows - did I say that?"

Plavsic laughed and pointed out the window to the green land coming up below. 
“That's probably Idaho, look no further for a country that's been overly involved in religion. I guess we don't want to really believe we live in a fundamentalist place ourselves."

"God help us - D’oh!” laughed Biersten as the two women did up their seat belts and prepared for their descent to SeaTac airport and home.
34. Anger
President Obama was in his last year in office before his second term would come to a conclusion. Through his first seven years as President he had been as popular, or more so than Roosevelt after the New Deal, until at last the drawn-out recession began to take its toll on the nation's psyche, and wide sectors of the American public began to question his leadership. The crushing debt and bloated expectations left from the Bush years would blight the country’s recovery for most of his administration.
He had done his best to offset the inception of the financial crisis in 2009 - 2011, printing $2 trillion worth of new money to forestall the certain collapse of the country's largest banks. After two years it was apparent that this measure had only multiplied the country’s debt and delayed the inevitable - America would eventually lose a third of the jobs it had in 2006.

The President had listened to his advisers when they told him that the US dollar was greatly overvalued and aggravating the situation, wherein wages across Western Europe, the US and Japan were 10-20 times what they had been in China. This discrepancy amounted to de facto slavery for Asian workers, who also suffered from a lack of pensions, healthcare benefits, holidays and other amenities that western workers took for granted. Any sensible economist could have foreseen the migration of factories, which are so sensitive to labor rates, to China and its adjoining neighbors. But sensible economists were an oxymoron in the heady days of booming real estate values, that characterized this century's early years.

The American dilemma was complicated further by a stark lack of accrued savings and a corresponding glut of personal debt on the part of its unconcerned citizens, who had become unashamedly obese as if in defiance of every kind of responsible discipline. Obama’s advisers further claimed that any prolonged recession would bring strong deflation, and largely buffer the otherwise inflationary effect of printing reams of money. So he went for it. 
When British Sterling, the Japanese Yen, and finally the Euro were similarly diluted through what was euphemistically termed ‘quantitative easing’, what had clearly been a race to devalue their respective currencies to make their wage rates more competitive resulted in a 60 to 80% drop in their pre-recession values, amid howls of protest from the Chinese, who were unlucky enough to hold more than $1 trillion of USD paper. 
The Japanese, who had seen their own Yen rise and fall many times during that country's transitions, were astute enough to gradually divest themselves of American securities and dollars. The descent of the British pound impacted that nation like an economic Weimar when its devaluation knew no bottom, and that lesson precipitated an escalating selloff of the dollar lest things go too far one way or another.
Despite the dollar's fall, the Pentagon had fought Obama for every yard of ground to maintain its budget, and to keep festering the overseas wounds that the internationally popular President indefatigably attempted to heal. Whenever the President sponsored a bill or legislation reducing the Pentagon's expenditures to a level more in keeping with the nation’s resources, alarmed Democrats in areas of the country dependent on defence spending would vote with the Republicans to defeat his efforts. When international anger with the Pentagon's continuing intrusions into the Middle East and elsewhere, combined with its nuclear weapons brandishing resulted in serious 4N trade sanctions, Obama became determined to stop it. 
By 2014-15 the international trade sanctions directed against US militarism resulted in a pervasive boycott of America by all 4N nations. Much of the western world and Asia began to shun trade and travel there, some going so far as to implement screening procedures on Americans that had once been the hallmark of the ‘war on terrorism’.
The President faced equally daunting developments at home. Two generations of substandard education produced a citizenry that was plainly not as competitive technically, nor as confidently innovative as earlier Americans had been. When unemployment reached a level near 30% in 2014, eclipsing for some months that of the Depression of the 1930’s, the country became a dangerous warren of disillusioned men armed with every cause and curse. Obama was the stated target of at least half a dozen extremist groups, a fact that nauseated the rest of the civilized world; but it was an ominous predictor given America's history in that regard, and it could not indefinitely be ignored.
It was evident to the greying President that the only way out of this endgame economically was to accede to the wishes of the rest of the world, that the United Nations be entrusted with the world’s security, and for the US to retrieve what it could. This would in theory end the 4N boycott and relieve the American treasury of the cancerous grasping of the Pentagon for confiscatory budgets, in the face of people dying without proper nutrition and health care. The President was resolute - he would turn this ship around before leaving office.

After the US Supreme Court amended the Constitution to grant its citizens the "right to bear or forsake arms" the European community, Canada, South America, Africa, Japan and most of Asia followed suit and within a year the overall UN budget was equal to or greater than that of Britain’s, whose ghostly factories stood testament to the perils of unaddressed industrial change.

The UN Secretary-General, a good friend of the US President, came to understand the particular predicament his American counterpart faced, and he offered the western nations large tax credits in exchange for converting or scrapping their weapons systems. For the Americans, whose military was larger than the rest of the world's combined, with 180 overseas bases, his offer was especially generous. American outposts around the world would be converted to UN relief and supply centers, utilizing the glut of American ships where suitable, to stand available for civilian purposes such as famine and disaster relief. This offer provided a way out of the boycott and recession to Obama, but it was raw meat to the conservative guns-and-weapons culture of rural America.
 When it was proposed that the Nimitz class carriers be converted to peacetime use as hospital training and helicopter ships, they became symbols to patriotic Americans of the progressive loss of their country, with no end in sight.
As he arrived for work this day, Obama did not have to look far to find the spokesman for right wing America.

"Senator Gurney is here for your meeting in the East Wing office, Sir"
"Tell him I'll be there in 10 minutes," replied Obama "I need another five minutes on this briefing."

The President read over an aide’s summary of recent events around Gurney, the poll-leading candidate for the Republican nomination that fall. Gurney was a firebrand patriot whom many felt was taking advantage of the country’s predicaments to harness its anger and frustration for his own purposes, but Obama realized that somebody was bound to carry that banner into the next election, and he was equally determined to avoid provoking more acrimony from the political right. Obama did not fight fire with fire, that was one of his considerable parrying talents that so frustrated his opponents.

His notes stated that Gurney was now a 2:1 favourite for the forthcoming convention, and the frontrunner to win the ensuing election as well. A good place to start, if Obama was going to build some sort of consensus resolution to these mounting crises over the coming months.

Gurney was sitting alone when the President entered, and seemed solicitous as they shook hands. The usual platitudes were exchanged and the two men sat down to discuss the state of the union, and inevitably its parlous state in the face of the calamities besieging it.

"Mr. President..."

"Barack. Please...”
"I think you know why I'm here, Barack, things are getting pretty untenable among the general population given the roller coaster the country appears to on. I'm glad we at least don't have to split into 48 cantons in the near future, and dissolving the armed forces is not going to float by anyone's estimation. A Reuter’s poll this morning shows 78% of Americans against rolling what we have into the United Nations...”
"Then what do we have here then, Carl? Tell me."

Gurney was taken aback, but reverted to what he had been spooning to the electorate for much of that year. "Well, we’ve touched on 30% unemployment, a dollar worth a fraction of itself, a world that won't trade with us or even visit us, people beginning to starve and hoard ever more ammunition - collapsing infrastructure, spreading crime waves, godless humanism - the country is a pale shadow of what it once stood for and was, I..."

Obama stopped him there. 
"All very true, that and more. You forgot to mention that the country is also stone broke and will be deeply in debt for the rest of this century. When you're President next year, Carl, how you gonna fix that?”
Gurney could see that Obama wanted to play the game in his end, so he pressed back.

"I can tell you that I wouldn't sell the Navy as my solution, nor would I dissolve the Air Force for the value of the aluminum in its planes. The nation is incredulous that you would consider these measures, when we are under attack from every quarter.”

"I'm not selling the Navy, but perhaps you can share with me how you would use an old B-1 bomber to rebuild the country. We can't even afford fuel for the suckers; what’re you gonna do, Carl - squeeze the Russians?"

Gurney could see that Obama, against form, was ready to drop the gloves in these matters, but that the still-young President was nonetheless weary and in no mood for small talk or gratuitous panaceas. He decided to appeal to Obama's ‘art of the practical’ that he claimed for himself.

Obama stepped in before he could. 
"Most of the globe has agreed to centralize world security within the United Nations, and we won’t participate? Hello? At the same time, they are granting us more than $2 trillion in tax credits over the next decade if we convert our bases over to their use, along with any infrastructure they might find a use for, including, yes, our satellite system. The Fox boys will have fun with that now, won’t they? A key outcome for me is that the rest of the world assumes most of our defence budget, and we get to salvage a good portion of our related industries and those jobs by converting them over to United Nations maintenance functions, before some other country grabs them. We're getting by far the sweetheart deal of any western nation in this respect, just about the whole pot so far - the UN is giving us as much consideration as we can possibly expect. I don't have to explain for you how critical it is to break this goddamn 4N boycott. This is a near-depression, Carl and can become a really bad one if we don’t smarten up and fast. Your flag waving and refuge in patriotism could destroy this country."

Gurney had never seen such a hard and anguished glare from Obama, despite his being seven years in power, and he was himself shaken.
"You have to understand Barack, that much of what goes on during the run-up to nominations is done to separate us from our challengers - look at your own year-long battle with Hillary Clinton into '08. It doesn't mean that the incoming chief can't act responsibly on behalf of the nation, irrespective of campaign rhetoric. If..."
Obama’s tone became severe and he pointed at him in no uncertain terms. 
"Carl, just make sure to bite your lip when the press starts asking you what your position is on the armed forces and what we have to do to turn this country around in the coming year. There's no room for bullshit or cheap electioneering, this is eleventh hour stuff on our plate here and Americans need to eat - right now! The Pentagon has had a good run for seventy five years and we have to convert ‘defense’ into peacetime industries, maybe some green ones if we’re ever allowed to talk about those again. I need your help here, Carl; we can’t have more gasoline thrown onto these fires. I’m...”

Gurney realized that anything he said from that point onward would be pointless and a provocation. To look at the President, he wondered if he wasn’t about to leap across the desk at him.

Instead, Gurney stood up, walked around the table, leaned and embraced the President. Both men were speechless as the senator walked slowly from the room, the door closing quietly behind him.
35. Family
McGlade was glad of a few days’ rest following their return from the sturm-und-drang of the media scrums at the AGM, and he stretched out on his quiet porch to soak up some island solitude. His mind turned to the unceasing battles he seemed to have with the IHEU and the BHA over what exactly the definition of humanism was to be. The fight had again come to be centered on Wikipedia’s listing for humanism, with both he and the IHEU cross-editing each other on its lead article. 

The rank-and-file had applauded his succinct submission at the AGM to the effect that "...humanism is an inclusive sensibility for our species, planet and lives" but the academic philosophers had been just as quick to dismiss this as an oversimplification, claiming that humanism was just a component of other philosophies, of which many variants existed; that it may only be a body of literature like the ‘humanities’, that the role of religion was inextricable from it - and so on. 
The Union's version did not address ethics and morality, they sniped, and Ajit Desai had promulgated the HU’s position that humans know the difference between right and wrong inherently at birth, an idea from Rousseau and the Enlightenment that culture is itself ethical - that this attribute is what defines us as uniquely human. Indeed, ‘unethical behaviour’ was a questionable concept; it doesn’t exist in the animal kingdom, e.g.  

No matter that ethics and morals might be off the table - the ‘British Analytic Tradition’ remained adamant that their career-long battles within academia, jousting over words and expressions for their own sake, had staked out philological ivory towers that were not going to be compromised, and they were loathe to abandon them to this upstart army of youth. 
McGlade knew that his undisguised disdain for their effete parlour games, and cozy tenure in public universities across the English-speaking world, would forever turn them against him, but humanism was his personal cause and if his vision was seen by them as utopian and naïve, then this parting of the ways was just all right with him. He had lost all patience with their petty empires.

"You're supposed to be relaxing and here you are mumbling under your breath", said Alexa, who stepped out onto the porch with his soup-and-sandwich lunch. Their big black Labrador dog sat down next to Marki, discreetly, one eye on the floor for any fumbled scrap of food.

"Thank Christ for the Dutch," said McGlade "they keep me sane while I have to deal with these Englishmen, those bloody Oxbridge flunkouts who really don't want humanism to have any place in this world, it upsets their little atheistic apple carts. Why that country can’t let go of religion when Henry VIII burned down the goddamn monasteries for them 500 years ago - and they dare to laugh at the Irish for being religion-bound. I'm sick of them, but I'm not dropping the appellation humanism as they want me to do. The people of India in their great diversity seem to be warming to the idea of humanism in their stead - the Chinese and Indonesians too - so I'm just going to ignore those stuffed shirts from Oxford and ask Bent to find them a subdirectory in our forums where the sun don't shine..."

Alexa grinned. Seeing her husband getting all agitated over intellectual matters again meant that his batteries were being recharged, after the intense media pressure that had followed the congratulatory video from Obama and Ban, especially the attack by the Christian right on Obama, for being a godless humanist-Communist. 
May Biersten had seen the bright side of it, advising McGlade that decent Americans would see through all that and would have had their attention brought to the matter, regardless. Her exposure to that same flaming during her weapons campaigns had brought her cause into focus with the American public. 
Notoriety is as good as fame, she counselled - that it would be a great shot in the arm for humanism in the US - this Obama ‘gaffe’. And at that point McGlade came to realize his great debt to Obama and Ban for having the courage to extend to the HU their salutations right before the media, knowing their profane proclivities.
As was his habit, McGlade let the northwest winds stir the waters and then fall into a calm by late afternoon, whereupon he would traipse down to the dock, do his walk-around, make sure the bilges were dry, warm up his engine. Today, all appeared to be in order once more, and when Alexa proposed a suppertime picnic in Coon Lagoon at the north end of Galiano Island, the little family filled a backpack with essentials and taxied down the lake to begin their short flight.
Fifteen minutes later McGlade did a flyover of the lagoon and they decided that the tide would be too low in an hour or two in there, and in the pass as well, and continued two kilometres west to Blackberry Point, where the trail led back to the Archenteron from the other end of the HU property. Crazy Cal’s dinghy was on his rudimentary buoy, so they had the means to get ashore, whereupon McGlade landed the plane and taxied up to the bobbing bleach bottle.
As Marki stabbed and slashed at the water while ostensibly rowing them to shore, McGlade noticed that you could detect the black outline of the Archenteron's roof through the trees, now that the leaves were falling. He'd hoped that it would not be visible from the water, and perhaps it wasn't from Trincomali channel but it was from this little bay. He made a mental note to have some trees planted along that line, that would obscure it somewhat.

The security committee at the Amsterdam meeting had been of two minds about the Archenteron; some wondered why they had bothered to undertake such an expensive project so early in their existence, although it was now well affordable, and McGlade and Boehm had assumed most of the responsibility in response to that, saying that they felt that the HU needed to offer a service, some genetic stewardship as he termed it, in keeping with the Archenteron’s central role within ‘1000 Summers’.

In his book McGlade had portrayed the Archenteron as a modern Knights Templar emporium, designed to safeguard the beleaguered humanist membership from agencies that wanted to unequivocally obliterate them. It was characteristic of McGlade to blend his life with both action and fantasy, not always separating the two, sometimes suffering more than a little for keeping his own counsel. But like a gambler, he knew that ‘sometimes even a blond squirrel finds a nut’ and it was this urgent jousting against probability that was at the root of his ambitious schemes to see Man gain some control over his destiny. Such ventures yield us a ‘psychic income’ he would say, echoing a maudlin investment guru. In fair retrospect, it was this devil-may-care attitude and ideational adventurism that had found approval from the public.

Alexa knew what he was thinking as they walked up the trail to the nearly-completed building.

"So they gave you a hard time about this in Amsterdam. What did you tell them? I haven't seen the minutes from that yet."

"I basically reiterated to them that the Archenteron may fulfill the same role for us that it did for the membership in the book. I don't know why I have to keep on selling this concept to people - no offense, Lex. At least they didn't tell me to back off from my immortality propositions, as they did repeatedly at our first conferences, when they were rejected almost out of hand. I think the silly motto of the BHA, ‘For the one life we have’ convinced them that anything was better than that.” 
Marki was walking between them, clutching their hands against the darkening forest and the setting sun's long shadows. Alexa ran her fingers through her child’s hair and looked across at McGlade knowingly. 
"These repositories and technologies do have their uses," she said.
36. Press
When May Biersten returned to Washington DC, she was appalled at how the media networks were milking the financial and military crises in the United States for all they were worth, and in particular were roasting Obama for his efforts to comply with the world's security revolution, the 4N boycott and economic stagnation, simultaneously. She knew firsthand how the press can vilify you for a single aspect of your efforts to bring about change, with absolutely no regard for the larger context within which you are obliged to work. 
Just as they had waxed poetic about the end of freedom and independence for America when the US Supreme Court had allowed a partial tax diversion to the United Nations, they were televising retrospectives on the US armed forces and the demise of the U.S. Navy after 200 years of service to the nation. This thinly disguised jingoism did manage to fire up each and every pocket of patriotism in the country, of course, and if the situation had been poor when they started, it had reached fever pitch by the time she returned from the Humanist Union's meetings in Europe.
She attended a press conference in the company of President Obama to account for his salutation to the humanists alongside Ban Ki-Moon, and watched as the President assured the American public once again that he was a good Christian, and was simply congratulating the humanists as a force for peace in the world.
"Humanists are only doing what Quakers like May Biersten have been doing for centuries," he asserted in his inimitable fashion - for there are few orators who could get the measure of Obama, even on a bad day. "We cannot continue with unilateral militaries, arms races and decentralized governments working at cross purposes to each other while in the midst of an unending recession", he stated "and our pledge to turn guns into ploughshares, to merge our national security forces into those of the world are fully in keeping with the vision of Washington and Jefferson, of good citizenship on our planet."

A journalist singled out Biersten, sitting by his side, as being a particular contributor to the President's godless actions. "How can you consciously contribute so detrimentally to a U.S. Navy that ferried our troops to a helpless Europe, that defeated Nazi Germany? How can...”
Biersten stopped him and took on his question. 
"Look, I'm a history professor specializing in international affairs and law. This Republic’s first and greatest enemy was the British navy if you recall, in the year before the revolution began it was ‘our’ navy then. We won that war largely by removing that navy's influence on our people. As a second point I should mention that the Russians defeated the Germans at Stalingrad in 1943 and captured 300,000 of their troops there. That was where Germany lost the war; we defeated Japan, not Germany. Next question?"

The adjoining members in the press corps sensed the disquiet that the junior journalist must have been feeling - they had seen Biersten maul better than him during the run-up to the Supreme Court decisions, and knew better than to bait the old woman with some half-baked allegations. 
Biersten nonetheless continued to lecture the network gossip mongers, who were newly emboldened by the fading of the cable networks, amidst the re-emergence of the four major broadcast TV networks, their influence revived to what they had enjoyed during the 1950’s. A country that could no longer afford cable TV and Internet was back on the leash of network television.
"All I'm hearing these days is how the ‘land of the free’, as we love to call ourselves, is about to come under the dictatorship of the United Nations. Why don't you write that the land of the free has just 5% of the world’s population but 25% of its inmates, and ask your editors how to put some spin on that patriotic fact? Ask why your family's teeth are falling out when the Pentagon wants another $400 billion to start a new generation of hydrogen bombs. Why not write stories about the loss of American enterprise, the old values of hard work for fair wages, that has lifted most of Asia out of poverty?"

Obama could see that this was one news conference that was not going to be elevated to the level of the glee club or pep rally atmosphere that he had made famous as Obamania. His novelty and erudition no longer enthralled the American people as it once did,  nothing could charm them given their national circumstances at this juncture. Instead he urged caution and patience for the tasks that lay ahead of them.
"Let's be clear in understanding that the path is open whereby this country can be relieved of its responsibilities as the world's policeman. We can shift the tremendous cost of those duties as well - the United Nations is crediting us in full for 10 years’ contributions for this transition; we are retaining 75% of the jobs and careers of our defence professionals until they retire. As a concession I have been able to negotiate a special status for the US armed forces to form the military core of United Nations peacekeeping facilities, in recognition of the high level of integration that we can offer them. While there is a ban on nuclear weaponry, substantial elements of the U.S. Army and Navy’s battle preparedness units will see only a change of command and mission, as they are retained in turn for peacekeeping duties.”

The reporters were getting real news and held their fire.
“This is one of the historic turning points in human history, the great inflection point wherein mankind lays down his arms against himself, as we have already withdrawn them against nature. At the same time American industry enjoys a wonderful opportunity to refit an obsolete war machine toward green and humanitarian purposes - to turn her aircraft carriers into floating oases of education and relief in troubled parts of our planet, to convert the troop ships into teaching hospitals, and to turn the vast research facilities once devoted to studying war to the everlasting benefit of our species. With your help and God’s I am dedicating this transition to all Americans, who understand the equally daunting challenges that faced our founding fathers, and who  see their own duty and pride toward continuing the story of  America. Thank you."
As the press conference concluded, Obama's White House spokesman called on the American media to restrain its rabble-rousing and fear-mongering in the coming months, as had FDR, lest the mounting domestic unrest get completely out of hand. But the press being the press, nobody really expected that such would be the case.
37. Manoeuvres
Later that week Obama noticed that Curt Leeman, the Secretary of Defense, had again requested a private meeting with him. Since Obama was already scheduled to meet with the Pentagon brass later that week, he sensed that there was something urgent on the Secretary’s mind. 

Their meeting began in private as usual, when Leeman requested that they instead converse while they walked about the White House lawns, and Obama had agreed with some trepidation. The onetime five star general came to the point immediately.
"Mr. President, and I wish to call you that today, Sir, I want to begin by requesting one favour from you."

Obama knew that he was about to hear some bad news. "I'll try," he answered.

Leeman’s face was ashen. "Do you agree not to give me any orders today?”

Obama blinked. 
"Do you mean orders as your Commander-in-Chief?” 
He saw the general nod in the affirmative. "Rather an unusual request Curt? What are we talking here, coup d'état?" 
Leeman understood that much French, and shook his head. "No, in fact that's probably why I'm here - I want to tell you something in confidence, outside of your jurisdiction of being The Boss. Can you work with me on this one?"

At this point the defence chief was completely disturbed, and Obama attempted a little humour to mollify the situation. 
"Stand easy soldier, no more orders today." 
Leeman sat down on a park bench and bid the President do the same beside him.

"What I'm going to tell you could possibly be viewed as treason, depending on who's writing the history books in the coming years. It would almost certainly result in my court-martial if you did not fully hear me out, or simply tried to alter what is happening through the chain of command."

Leeman was visibly shaken and Obama did not want to intrude, but he tried to defuse the evident tension between them by asking him a question.
"At our meeting later this week I was going to ask yourself and the Joint Chiefs about a complaint from the Chinese ambassador regarding large-scale movement of our Navy task groups in the Pacific, and also in the Atlantic theatres. Is this what we're talking about?"

The old soldier was somewhat relieved that the President actually suspected what he was about to tell him. At the same time he was ashamed that it took an ambassador from China, and not his own intelligence agencies to point out that a possible mutiny was underway.
"I had prepared some words," began Leeman "but I want to impress on you that this is not a mutiny, we do not want to countermand your orders. We ask that you proceed as a civilian administrator during this process so that we can concentrate on our negotiations, man to man, and that we can conduct them in-camera.”
Obama smiled at the irony of the moment. He was being asked to ignore a coup and not alert the nation to – what? He tried to appear conciliatory.
“Let’s help the country here, Curt, we’ll get there. Are we still on for the meeting this Thursday?” Obama wondered if one of them was in effect a prisoner of the other.
“That’s up to you, Sir. Operation Readiness and the Pacific Fleet have been redirected to Pearl Harbour and back from Yokosuka. We are relocating the carriers and transports that you have designated for UN use away from the US mainland. The designated vessels in the Atlantic Fleet are also at sea. It is the position of the Joint Chiefs that recent decisions to reallocate our fleet this way require more consideration, and that any final decision should await a national referendum or the next election.”
The old general did not deliver that news with any relish or aplomb, he was clearly very uncomfortable and his misgivings were palpable. Officers throughout history had been shot for far less than what he was proposing.

Obama looked at him for a minute to try to gauge exactly where the two of them actually were within this entanglement, and then he nodded in resigned agreement that it was best to proceed without any immediate interference and to keep their actions as classified, from every party.
“OK, let’s do this. Try to move the ships to Pearl Harbour gradually and don’t be obvious about the Atlantic Fleet either. Take some circuitous routes and make some overseas refuelling stops- whatever. And do this for me – just advise the Joint Chiefs that I’m agreeable to working with you on this and that I understand. We can’t have any loose cannons there either. I will meet with you all one week from Thursday – delay it a week. I’ll have to see what I can continue to work out with the UN and will put the VP on that in the meantime.”

The defense secretary agreed to that stipulation, then moved directly to his car.
38. Reporting
The young lieutenant was summoned to Naval Station Everett, north of Seattle to put in his quarterly report with naval intelligence. He was full of self-recrimination and had almost decided to rip off his uniform and take the bus back to Vancouver, but continued into their new Naval Operations support building, and down its broad marble floors to his review meeting.

A guard at the door to Room 204 frisked him again, after he had waited outside for half an hour, and then allowed him to enter. He saluted, and the meeting’s Chair motioned him towards a seat. The group around the table consisted of two officials in civilian clothes, possibly military intelligence or CIA operatives, with three Navy personnel of high rank, one of them wearing three stars, whom the young officer guessed was a Vice Admiral.
The senior officer addressed the reluctant lieutenant. 
"Welcome to the meeting Lieut. Hannah, or is it Harriman?" The admiral fumbled with his glasses to better read the agenda item.

"Lieut. Hannah reporting, Sir, Harriman is my operating name in Canada."

"Can you give us a summary lieutenant, of what your mission has been in Canada for the past eighteen months, what progress you have made, and then these gentlemen can put their specific questions to you."

"I was assigned to perform a long-term intelligence mission with the goal of infiltrating the northwest peace movement and its campaigns, principally around our bases in Washington. Accordingly I assumed the guise of a street person, homeless, and after a few months came to understand that there was a loose alliance between May Biersten’s activities, or shall I say protest actions from out of the University of Washington as the center, and those of the Humanist Union in Canada. In particular it became public knowledge that May Biersten was a good friend of Martin McGlade, the moderator of the HU, as we call it."

"... As we call it?” asked one of the civilians "I take that to mean you became a member of this Humanist Union?"
"I found out that the HumanU , as we street people called them, administer a program in the bush, about 100 miles north of Vancouver to help homeless youth and meth addicts, whatever, to get them off the street and into work camps, away from the city and drugs. As an NGO the HU gets money and jobs for those programs from the Canadian government."

"And they accepted you into that - you had Canadian identification I expect?" the civilian continued.
"Affirmative.  I am Evan Harriman and am a full-time employee of the Humanist Union’s Canadian office. The reason I chose that program as a means of infiltrating the HU was that I determined beforehand that the daughter of the HU moderator and McGlade himself worked at times in that program and I felt that this would give me a better ear to the ground than otherwise."
"Very good lieutenant, and what have you learned about the organization that might be of interest to us, as it interfaces with Biersten and the Trident base or...?"

Hannah began to choose his words carefully. "After a while I was able to separate out the role of the Humanist Union from that of May Biersten’s actions, or those of the 4N boycott and also their relationship if any, to the United Nations. From my vantage point I haven't seen any connection between the 4N people and the humanists other than to say that McGlade’s book ‘1000 Summers’ appointed humanists as critics for our species, as he terms it, and the starting point for everything in that book was eliminating militarism. The riots at the Paris air show three years ago are where the 4N boycott is said to have started, in Rotterdam. Biersten is linked to the emergence of the UN of course; those events were more or less of our own making here in the US. Leaders of these respective movements, and our President in my opinion all came to know each other after the fact, from being like-minded."

The Vice Admiral concurred. 
"You're well spoken, Lieut. Hannah, there does appear to be some degree of separation between those movements as you call them. You mentioned that the daughter of Mr. McGlade works with you? Is she your boss or... what opportunities are there down the road around her if push comes to shove with Mr. McGlade?"
Hannah tried not to betray his emotions. 
"She is one of my bosses - there are various levels of administration, we both work on developing waterfront campsites with the street kids on behalf of Canadian taxpayers, that and building cabins for and with each other is more or less what this project concerns itself with. The street kids’ website is at coolective.org. We follow the activities of the Humanist Union pretty much as everyone else does, from the Web or in the news like recently, but at this level it's not about politics. Martin McGlade is coming to visit us later this month however, and I shall make every effort to discover what his intentions may be in any of these matters."

The other civilian at the table continued at this point.
"Lieut. Hannah, my name is Stan and I work in special operations with the Navy. As you know Naval Station Everett is largely built around our Trident capability and we have information that Biersten intends to stage another confrontation with us on the Olympic Peninsula. If these demonstrations escalate from picketing and spot activity - remember that's what happened at the Paris air show - where the exhibitors were lucky to get out of there and aren’t about to return - we can't have the Bangor base become associated with ongoing, or worse, escalating demonstrations."

He looked at Lieut. Hannah as if to ascertain his acquiescence to this line of thinking, and watched closely as Hannah saw his expectation and nodded.
"I'm going to prepare you some student ID that positions you as an adult student monitoring Biersten’s courses, whichever one you think is most appropriate. She's teaching one more year I understand. I can prepare these in your name - Harriman? - and you can perhaps sell this to your humanist employers as adult education and visiting your family here in Seattle, I believe? Will that work for you, or...?"

Hannah agreed without taking the time to consider it. "As we all know there is a strong anti-gun activist group headed by Biersten at UW, and I can do my best to become a part of that. From there I may be able to gain some insight into their antiwar demonstration plans, or whichever, I think the Bradys and President Obama are more or less carrying the football with respect to handgun legislation right now anyway."

The other civilian at the table indicated his agreement with this arrangement, the Admiral closed off that agenda item and Lieut. Hannah was excused from the meeting. 
As he stepped outside the huge building, he realized that he had no idea which direction to head thereafter.
39. Contracts
Yamanaka and Boehm could scarcely restrain themselves on the flight back to San Francisco, given the contents within their sealed courier briefcase. They traveled in first class and the airline attendants tried to familiarize them with what they must do to proceed through customs, as de facto diplomats. As it developed, their Russian and US embassy credentials held up and floated them through to Boehm's driver, who was waiting at the terminal.

It was still the morning rush hour in San Francisco, with the usual delays crossing the Golden Gate Bridge to head up the side of Mount Tamalpais, and they arrived at Boehm's compound fully strung out. They ordered some coffee and brunch from Boehm’s cook despite the fact that it was 8pm in Moscow, and sat down at the dining room table, to see what had been handed them by Mr. Vasiliev.
Yamanaka was feeling a little out of sorts. He was after all a mathematician first, a scientist second, a patent applicant third and a businessman last, and this whole process was moving out of his league. He wanted to call his father’s lawyer, Hideo, but it would be too early in Japan. Boehm on the other hand was in his element, although he could see the distress on his friend's face and took pains to reassure him.

"This is exactly where I was at, when I was awaiting the verdict of the FCC around my bid to install broadband as a federal project. Just like you, I knew that I had the superior technology - in my case it was a network topology. The US have fallen behind most western nations in deploying broadband, a lot of lobbyist damage,  and Obama's first administration resolved to catch up. They invited bids, I attended hearings and was well received. Just about identical to how you laid out the mathematical solution for compressing fusion reactions far better than anyone else. But that didn't mean I was going to win."

"You approached the electrical utilities themselves?" asked Yamanaka. "That is what helped you?"
"Absolutely," replied Boehm. "I could see the giant telcos lining up against me, trying to dig up every little piece of shit about me that they could find, you name it, they had dirty tricksters on it. I had to use most of my resources on lawyers just to keep from being portrayed as an axe murderer. Politics is like underwear, the longer you're in it the dirtier it gets, and it was not a fun process. Expensive too."

Boehm pointed outside. 
"You won't see a telephone pole on this property; I used to have about ten of them. They're gone because I got onside with the electrical companies, along the right of way to every house in the country and along the power lines that connect every town and city on the planet, for that matter. Those utilities had investigated bringing in the Internet over power lines in the past, but for various reasons that was not an optimal solution. Instead I proposed stringing fibre-optic lines over their routes and terminating the fibre on the electrical panel in every house and building, then made my pitch directly to the Federal Commission."

Boehm was in full flower. "The electric utilities were under pressure to monitor electrical usage and save power for car recharging, using nextgen ‘wi-meter’ electrical panels. That retrofit was already on the cards and going to cost billions anyway, so my proposal of converting fully to panel computers covered that base for them immediately - basically a motherboard with slots in it for a wireless card, a security card, and the utility’s control card. Any clone builder could adapt my panel to a standard electrical box as well. It was a $1000 solution that could be upgraded easily, whenever required.  A Telco killer, a cable TV killer, cell phones, the movie industry – my Carlin shtick here - they all hated the idea. 
But I landed the endorsement of the electric utilities, and Wired.com here carried it into Silicon Valley - the media just decided it was too cool to ignore. The verdict of the FCC was delivered right to this same tabletop by courier, good old FedEx."
Yamanaka was a little uncomfortable with the braggadocio of Boehm, but impressed nonetheless. He ventured a comment.
“And where did you terminate all that fine cabling, if I may risk using that term?”
Boehm replied with a smile of satisfaction– “The Cloud.”

Yamanaka flashed a high-five. “That would have sealed it - good one.  I can see that you certainly faced some major objections to your approach, just as I do. Let's pop this briefcase, and see if the Russians are willing to throw us an anchor here."

Boehm went across to his shop and came back with some wire cutters to open the substantial seal on the briefcase. He then gestured to Yamanaka to inspect its contents. 
There were a lot of documents bound together into one volume, and on the letterhead of the first page was the great seal of Russia. Yamanaka turned the first page toward him and began to read.

"It's from Makarov, wishing us a long and prosperous relationship." He went to the next page; the second letter which he determined was four pages long.
"This one is from Vasiliev.” He read it in a cursory fashion, turning each page with some finality, his face not betraying any emotion. He handed the volume to Boehm, saying "Russian translated into English is a little strange to a Japanese speaker."

Boehm’s face brightened immediately and he read each of the covering pages intently, lightly examining the other documents bundled with it.
"Okay, the Russians want to do this, as we discussed with them in Moscow, it’s very evident, and they have attached some first generation contracts for us. From a London legal firm no less, probably the one that deals with their English embassy correspondence. It's a joint venture proposal and... yes… they've included a letter of intent here declaring their support for your international patent application."

Boehm thumbed through the documents to determine the intent of each. 
"This is a Memorandum of Understanding between you, the Saudis and the Russian government. That's good. This last big one is a contract between the major parties. Vasiliev has another one-pager near the end here requesting a reply from our lawyers within two weeks, and he has provided a secure e-mail address to their legal reps. I don’t see any dollar figures or royalty rates yet, but it's lookin’ good, if you ask me.” 

Yamanaka confessed to being of two minds about it. “That is a very short timeframe," he said. "I'm going to want to run this by my own patent people in Tokyo. Then there is my family lawyer, whom I respect. I'm not a businessman, but the first thing that occurs to me here is what my own patent attorneys have mentioned to me - which is whether or not these people are requesting an exclusive license or just a license to utilize the technology."

"Well," said Boehm "let's crack open a bottle of wine or one of your good Kirin beers and take a better look at this. We've got work to do."
40. Battle Stations
 It had been two weeks since May Biersten had returned from Washington DC, after attending the Humanist Union convention, to deal with the press fallout from their AGM and its impact on the US President. She disliked having to answer to the often negative and muckraking East Coast press, who typically characterized her as a somewhat dangerous old-time hippie activist. 
But she knew that her record spoke for itself in those regards, and otherwise was content to resume her duties at the University. It was a seasonal change that came over her with the waning of every summer, and had since her own college days.
As she caught up on her correspondence, she noted an interesting e-mail from the standing picket and information group more or less resident in Bangor, just outside the Trident submarine base. The committee chair there observed that there seem to be a heightened amount of activity at the base of late, with talk of crews being recalled and their ‘boomers’ being made ready for sea. The usual ratio approximated a third of the subs at sea, a third being reprovisioned, another third being upgraded or refitted.

Biersten phoned the committeewoman for more details, but nothing more specific was to be gleaned. "It's just busier around here, a lot busier, almost like tourism season for the military." was all she could offer. There seemed to be a lot more sailors in town, she had recounted, remembering how the re-commissioning of the WWII battleship Missouri had brought thousands more personnel to the area a generation earlier. "There seem to be more boomers going onto active duty."

While she was puzzled at the information, Biersten did not make any further inquiries until a week later, when she read a report by a respected peace blogger that Pearl Harbour was almost at capacity with American capital ships. Again, despite some targeted Internet searches and inquiries of her contacts, she was unable to find any reason for the high naval activity, although fearing the worst is never far from the mind of a peace activist.

She decided that the U.S. Navy was doing little more than paying lip service to the restructuring of naval power under the UN, which had been the hot topic in Washington before she left and remained so. Biersten had planned to slow down, to savour her successes of recent years, and had hoped to leave to others the nuts and bolts details of how the transition toward a central government for the planet would play itself out. She felt old, tired and in need of a vacation, and had to prepare for the fall session - but perhaps this would have to be looked into first.
Her cellphone rang; it was her secretary texting her the string KodeRedTen, so she knew she would have to make time for a critical call on a secure line. She inserted a paid subscription card into another cell phone in her desk and a few minutes later she was connected, as she had surmised might be the case, to the President of the United States.

"May, I know you're headed out on a vacation from our last conversation, but I want to run something by you for your consideration and possible cooperation. This is in absolute confidence." 
He sounded somewhat distraught and tired himself, another casualty of the issues in Washington and in the world.

"Go ahead, Obie, it's always one damn thing after another anyway isn't it?"
"I need to talk to an older head - sorry about that, May - and for reasons that you'll soon understand it can't be someone anywhere near my Washington circle. It wouldn't be fair, but you've endured this stuff before so let me burden you one more time. I've got a serious problem with the armed services. As we feared they are not comfortable with the proposed conversion to the UN mandate, no surprises there..." 

He paused perceptibly, and May suspected as his voice trailed off that he was indeed in trouble. She knew what it was like to come under the full unblinking gaze of the Pentagon, with all its resources and almost inhuman callousness. She tried to pick up the thread.

"If you give it some time, let them fight it out in the media and wait for the 4N countries to get further along with their compliance, well then..."
"No such timeframe. Let's just say that if I tried to speed up the process whatsoever, we’d have a little bit of insubordination to deal with, a palace revolt if you will, and one not likely to be moderated by the TV networks - they would just add fuel to the fire. But let me give you some background, right from your bailiwick out there in Washington State, about what I'm facing here. I think you know that the U.S. Navy, the Joint Chiefs don't support this initiative, to say the least, and they're putting up material resistance. They --"

"Don't tell me you have a mutiny on your hands?"
"They've asked me not to order them to comply any further with the UN directives until either the election next year, or a national referendum on the matter - you get the picture. Because if I do, then, yes, we might have a classical mutiny and possibly a dirty little civil disturbance if you like. An exaggeration, I suppose, but I wouldn’t want to find out."

This time there was a detectable silence from Biersten’s end of the conversation, as she wrapped her head around the gravity of what he was saying. No words came to her, her own confrontations with the US military and gun rights establishment could not have prepared her for this - a travesty in any democracy and possibly the prelude to the ascendancy of a formally fascist state. 
Obama continued.
"So here's what we have. The Pacific fleet is ostensibly out on manoeuvres and is being concentrated in and around Pearl Harbour. The Atlantic fleet has also largely sailed, I confirmed that this morning. These aren’t the capital ships, they’re the transports, assault ships, the tankers and so on; our bigger multipurpose vessels that could be converted to civilian UN use. Assets that were mobile moved to offshore locations. I could have lived with that for a while, because I am trying to get some extensions from the UN at the same time. Trying to get relief from the 4N boycott.”

"And how is that going, is there any breathing room there?”
"I don't think so because it's only a matter of time, a few days really before people put two and two together around the naval manoeuvres - we've already had diplomatic inquiries from our Asian partners about all the activity. My arrangement with the Joint Chiefs, thin as it is, has been that there would be no movement of our nuclear forces, our battle groups or strike forces while I negotiated with them and the UN. But I have information that they’re involving the Trident fleet and at least some of the attack submarines and I can't have that."

Biersten recounted the reports she had read around the increased activity over in Bangor. "I can’t imagine how the Russians and the Chinese will view this, if it continues..." 
She could hear Obama's exasperation when she confirmed the Trident activity.
"So what can I do? I order them all back to base and when they ignore me... and if I have to explain to anybody who cares to ask that we have an insurrection of unprecedented proportions. I don't even want to think of how the country would react to this, I..."

Obama could sense that it was Biersten who was overcome now, and for some time they shared a miserable silence as together they gathered their thoughts. Then she proffered an idea.
"Obie, if you can hold the fort for one week as you have arranged, I'm going to talk to Mr. Ban and our mutual friend Martin McGlade about voluntarily finding you some slack in these UN directives, enough for you to make those generals in Honolulu rethink this. I think they all know they could swing for this."

"So could we," he said half in jest. "You're the constitutional expert, maybe you can come up with some architecture along those lines that could provide us with a structured exit from this."

“I'll put those media pimps to work by tomorrow afternoon on that one, good idea. But I want you to know right now that we do have one friend in all this, whom it would be unfair for me to mention at this point after he confided such to me in Washington, and I'm going to try to parlay his assistance with a good old war dance of our own over there in Bangor, that will wake up the media on our terms. What you have to do is assure the Joint Chiefs that the UN deadline is going to be adjusted if they attenuate their own activities, provided we don't all wake up the chicken coop in the meantime. I'm going make some calls tomorrow and I'll report to you again tomorrow night, 1900 hrs. your time. I think I know what we can do here, and I know the Pentagon will listen. Our friend will see to that.”

"Do let me know as soon as possible if you get anywhere with Mr. Ban, and if you do I’ll hold the fort in the meantime, Biers.”

The call ended and Biersten looked out across Puget Sound toward the Olympic Peninsula, sighed, and reached for her battered old Rolodex. She chuckled to herself when she noticed that she still had Jerry Garcia’s Berkeley street address in there from 1975, then spun it around until she came to the G’s.
41. Plans
"Why do you keep calling this the mess hall, Evan? Are you sure it isn't the officers’ mess? Are you even allowed in here?" laughed Doug Marshall. Evan Harriman looked rueful, in his short new haircut, but returned to the topic at hand being discussed over breakfast. 
"So all these genetic tests that the HU is doing... for the sibling registry is it? Trying to match up kids fathered by sperm donors - are you really suggesting that we start that as a cottage industry here? I'm not seeing any labs on the premises here."

Doug Marshall reminded him that the Humanist Union offices in Vancouver were open and preparing samples to archive in the Archenteron. "We do have a big new lab there in North Van and no work for it, we could use some projects that took advantage of all that chemical automation. One area that we are studying is matching up the DNA of the offspring of sperm donors or kids adopted into separate families; to reconvene brothers and sisters as it were. Martin wants to try out an idea he has from his own chemistry days, whereby you compare results using images. That way distant labs can test against each other’s results using the Net."

"My dad will be here this afternoon," said Marnie "he's dropping in for tonight and can give us an update on that, among other things. One of our members in India has developed an AI technique that matches up images from electrophoresis analysis."

"Of course, and why not?" commented Harriman semi-sarcastically. "We've got nothing else to do here in the winter months."
"It actually doesn't require a lab," said Marnie "the idea is to run electrophoresis on one DNA sample in one location, let's say Seattle, then another analysis in London, England, and make an image of the results of each of them, to compare one to the other. So you don't have to run the DNA tests in the same lab like you do now - get it? My job will be to establish the image standards that we feed into the AI algorithm, then to the website. Lots and lots of dots."

Harriman knew that Marnie had been a chemistry major as well in college, but couldn't let on that he had been technically trained during his first years in the Navy, as a database specialist. He was supposed to be a street kid training to be a camp manager, and for the time being he’d have to button his lip.

Marnie pointed across the bay and gestured for the table to quiet down. "That's the Lake, there’s Dad." she said. "Let's go catch his lines."
The Lake amphibian made a loud, flyover pass across the camp, waggled its wings, banked and came back down the center of the lake to splash toward the freshwater dock. Its gull wing door popped up, and the pusher prop plane idled slowly toward them, doing its cool down. At the last second McGlade cut the engine, threw his daughter a line and hopped ashore. 
"That piling over there could be a little close for swinging so I'll back us down a couple of meters." said Marnie, and retied the aircraft. 
McGlade was upbeat. "So hey, what's happening guys? The campsites are all looking tight."
He hugged his daughter, then walked with them over to the cookhouse to continue with brunch. The lakeside camp was busy with the young guides provisioning and maintaining the fleet of Zodiacs that they serviced the outlying campsites with. A number of them recognized McGlade and insisted on congratulating him over all the recent coverage in Holland.
“Be careful what you ask for," replied McGlade wryly, "President Obama is taking a lot of heat for associating with us heathen humanists. But yeah, our websites are howling. I just flew in from our new Quay offices in North Van; you’re gonna like our digs there. We have dockage for the plane and our boats there, the old maritime center."

McGlade looked around at the camp before entering the cookhouse. There was a ring of primary buildings around their bay at one end of the lake, including a pump house and laundry, driven by an old Stirling engine chugging contentedly, its rhythmic puffs of smoke wafting up from an adapted boat stack. Adjacent was the bunkhouse for new arrivals, sharing its hot water, and from there a string of storehouses used in winter to hangar the inflatables, in summer to warehouse supplies for the network of campers out along the inlets. 

A second ring of cabins peeked out from the forested adjoining hills; these were built by the camp workers for themselves. The basic arrangement in place with the young people who came to work in this program was that they were granted 100 square meters of land there on which to erect a cabin, which they would then own as strata property. In the first year they had to work three hours each morning on other people's cabins, which earned them a credit of three man-hours to be used when crews came to work on theirs. Each worker had to choose a specialty trade; be it carpentry, plumbing, electrical, roofing, etc.

In his first eight months there Evan Harriman had chosen to work in concrete and radiant floor heating. His cabin was almost complete, and like the rest of them was 5 meters on each side and 5 m tall, to optimize its interior space. Its centerpiece was an antique stove with a water jacket and firebox, which provided ample hot water for showering and for circulating through his cement floor.

Harriman sat down at the table again with McGlade, his daughter Marnie and Doug Marshall, to listen in on the plans for the forthcoming afternoon.
"I'd like to do a fly around of the outlying camps in this area and the other two over in Desolation and up into the Broughtons." said McGlade. "When we bid on the upgrading and administration of those camps for next season, I'd like to know where we are infrastructure-wise in relation to that. I know the Feds are going to be watching this closely and I don't want anyone to underbid or upstage our own submissions. This is our flagship operation as a society"
McGlade looked at Harriman, noticing the extraordinary good looks of the young man that he had been told was his daughter's paramour. He also noticed how close they were sitting together. "You seem to be quite friendly with the customers," he jibed at Marnie, who returned his look in mock astonishment, followed by a buss on the cheek for Evan.

Harriman was embarrassed, but gathered himself and replied "I'd like to speak with you outside in private, if I could Sir?" 
He’d had to suppress the urge to salute McGlade beforehand.
McGlade demurred. "Let me finish this terrible coffee and then you can show me what you've done with, or to, my original cabin design – I hear you're making good use of a dirty old wood stove. I’ve spent many an evening poisoning us all with an airtight."
McGlade’s air tour that afternoon of the northern Gulf Islands was punctuated by an urgent message from his Vancouver secretary; that he should call May Biersten on a secure line ASAP. 
He wondered why in hell he couldn’t spend an afternoon in his plane without first being told by an employee that he wanted his daughter’s hand in marriage, and further, that he was resigning his commission in the US Navy for the purpose, for Christ’s sake. Now this.
There was no reception to his secure cellphone at the Maurelle camp, so McGlade commandeered a Zodiac from Doug Marshall’s operations, ran it out into mid-channel until he picked up a signal, and called Biersten with that.
“You've got to be kidding!" he exclaimed when Biersten recounted her call with the President.
 For one of the very few times in his loquacious life McGlade was dumbfounded. "I don't think there's any precedent for this," he offered, "where did you leave off, May?"

Biersten explained that, after some thought two possibilities had crossed her mind. She concurred with Obama that the only way they could counter this manoeuvre by the Joint Chiefs was to stage one of their own with the media, make this a home game. And she could only influence that on the west coast, given the hostility toward her by the eastern and southern establishments, and if the action was going to all be in Honolulu where the fleet tied up, it would be a simple matter for the Pentagon to choke that off - that's one reason they’d gone there.

She, like Obama, was glad to be able to confide in someone she trusted.
"So here's what I'm thinking instead. The deal Obama made with the Joint Chiefs was that the Navy would not be rattling sabres with the country's offensive weapons; they were supposed to be sequestering vessels intended for peacetime conversion and eventual transfer to the UN’s control. But I checked again with my people over in Bangor Washington and they assure me, with Bob Dylan's words no less, that ‘the beauty parlour’s filled with sailors and the circus is in town’. The boomers are being made ready to go to sea, and judging by the numbers and the traffic racing by the pickets out there, I would guess that they're going to move all of them - anything that’s seaworthy.”

McGlade could see where she was going with this. "It's funny but this reminds me of a similar instance that happened involving a property I used to own on Galiano Island. Before the second war it was a cannery owned by Japanese fishermen, and right after Pearl Harbour they gathered up all the gasoline they could find, put it in barrels below decks, strung half a dozen fish boats together with just the lead one running, towed them off towards Alaska. I'm told they went all the way back through the Aleutians to Japan that way.  What pissed everybody off is that on the night they left they burned down the cannery. I found their pottery all over the bay.”

"Why are you telling all this to me, a perfect stranger?" said Biersten, to add some levity to the situation. "I think a nuclear submarine is gonna make it to Hawaii quite on its own, thank you."

"Well, maybe we can burn down the submarine base, what do you think?" laughed McGlade.
"But seriously, if you recall the Amchitka and Greenpeace demonstrations, Paul Watson's run-ins with the whaling boys, maybe we need to pay a visit there, like your little party in Everett two summers ago. You come by land, I come by sea, and Paul Revere rides one more time. You spin that old Rolodex of yours, I'll get Bent to fire up the troops here in Vancouver and Victoria, call in my markers with Greenpeace. It's a great time for boating."

"Gotcha, I like it. You take care of the Hood Canal Bridge; I'll bring up the reinforcements. August 25th you say?"
"Done."
42. Shellgame
The streets of Honolulu had not seen so many wartime personnel since the conclusion of the Vietnam War. From the vantage point of the Arizona War Memorial in the harbor itself, it seemed as if there was not enough room remaining anywhere to anchor one more ship, and each pier had two or three vessels rafted abreast, along its entire length.

The Joint Chiefs convened in Adm. Burnley's offices, an unfamiliar locale for the Secretary of the Army or for the Air Force Chief for that matter. This was about as far as one could get from the Pentagon and still be in the United States - where were they? This was going to be an interesting meeting.

Curt Leeman was careful to dismiss any unnecessary functionaries out of the offices before beginning. Every man there realized that what they were about to discuss could one day be viewed as high treason, should someone break ranks or lose their nerve. Finally there were only the five Joint Chiefs and him at the table, and Leeman called the meeting to order.

"You will note that we don't have a printed agenda here today, for obvious reasons, and I'm trusting every man here to maintain complete silence on these matters before any third parties whatsoever. I needn’t remind you that you will be held responsible for your behavior by each of us seated at this table. Do not disappoint us, your service, or your country."

Each man was stone-faced and did little more than stare straight ahead. Leeman continued.
"As I mentioned to you previously regarding my conversation with the President, our arrangement, if you can call it that, is that he will give us no orders that we have to countermand, and we shall refrain from presenting him with ultimatums or fixed dates within which he must act. Instead, as things now stand he is inquiring with the United Nations about their position on granting us an extension, of what length I don’t know... By that I mean an extension whereby we can either refer these arrangements until after the next election or pending a referendum held in our country on the matter, until the necessity for the U.S. Navy and our other services to comply with those directives is itself reviewed. So at the moment we are ten days into this, and I'm here to ask you gentlemen what kind of a time frame you want to extend the President before he must report to us, as it were. I..."

He was interrupted by Gen. Pattison of the Air Force.
"Before we discuss any time frames, Curt, I wonder if we can talk about the particular problems the Air Force is having, trying to respond to these diplomatic inquiries around the relocation of our transports and my tankers?"

"Go ahead, General."
"Air Force intelligence has noted communications by activists discussing our mobilization of the submarine fleet. This has brought attention to our overseas deployment of our air tanker fleet here to Hawaii and from Japan. Can someone here explain to me why the Trident fleet is being readied for sea, yet I am to stand in readiness, no more, with the Air Force?"

General Wheeler of the Marine Corps looked at Leeman, nodded, and answered for him.
"We made a decision, six days ago in the absence of an interim meeting, to mobilize the available boomers and attack submarines for immediate redeployment. There were a number of reasons for this, but the main one was a vulnerability the U.S. Navy would face if an enemy realized that we again were all sitting ducks in Pearl Harbor, and they could take out our entire sub fleet with one missile. There was only one answer for that, which tactically would be to have the Trident capability widely deployed, and our silos on alert. We realize that this may be outside the parameters of your deal, if we can call it that, with the President, but unfortunately we are serving two masters here and the U.S. Navy must be protected."

Gen. Pattison was not visibly assuaged.
"That's fine from the perspective of the Navy or the Marines," he said "but in the Air Force we have to do things in real time. What you're making me do here is bump up our state of readiness across all our ICBMs, and my dirty old B-1 fleet, and here you've taken the tanker fleet from the mainland as well. The Chinese and the Russians must be giggling in their bunkers, if they ever realize we're not serious."

Gen. Jansen of the Army had to comment.  "I don't know why we're doing this if we're not serious. The Army is stuck in the middle of this with no navy, no transport planes - what am I going to do? Commandeer Delta Airlines when we find ourselves in a war with all this?"

Leeman could see that things were at risk of unraveling if he could not bring a consensus out of this meeting. He was visibly nervous himself as he gestured for calm among the group.
"None of us are going to sit here and pretend that this is a well coordinated military operation, or non-operation if you prefer, and it's not intended to be. We are simply moving the nation's defensive capabilities offshore until the American people are consulted properly; so that half a dozen politicians in Boston and New York don't sell us down the river just because we are facing a depression and a bloody boycott. Admiral Burnley and I made the decision to deploy the Tridents; we're going to proceed with that until the President reports to us. Our apologies for the secrecy in the meantime, we trust that you can understand that. The Tridents will clear the west coast by August 28 and the East coast by August 30, if that helps your planning, Pat. After that we should be in an adequate state of readiness. I shall explain to him at our scheduled meeting August 27nd that we felt obligated to move our major deterrent forces offshore."

He looked around at the unhappy collection of gentlemen who controlled most of the world's armed forces between them. To Leeman it appeared that his mutiny was very close to a mutiny of its own. Why did he not retire last year!

From that point the meeting concerned itself with the details of their de facto mobilization and its media contingencies, and concluded two hours later with a reiterated agreement to release no statements whatsoever until the meeting with the President.
43. Showtime
When Martin McGlade called the Greenpeace offices in Seattle, Portland and Vancouver, he was afforded the cooperation due a living saint, whence he outlined his plan for a seaborne protest to blockade the Hood Canal Bridge during May Biersten’s protest march up the Olympic Peninsula.
It was decided that the best way to complicate things for the US Navy would be to mix in Canadian and American fishing vessels, many of them owned by First Nations peoples with cross-border privileges, as the core of the ‘People’s fleet’. Then supplement that with recreational boaters. The operation resonated with one that had founded Greenpeace in 1970, with its Amchitka atomic testing voyage, but McGlade wanted this one to resemble more the evacuation of Dunkirk, with plenty of chaos and hordes of civilian boats overwhelming the military in close quarters.

With just five days to muster support, it was all Biersten’s organizers could do to muster a rudimentary plan to simply assemble at Bangor, to occupy the Hood Canal Bridge. McGlade’s beleaguered office staff was similarly challenged in getting the owners of the largely-mothballed fishing vessels to agree to such an excursion on short notice. And they would have to hope that the media might work their perverted magic one more time, this time in their favor.

August 25th at least arrived on schedule, and May Biersten made her way down through Tacoma in her own car, then over towards the Kitsap Peninsula, parking in a field alongside the highway with hundreds of others.  
She had to walk with her secretary and two backpacks across the Bremerton Bridge, which was closed to vehicular traffic, as she had been advised it inevitably would be. The Bangor committee was there to pick her up with three golf carts, and they spearheaded the procession across the peninsula, continuing on up to the Hood Canal Bridge to be on time for the official protest at 2:00pm. A column of young people swelled before and behind them, walking and hitching rides on anything that moved.
The crowd wasn’t as large as she had hoped, but she knew that there were at least 10,000 more on the road behind her, so she continued directly to the communications trailer at Bangor and rescheduled the protest speeches to begin at 3:00pm instead.

Approaching the Hood Canal that morning from the north in his old tugboat, with twenty people on board, Gerry Thompson could see two destroyers standing off the entrance to the restricted zone.  Behind him was an assortment of about eighty fish boats, pleasure craft and various other indescribable floating objects, one of which appeared to be a float house. Judging by the aura of blue smoke behind it, he guessed that it was being pushed by some ancient outboards of the same vintage.

“I don’t know what those destroyers can do, if we fan out when we get into the sound.  With this northwesterly, there’s going to be quite a chop in there - could get ugly and I don’t see the coast guard anywhere.”

Thompson looked down Admiralty Inlet and noticed another flotilla of boats headed and merging their way. 
“Well OK, looks like the Navy has the problem, not us. I don’t think they have that many vessels to take care of us.  We’ll have to see.” A volunteer in the wheelhouse twittered his observations and recommendations to the other boats, each with a communications volunteer onboard.
Thompson was a lifelong mariner and commercial fisherman with an extensive knowledge of the coast, although he’d rarely been in Puget Sound waters, being Canadian. These inlets and channels were relatively new to him. Travelling close to him in a loose formation were eight gillnetters and two trollers, assembled the night before during a rendezvous off Lopez Island. Three of the Canadian fish boats had been refused entry by border officials but had turned and continued toward the Olympic Peninsula at dawn. The VHF radios rang with repeated demands from the US Coast Guard to reverse course toward Canada or be boarded, whereupon the boats had each been assigned a native ‘skipper’. They spread out across the broad parts of Admiralty Inlet, to continue south - the Coast Guard and its interdiction boats would be over-occupied on this day.
As noon approached, the fleet of commercial vessels joined up with pleasure craft from the Puget Sound area, who were out enjoying an ad hoc weekend protest cruise. Greenpeace’s publicity campaign targeting local radio and TV stations called for ‘Biersten’s Boats’ to join the ‘Ragtag Regatta’ in the Hood Canal, and the resulting fleet began to converge around its entrance that same afternoon.  Any Bangor vessels must emerge from this drawbridge to gain access to the open sea, provided the bridge span had been opened - a security feature for the submarine pens that loomed now as a pinching obstacle for the US Navy. 
Channel 68 on the VHF was taken over by the protesters, and kept a running tally of the progress of the demonstration, including live updates by the radio stations large and small, all around Puget Sound, that served Seattle, Tacoma, Vancouver and environs. 
For the first time anyone could remember, a major act of civil disobedience and protest in the Pacific Northwest was being reported like a regional sporting championship, with updates and sound bites coming to every news service at fifteen minute intervals. Radio stations were reporting that thousands of cars were backed up at freeway exits and that boats were leaving local marinas in waves to join in the event on this hot summer day. 

Biersten’s reputation had preceded her; the peninsula area is always busy in high summer with vacationers, campers and marine traffic, and it was taking on the dusty atmosphere of a major rock festival, bereft of any constraints.
As McGlade prepared to land his amphibian at Seattle’s SeaTac airport, his cellphone vibrated with the expected incoming call from Allan Boehm, who was enroute in his chartered jet from San Francisco. 
“I’m landing at 11:15 so I should be clear and boarded just before noon,” Boehm reported. “I can tell you the Bay area TV people are having a good time with this too, half the city wants to be there, it’s just like old times.”

McGlade relayed the news to his two passengers, Marnie and Evan, as he taxied the plane off the apron to wait out the hour. “Bring me back an iced latte,” he shouted after them as they trotted over to the air terminal. “It’s hot as hell here on the tarmac...” he grumbled. 
He contacted the Bangor communications trailer and requested that May Biersten return his call, which she did a few minutes later.

“How we shaping up, gal?” he asked in his characteristically jocular mood before such gatherings. “Do we have a quorum yet? Que pasa?”
Biersten reported that the movable span of the Hood Canal Bridge had been opened by whatever authority that morning, of course, and that it was wall to wall with protesters for a solid mile south from there. 
“We’re ferrying people across the canal in speed boats, but the Navy has fireboats ready to do something, to them or whomever. Four destroyers are hanging off in Admiralty Inlet, and our own fleet is within a kilometre of them.”
McGlade cackled but Biersten returned him to seriousness. “This could get ugly though, word has it that the boomers are going to run our blockade, if you can chance a flyover just before you land, bring me their position.” The noise in her overcrowded trailer was drowning her out.
“I’ll be at the beach for the transfer to the Zodiacs at 1300 hours exactly, I’ll report just beforehand if they don’t shoot me down...”

Marnie and Evan returned to the plane just as Boehm stepped out of a jitney carrying his vintage backpack, with an Old Navy cap on. 
“Once more with feeling...” he said, “how in hell did they ever let you across the border - I thought you were on their shit list?"

McGlade laughed and pointed over his shoulder. "We've got a U.S. Navy officer here in the backseat; you wouldn't believe the ID this kid has. Evan, meet Allan Boehm."

The control tower cleared McGlade for takeoff and the loaded pusher prop plane roared down a runway that, luckily, seemed to go on forever. They climbed to 4000 feet and leveled out over Puget Sound, having filed a flight plan northwest to Port Angeles so as not to draw suspicion to their flight. Twelve minutes later the plane banked right as if to continue on up to Port Townsend and then Port Angeles, as McGlade picked his way east of the Olympic range. The Hood Canal came into view on their left and they immediately made out three large submarines rafted up in mid-channel, surrounded by four tugs, with a fourth sub showing a small wake and moving away. Having seen enough, McGlade stayed outside the no-fly area and continued north for a few minutes and then circled back down Admiralty Inlet toward the Hood Canal. 

His passengers noted that the whole width of the channel seemed to be white with boat wakes, and McGlade did a low-level fly-past. The four roads connecting to either end of the bridge were choked with cars, and the fields surrounding them served as one extended parking lot. Thousands of people were on the bridge itself, which was devoid of vehicles. As they descended, Boehm claimed to discern a small column of army tanks raising a lot of dust in the fields just south of the span. 
"There's our beach." McGlade pointed - "I'm going to come in along the shore around those anchored boats, be ready to get your feet wet because I'm going to gun this up onto the beach and I don't want your weight in the plane when I do that."

Due to the forest of fish boat masts and poles, he landed the plane farther out than he had wanted, and they bounced violently around on the step for the better part of a kilometer before coming down to idle a few hundred meters from the beach. They could see that three large inflatables were tied up there awaiting them. McGlade idled in closer; the passengers jumped off into two feet of water and carried their shoes and packs aloft to the beach. McGlade noted with relief that there were some volunteer crowd controllers provided by Biersten, and that here at least he would have a staging area with no media scrum. He called her up as promised to thank her.

"Martin McGlade reporting for duty, ma'am. Sure enough, there’s a big black boy right around the next bend, showing a wake, and he has three sisters with him. Are we still going to do the nets?"
It was crunch time, but Biersten was used to playing high-stakes poker games with the military. She stood outside the communications trailer at the South end of the bridge and stared at the open draw span, which was the only opening available to ships. The shallow depth did not allow for submerged craft, they would transit either straight-up or not at all...
"Gerry's standing off, he has four oil containment booms that they’ve moved up onto the bridge now, the zodiacs will pull them across the opening and secure them at each end to the pylons, once the gillnetters are inside. They'll then drop their nets down and then if nothing else the strong tide will hold them against the bridge until the current changes at 1700 hrs. That's newstime, the TV cameras wrap and whatever has happened by then will be in the can."

"Got it. Okay we're going to go over and help Gerry attach his booms, once the gillnetters are across. Any estimate what time that will be?"

"They're on their way."
44. Sea Trials
Adm. Burnley had been awake since 4am in his Hawaii office for yet another Bangor demonstration on his watch; he was sick of these. With the advent of the 4N boycott the Trident bases had come to symbolize the most sinister aspects of the American military, and it was clear that a moment of reckoning was arriving, now or soon. The British had dumped their Trident submarines, more as a result of their national insolvency than anything, and that had brought a stronger focus onto the American subs. The Russians had been offering repeated nuclear warhead reductions to the Americans for ten years, to modest effect. He agreed with Leeman that they should both have retired five years ago, but he'd be damned if he was going to see the entire U.S. Navy retire with him.

He watched the canal webcams as they documented the swelling demonstration; another screen carried the harried image of the Bangor base commander Rear Adm. Pickering and his officers presenting continuous reports from the site. Burnley was torn between an order to secure the bridge with sailors, wait for Marines and more Coast Guard on Sunday, or simply to return the subs to base and tie up. His third option was to run all his fish out to sea behind his destroyers. He took one last look at the webcams and ordered Adm. Pickering to continue with the operations as planned. There was no point in waiting for a Sunday mob that could top 50,000.
Gerry Thompson received McGlade’s request at about the same time, to put his tug Neptune in forward gear and head into the canal with the fish boats. He had six gillnetters immediately aft of him, and he radioed them to take up a position 50 meters or more inside the bridge. Within five minutes these planing fish boats passed him to close within half a kilometer of the bridge, whereupon two fireboats and two destroyers moved toward the middle of the channel to intercept them. Thompson stood down the tug and monitored their radios.

As the fish boats closed up on the Navy boats they were met by high-pressure fire hoses from all sides, which washed away dinghies and anything left on deck as the protest crews ducked and dived below. Two of the boats almost rammed a fire boat due to the huge wakes generated, the destroyer pivoting and the force of the fire hoses pushing the speeding fish boats off course. 
But within a minute they had all breached the Navy line and were across to the south side of the draw span, to roars and cheers from the huge crowd swarming onto the bridge. A horde of speedboats rushed in to grab front-row seats above the bridge, augmented by slower trawlers and sailboats, and soon the destroyers withdrew up the coast when faced with a layer of twenty rows of small vessels between them and the bridge.  
Thompson watched in satisfaction as McGlade's zodiacs zoomed in and around the fish boats unscathed, and drew up alongside the pylons. A human mosh pit fed two lengthy oil booms into the water from the bridge, and two more were rolled in from the fish boats. McGlade's boats worked feverishly to secure their ends to the pylons, after youths rappelled down from the bridge to hang in harnesses, waiting to grab each loop from the zodiacs. In less than ten minutes the job was done; the gillnetters had lowered their nets and were backing up toward the oil booms - when a black monolith moved into view around the point just south of them.

The crowd booed in unison as the black specter SSBN 7737, all 560 feet of it and identified to the crowd as the USS Nebraska began to move slowly down the canal toward them. A Trident nuclear submarine is not only a man-made hell as a war machine; it is a bone chilling sight on its own account.

Adm. Pickering was adamant with his superior. 
"We cannot proceed Sir, there's going to be loss of life and possibly fuel fires all around that bridge. Not to mention the damage to our boats, with possible grounding. Sir I..."

Burnley looked at his screen. "Proceed at dead slow to maintain control, keep two tugs, instruct your support vessels get tighter, we have the army up from Fort Lewis and on the road, who will be there in ten minutes estimated, with some armor,. Bring up the other three destroyers from base and the other fireboats to disperse and clear the draw span area with cannon. Armed sailors on deck.” 
On the bridge the crowd noticed that the giant submarine had slowed to a near halt. A small dinghy from one of the fish boats was zipping back and forth before them unfurling a peace banner, otherwise only McGlade’s two zodiacs were moving on the south side of the floating bridge. 
Evan Harriman and Marnie were fully at home guiding their fourteen footer among the fish boats, congratulating and reassuring their crews. McGlade returned his zodiac to Neptune and went aboard to use the VHF and to oversee the unfolding scene.

As he climbed up onto the old boat’s bridge, he was horrified to see his daughter’s inflatable duck back under the bridge from shallow water and start motoring directly toward the hulking submarine. They had no VHF radio so he could do nothing, except watch it move ever closer on a slow-motion collision course. Evan was busy in the forepeak of the boat with Marnie steering. Finally the zodiac bumped into the sloping bow of the giant submarine, with a light wash lapping around it, and Harriman clambered up onto it wearing boat shoes, and nothing else. He raised his arms in a salute that was familiar to anyone in the military for the wrong reasons.

"This is for Tiananmen Square." he hollered, though only Marnie could hear him. He raised his fist to the sky. “Tie this up for good!" he shouted, as two crewmen hopped out of the conning tower and ran for him, machine guns in hand. 
He then turned and made the V-for-victory sign to the to the roaring bridge crowd, slid down the side of the submarine and dove headlong into the bottom of their zodiac. Marnie then opened the throttle and made a high-speed circle around the submarine, amid tumultuous cheers from the surrounding land. This emboldened her and she made one more circuit close to two approaching destroyers and then around the sub once more, before beating a pursuing coast guard inflatable back under the floating bridge supports, to the safety of their beach camp.
Adm. Pickering was not pleased with the early afternoon's developments. The Hood Canal Bridge was wall-to-wall protesters draping banners and placards that demanded the ubiquitous ‘End 4N’. 
In keeping with the times, this was as much an effort by the people to end the boycott as it was an antiwar demonstration, a sign of the times. The Pentagon could not win on either front, as both its budget and its arsenal of aging weapons systems were disappearing with each passing month. 

Still, Burnley decided that this was one skirmish the Navy was not going to lose. He ordered every available vessel to proceed to clear the blockade around the hood canal bridge, and to have the army open the roadways. He was advised that the armored column from Lewis had already arrived and was at the southern entrance to the bridge. This was confused by a second message that the column was unloading a dozen or more light tanks that were taking up positions along the canal, and Burnley advised Pickering with some gratification that they were not in this alone anymore.

There was little the two extra destroyers could do except blare orders to disperse at the gillnetters, from a considerable distance. The black submarine continued to hold its position in the canal, with one tug working on one side and then the other - but with some difficulty due to the rising tide - if it  attempted to come about in this depth of water, there was every likelihood that it would go aground or be carried into the bridge. Pickering could see that regular army soldiers were intermingling with the protesters on the bridge and some of the tanks were visible in the fields above. 

He was handed a message requesting his attention for incoming orders, and he selected the secure channel screen reserved for official communications. Seated at a table in Washington was the Secretary of the Army, Walter Jansen and beside him the President. The two were watching another screen when Pickering was informed that he was connected. Jansen’s voice was stentorian. 
"Admiral Pickering, I am ordering you in the name of the United States Armed Forces, that you stand down any and all actions this afternoon around the Hood Canal Bridge and its occupants, and am further ordering you to return all of your vessels to base immediately. I must advise you that Admiral Burnley has consulted with me in the interim and concurs with these orders, and that you will take orders from me alone, until further notice. The President will have a short word with you."

"Admiral Pickering," Obama began "we applaud your diligence and good faith this afternoon; I want to assure you that we are addressing this situation at every level as we speak. I do reiterate that you receive your orders from here on in from the Secretary of the Army alone, as my spokesman in these matters for you, and I want to assure you that I appreciate that you have performed your duty to the best of your abilities and will continue to do so as we return all of our military operations to my central command. I thank you."

Pickering was stunned, but was obligated to obey the Commander-in-Chief and his subordinate, and immediately ordered the withdrawal of the naval vessels and related personnel gathered around the bridge. 
He realized for the first time that the tanks had been targeting his vessels. An adjutant to the rattled officer took him aside.
"Sir, the Army advises that the draw span will be clear for passage at 1530 hrs, we have advised Cmdr. Wilson on the Nebraska that he must proceed through, and come about in open water before returning to base at 1700 hrs."
Pickering said nothing, just nodded in resignation. He could not bring himself to verbalize any orders to anybody, and he left it to his staff to have the destroyer and fireboat crews announce to the crowd that the huge submarine would be returning to base, if the flotilla could make way for her. The tugs began the process of returning all of the submarines to their home pens.
McGlade called Biersten in the communications trailer and asked her what the Army was doing there.
"I told you, I have a friend in the business. If we can help those good people pull their nets and get the hell out of here, have a drink with Gerry on the Neptune - I'll tell y'all about it."

An hour later the Nebraska glided past the cleared draw span, turned around in mid-channel and ghosted back towards its lair. 
Gerry Thompson's gillnetter fleet had rafted together nearby, within the protection of the canal waters, and the party was on. The bobbing fleet of pleasure craft stretched for kilometers around them, some of them sending aloft fireworks left over from July 4th, in response to announcements being made to the crowds, and the radio station updates. 

Biersten came aboard the Neptune along with McGlade, Boehm, Marnie and Evan and they took advantage of a glorious Northwest Sunset to eat some salmon steaks, play a bunch of guitar and harp, accept calls from around the world - leaving the media otherwise to search for them in vain. 

Biersten beamed at McGlade as they convened with Thompson to recap the day’s triumph.
“When I was in New York last year Walter Jansen told me that he fully respected what I had achieved, as someone who truly sought peace, and that if there was any way that he and the Army could do something for me, be of use to me, to just ask. Like Bush packing the Supreme Court, Obama picked his Army Secretary well. It was nice of Leeman to stay out of it as well, that took some talking on Obama's part.”

McGlade was incredulous as he watched the last armored vehicles being loaded back onto their carriers. 
45. Hole Cards
As the presidential plane touched down the next morning in Honolulu, Obama was grateful that he was landing at an air force base with full security; he needed an excuse to be alone. What he had to do was not, and never should be, a public matter within his lifetime, if he was ever to have any choice in these matters. 
At Gen. Jansen's suggestion they would meet the joint chiefs in Adm. Burnley's office away from the public eye, and in the heart of the recalcitrant military men’s Hawaiian sanctuary.

His departure and arrival had been unannounced and the Secret Service car was the only vehicle at the airbase to meet them. Jansen and Obama had been flying all night and they were grateful for that time together, in this moment of crisis, and for the opportunity to get a night's sleep on the way. When they arrived in Adm. Burnley's offices at 11am, there was only a single military guard at the gate and the two men continued directly to his boardroom. Keeping their options open, the hastily-mustered brass rose to salute them almost in unison. 

The President gestured for them to be seated with him. There was none of his characteristic, boyish jocularism or the good humor that had become his trademark persona in such meetings. He was clearly there on urgent business, and he looked around the table carefully, trying to judge from the disposition of each of the generals, Burnley and Leeman where each man stood. 
In his seven years in office, after countless such gatherings with every conceivable interviewer, diplomat and head of state, Obama had learned to read their faces beforehand the way a poker pro sizes up card players. Adm. Burnley seemed to be in a particularly obdurate mood, even more so than Leeman, and Obama chose to address them first.

"I'm sure you all know why I'm here, apologies for the short notice but that's Air Force One protocol for these long flights, shall we say. I think it's now time that the nation either learns the true circumstances of this meeting, or else we put the events of the past few weeks behind us and return to some state of normalcy." 

He noted some direct affirmation on the part of the Army Secretary, which was to be expected, but he detected some acquiescence as well from General Pattison of the Air Force and General Pearson of the Marine Corps, who had not attended their previous meeting. Obama did detect a lack of enthusiasm or any sense of welcoming coming from the direction of Leeman or from Burnley. Obama addressed Burnley straight on, with a question directed equally at Leeman.

"I thought we had an arrangement, gentlemen," said Obama, sidestepping the niceties of addressing any of them by rank "that we weren't going to move any of our nuclear forces around during my inquiries with the UN.  I think the Secretary of the Army can elaborate on that for me, he came to me uncomfortable with this wrinkle, and our diplomatic corps is driving blind. The next thing I know the Nebraska is on every national network and YouTube, heading out to sea with a naked hippy for a figurehead and 10,000 more of them waving him on."

The generals were trained not to laugh, but there was evident schadenfreud as they exchanged looks with Adm. Burnley, who was nonplussed.
"Mr. President, I think there are times when you have to allow military men to be military men, and we were vulnerable to two parallel Pearl Harbors. We could have lost 90% of our Navy to two missiles with no credible way to retaliate. I think the very fact that a simple drawbridge blockaded half our Trident capability speaks for itself. We had only the nation's interests at heart, as we continue to have." 
Leeman readily nodded his agreement with Burnley's explanation, but indicated too that he was past caring.

Obama looked around the table and paused. He had been raised in Honolulu, knew the towns and beaches of that island intimately, with its immigrant populations, more than did any of the men in front of him. He was at home, and he removed his jacket against the midday heat and explained the purpose of his returning there.

"In case any of you are still interested, I did have two productive meetings with Mr. Ban, and I told him perhaps more than I should have, but you have to trust somebody in this game - we're all human, sink or swim. And if any of you are wondering whether or not I am in fact a humanist as the eastern press has accused me of being - the answer is yes. Humanism doesn't equate with atheism, it's an inclusive philosophy that this world wants to share - it treats people's religions as their private matter, and I remain a Christian. I see humanism as pride in our species, care for our planet, diligence in our lives. Try it sometime, you might like it."

The men around the table gave each other quizzical looks and awaited the President's continuation.
"Curt, I want to report to you that Mr. Ban is redrafting the arrangement with the United States as follows - the UN is going to utilize our defense forces on a contract basis for 10 years and forward us all the costs associated with that, collected from all the other nations, for all operations outside of Europe and Asia. From us, the UN will continue to receive the security tax portions from Americans, and we must denuclearize so that we are seen to be proceeding in parallel with everybody else. I could not alter those provisions, they just were not negotiable. What we will retain will be our domestic bases and any facilities deemed to be of use to the UN. Foreign bases will revert to their home countries."

Obama looked over at General Pattison. "The Air Force will be largely dissolved except for its transport capabilities, as will the submarine fleet, the ICBM facilities - all the capital attack systems. The UN will be retaining only 100,000 soldiers of which we shall be providing about 40,000. This was to be expected. All current personnel in every service will receive early retirement and a pension if applicable."

General Leeman was shaking his head, as were Pattison and Burnley. Jansen had affected a steely gaze out over the distant harbor. Obama knew that things were at the tipping point.

"Tough times indeed, gentlemen, but let me tell you what's on my plate. The country is bankrupt and has been since 2009 when I took office after the Bush farce. How we've managed to get this far - it will take economists three generations to get a handle on it, I'm sure. We may need 100,000 troops just to keep order in the rust belt; and I wish I was exaggerating. The people are beginning to turn against every public official, we have devalued our currency as much as it can go, but the factories are returning at last because of that devaluation, and they’re wondering if they're coming back to the most violent nation on earth, one that’s locked into a widening boycott. We've got racism, an over-the-top gun culture, a drug economy run by our own people - you name it, this country is on the rocks and split wide open, taking on water. If the truth be known, we can't even afford bullets for Lincoln's old rifle - our credit is gone. The Pentagon funding had been slated for further reductions anyway, it just isn’t there, and our legacy infrastructure has some chance of being utilized constructively. For once, the world is going to pay us to police this planet instead of the US taxpayer picking up the entire bill - Lord knows there's not many of us working stiffs left. I’m looking forward to a planet where the word American will be trusted again."

Leeman was resigned but anguished, and Burnley was not budging, instead asking "Are you asking American serviceman to wear foreign uniforms? I..."
Obama saw an opening. "I forgot to mention that I did get that concession from Ban Ki-Ban. Only the insignia and patches will bear the UN logo, the uniforms stay. I had to get that much for the men who have served this country. And the UN must formally legislate an end to the 4N boycott to allow our economy to recover. "

Leeman’s eyes were red as, ever the history buff,  he looked directly at Obama and seemed to be reciting.  
"You know, they asked Jefferson in 1802 why he was cutting funds for the Navy, and he answered that he ‘…didn't want to see the citizens' labors wasted.’ You are every bit his equal, Mr. President, and I for one shall be honored to work with you for the rest of my career."
Leeman rose and extended his hand. Obama looked at the other men, who stood and saluted. Obama embraced each of them in turn, and asked them to strike from the record, to forever keep in confidence the events of the past month, to which they all agreed.

"Amnesty for all of us," he said, "patience from our Lord, and hopefully someone to pay our pensions. We all have work to do."
As he sat in the back of the car that afternoon, on his way to visit an former neighbor in Honolulu, he lit his first, he asked the driver to first detour down the street where he and his mother had lived, and thought to himself - I really must remember to mention that idea about not wearing UN uniforms stateside to Ban, bring him up to speed there...
46. Pirate Picnic
The weeks following the ‘End 4N’ demonstration at Bangor were eventful for all concerned. May Biersten had returned to her UW campus with another media triumph to her credit, validated by President Obama's announcement a week later that he had negotiated a legislated end to the boycott in partnership with the UN. He promised that the United States would now have every opportunity to climb out of its stagnation, and, given the status of the US dollar as a mere shadow of itself ten years before, jobs were slowly returning to the United States and to a workforce imbued with a renewed respect for thrift and hard work.

At a seminal board meeting in the new offices of the Humanist Union in Vancouver, early that fall, Allan Boehm and Tsuyoshi Yamanaka revealed that they had entered into a licensing agreement with Russia, France, Saudi Arabia, Egypt, Holland, Germany, the UK and most Asian countries including China, India and Japan, to broadly license and support the new nuclear fusion technology. Yamanaka's words at that HU board meeting reflected his conviction that humanism could fuse the species as surely as his fractal equations could fuse atoms.

"Allan and I have successfully negotiated the support of the United Nations and most industrial nations toward recognizing this patent globally. At the same time, we have decided to share the revenues equally between the United Nations, the member states and the Humanist Union. This endowment shall allow us to continue forward in serving the species as it searches for responsible governance and a wholesome vision for the millennium to come, on this planet. We shall no longer need to ask for membership fees, nor charge for our services or programs. We hope to be a catalyst in raising our fellow humans out of poverty or oppression, toward a common destiny in a very human universe that is there to make our own. From now on, every human being born on Earth shall be considered to be a member of our Union unless we are otherwise advised by them personally."

Allan Boehm watched Yamanaka’s historic gesture meet with awe from the other board members. With the United Nations assuming the control and funding of the major fusion research centers in France, Russia, Japan, America and Saudi Arabia under one collective budget it was estimated that the consumption of fossil fuels would be reduced by 80% by the year 2025. The new fusion reactor build-out would allow the UN to fund direct emergency research against the threat of accelerating methane released from the ocean floors, and melting tundra. Scientists had come to realize methane and ocean acidity posed a greater threat than carbon dioxide had, one that could quickly lead to runaway plankton growth and the putrefaction of the oceans.

Boehm related the circumstances leading up to Yamanaka’s triumph, knowing he was too shy to disclose them himself.
“Toshi and I went to speak to the Japanese government during the negotiations, and he took a day to consult with his father’s lawyer - Hideo, I recall - and then he came to me with one clause that this world will long remember. In the tariff we have inserted with the UN’s master license, every signatory nation or canton must guarantee that its citizens over 65 will receive a pension of at least one Uno per month, about $25 today. Remember, 2.7 billion humans live on less than $2 a day, and more than one billion live on less than $1. All licensing and energy revenues received by fusion power vendors must first discharge that obligation directly, through a dedicated UN fund before being accessed by the utilities. The intention is to have affordable, not free energy, which would waste it and heat the planet. Instead Hideo and Toshi decided that the older generations in our species needed more support and respect. And that’s what we’ve tied up here.”
The board members were visibly moved by Yamanaka’s vision and impressed with Boehm’s structuring of that provision. It was a great day to be a humanist.
Part II

47.  The Visitor
McGlade used the HU’s wave of new funding to hire a layer of middle management into the HU, which offloaded most of his day-to-day burden onto a generation of young people - youth fired by the promise and challenge of building a thousand-year paradise on their planet. 
Among their ranks were his daughter Marnie and her husband Evan, who had served a 60 day detention for insubordination, following his resignation from the US Navy some months earlier. They were managing the HU’s contracts with the Canadian government, and overseeing the operation of the Archenteron’s genetic storage programs.  
McGlade took advantage of this administrative buffer to enjoy a few months off for travel with his little family. With Alexa and Marki he rented a plane to tour Australia, then went through India and Thailand over that winter, staying in guest houses and on rented estates with leisurely stops, before returning in early spring to reopen their house. 

He had just retrieved his beloved aircraft from its Vancouver hangar, back to their island lakefront for the new season, and on that June afternoon he was refinishing the oak stairs, waiting between coats, when he heard his wife's announcement from the porch. 
"Gentleman here to see you, Martin."
An elegant man about his own age was waiting on his lawn, and introduced himself. "My name is Tom Leahy, and I would like to speak with you, if I might - I represent a large humanitarian organization in Europe."

McGlade put down his rags and oils and invited him up for a little lunch on the porch. The two men exchanged pleasantries, and then sat down together over some good Irish stew and Dutch beer.

"I have read your superb ‘1000 Summers’ with intense interest," began Leahy with a cultured Bostonian accent, “particularly the section wherein you discuss the prospect of becoming integrated with religions."
McGlade nodded, "I hope you're not referring to that snarky part wherein I suggested that all we had to do, after taking over the churches, was to change the books in the pews?"

Leahy allowed himself a discreet smile. "It was perhaps a wholesale statement, but you do have a certain talent for coming to the point in a refreshingly direct manner. Let me continue with you in that spirit. I agree with you that humanism can become the envelope of all major religions, that it is best considered as a ‘sensibility’ as you term it, and should be inclusive of all humanity."

McGlade was flattered. "Keep talking, I like the direction this is going in." he smiled.
"You reconcile your admiration for the structure of churches” explained Leahy “by saying that there is a need within the human psyche for ritual, belonging and a sense of communal destiny. It's one of the ways you have distinguished your variant of humanism, if I can be permitted to note that - from the conventional definition that it was simply a ‘life stance’ by an individual."

McGlade was delighted with the astute intelligence Leahy displayed.

"Absolutely. I have taken care to avoid the cachet of religious humanism, because so many people get their backs up immediately when I mention religion, and it would simply be counterproductive, drown out any larger message. But I do abhor chest-thumping atheists. And yes, I do harbor some hope that we can grow the philosophy as it were, for it to weave a tradition as deeply felt and spiritually satisfying as those within Islam or Christianity or Hinduism or any other spirituality that humans feel a need for. People want that shoulder-to-shoulder camaraderie and ‘fellowship’, as it is often termed in the United States. They want something visceral from baptism to burial, for a chance toward the end of life that the circle may indeed be unbroken. That's one reason we're building the Archenteron right over there," he gestured.
Leahy reached into his suit pocket and handed McGlade his business card, in the center of which was displayed his name – Thomas M. Leahy, SJ. Society of Jesus, Rome, Italy.
McGlade was more than intrigued by this visitor appearing at his home that morning. On this semi-rural island, only the Jehovah's Witnesses arrived unannounced and impeccably dressed in suits, and they certainly did not present business cards that identified themselves as high officials of the Roman Catholic Church. He wondered to himself why this man was not in proper clerical dress - he then recalled that certain orders wear only a collar, if that. He clearly had something to learn in this regard.

Excusing himself from the visitor on his lakeside porch, McGlade retreated to the kitchen to display the business card to Alexa, on the back of which were cited  office and street addresses in Boston, Montreal and Rome. Alexa raised her eyebrows and smiled in mock alarm. 

“Does he know you’re a humanist? Or worse, do you know who the Jesuits are?” she asked, raising her arms in futility, that this sort of surprise was almost expected given the recent frenetic pace of their lives. 
McGlade returned to his guest to find him taking notes and sorting out some brochures that outlined the Humanist Union’s programs for the coming year. 

Leahy retrieved one that had caught his attention more than the others. “This one about ‘Building a Humanist Tradition’ is of particular interest, Martin” he said. “As we discussed earlier, we may have some common ground in that concept.”

“Yes, the HU board members all agree that the membership would probably welcome some internal infrastructure. Being of high principle is fine, but there is interest in some – er, ritual if I may, Thomas?” 

“Please call me Tom. I am a priest, a Jesuit yes, but I am an administrator that works outside the mainstream operations of the order, as one of four ‘assistants’ to His Holiness. The technical name for my position is ‘Admonitor’, and I mention that in confidence.”

“One of four?” asked McGlade, “If I can be irreverent for a moment, that would make you a vice president in the business world.”

Leahy nodded in affirmation. “Yes, Il Papa is the CEO, and I am a VP - that’s a fair analogy. We ‘assistants’ are papal advisors who, among other duties to the Jesuit leader - our Superior General – we explore the prospects and promise of our worldwide missions to serve the ‘Greater Glory of God’. But I want you to know that when I mention such terms, I am nonetheless speaking symbolically, I regard the bible itself as symbol, not literal, unlike the fundamentalists. Indeed, for our purposes you can consider me to be an independent layman and an agnostic as well.”

McGlade was grateful for that, and sat there blinking, wondering how he could get a handle on just who this man was. He put his finger on the Montreal and Boston addresses on Leahy’s card and guessed “Loyola and Boston College?” 

Leahy brightened, realizing again that McGlade was as sharp as his reputation alleged. “Yes, Loyola was my alma mater, it’s Concordia now, and Boston College is our biggest mission in North America, along with Chicago’s Notre Dame. We Jesuits are educators before anything else.”

“I don’t imagine you’re as famous as their football and basketball coaches” joked McGlade, “Although I do recall a Frank Leahy. Can you share with me what your functions or duties within the Order might be?”

“Scouting new talent,” contributed Leahy, enjoying the repartee. “I admire the ‘high principle’ as you term it within your organization, and see parallel purposes with our Society with regard to speaking up for, and upholding the honor of our ‘species’, in particular the disadvantaged. Our terminology may vary, but if all is considered symbol, then we do appear to have strikingly similar aims for our respective memberships. To answer your question, I am a distant nephew of the Frank Leahy you mention, and a confidant and advisor to the Pope on policy matters; charged with the ‘new business’ portfolio you might say, among other duties. The Humanist Union caught my eye very early on, and in light of the unfolding UN world order that is upon us, with your comments in ‘1000 Summers’ - that you would hope over time to develop something akin to our liturgy, a catechism for humanism - I have taken the liberty to visit you personally, to determine if our organizations might offer each other something going down this road.” 

McGlade was flattered, but heard Leahy’s comments with considerable trepidation. There was every possibility that any association, real or perceived, with the Jesuits would spell disaster for the Humanist Union. Many humanists continued to think of themselves as atheists or religion-contrarians first, with ‘humanist’ as a flattering mantle, and orthodox religion would always be anathema to them. This much was obvious to anyone; so McGlade instead tried to rescue the conversation by throwing out some benefits that could arise.

“Tom, with both teams on the field - the HU might evolve a compelling liturgy, with a didactic catechism and infrastructure, assuming that we did indeed swap out the books in the pews, mind you - I have to be candid about that requirement. We’d perform a huge find-and-replace on words like God, Satan, evil and sin - it would surely be an interesting project, sure. A revelation. For your Society’s part, you’d be the lead dog in these matters once again, and back up to full strength almost immediately. Those empty churches would howl. As for the status of the Catholic Church, however…”

Leahy’s facial expression became calm, like that of a man well satisfied with his findings.
“Can we continue this most valuable discourse tomorrow morning, Martin? I’m expected at my hotel now to claim my reservation. I’d like to review these materials you gave me for ideas – and you might do well to look up our Society on the Net – we will surely have some questions for each other if we want to explore this.”

McGlade agreed to reconvene the next day, and promised to do some homework beforehand.
48. Course Change
Almost a year had passed since Barack Obama had rescued the delicate UN’s restructuring from a possible Pentagon mutiny, during his last months in power. Only now was capital beginning to flow back into the US, as the humbled country awakened from years of decline toward its long-trumpeted ‘recovery’.   

The American people had acquiesced most reluctantly to the ascendancy of the United Nations, and to date they had seen few monetary benefits following that decision. After a severe recession and the ensuing devaluation of the US dollar, the USA was a chastened country that could do little more than lick its wounds, while Asia marched forward and prospered. 

Today as Allan Boehm read through his e-mail, his eyes widened when he came to a short message from May Biersten.

"I'm sitting on an interesting committee," reported Biersten “it looks like Obie is coming out of his brief retirement, and he might be running if Ban steps down as rumoured, for Secretary-General. If it's true, I hope to be on that election committee.”

Boehm sat back and exhaled. If the former US president ran for Secretary-General of the United Nations, it would stoke the fires of protest in the United States, that had doggedly claimed that Obama had been a godless humanist who sold them out. Indeed he may have been a nominal humanist, and still was, but that was material only to the knuckle dragging elements in US society, as yet untouched by his educational and mental health reforms.

Still, he was no longer in power and this development could present problems for his newly elected replacement, President Kennedy. And for humanists as well, Boehm realized, as the conspiracy theorists would have a field day, screaming that an Orwellian UN would soon be enslaving America, or worse, with an unmasked Obama as its leader.

The HU’s membership was past two million active members outside of India, with Ajit’s websites there supporting another five million subscribers. An analogous site in China was continuously at loggerheads with the Chinese government, and itself claimed another ten million members, albeit more as supporters of the UN’s hegemony than of humanism per se. 

Humanism and world federalism’s time had arrived around the globe, with politicians everywhere wary of the weather change, the cascade of national referendums that continued to affirm a global affinity for UN governance. 
Still, the old militarists and nationalists were constantly at work agitating for the days of old, for a return to the weapons-based cultures humanity had endured for millennia and just recently discarded. Like the illegal drug business, the ban on war manufacturing continued to be observed more in the breach than in observance, with reluctant countries allowing ‘legacy contracts’ to conclude, even if the only party that could receive them was the UN itself. They were in truth stockpiling weapons against the day when the solidarity of our species might falter.

Boehm and the HU board had learned to tune out the raucous voices assailing the arrival of humanism as a global philosophy. As Ajit succinctly put it ‘51% is the number’ and he ran his web polls among his Indian membership to that rule. Anything else would be chaos - the days of political correctness and hearing every voice were fading - the western world was poorer now than in past decades, while the East was alive with a newfound prosperity. The Asian populace was, as always, ready for order and authority, especially if it was delivered democratically to a global agency.

“Can we convene a board meeting this December in Singapore?” asked Biersten. “I know Toshi wants to address the delayed implementation of the pension provision in India and China, given their foot-dragging, and it would help Obie to be seen as associated with that.”
Singapore had become the financial trading hub for the continent that dominated world manufacturing and technology. It was also the seat of world governance. Boehm replied that he would do his best to convince McGlade and the others to come along, but it would all  be contingent on Obama’s candidate status, as to the timing. 
As a businessman Boehm was a busy innovator, his latest project being a joint venture with the HU on reducing noise in cities, and so far they had succeeded in banning car alarms, leaf blowers (in his state of California), and one of his companies, Silens, was developing an in-car replacement for sirens, so that only the obstructing vehicles would hear them. This was what he loved to do - and using his business talent to support the HU as an enabler made it all the more gratifying and justifiable. 

He called McGlade in Vancouver to update him on his anti-noise initiative for the HU, and to discuss May Biersten’s request for a meeting in Singapore later that year. McGlade had heard her news that Obama was considering a run for the United Nations’ top job, and acknowledged it, albeit with less enthusiasm than Boehm had expected, despite his being just as surprised as Boehm had been. 

“I need to speak with you both.” continued McGlade. “Tsuyoshi is in Seattle next month for a fusion conference and I’d like to get us together up here in Vancouver with a gentleman…you will find most interesting... He wants us to consider adding a major new direction and partnership to our operations, and before going any further I want the board to get a feel for it - it’s very sensitive and this will be in-camera, for your ears only, if you can make it.”

Boehm could tell from McGlade’s distant tone, and his relative lack of interest in the Obama news, that he was serious and concerned. “In the HU offices?” asked Boehm. 

“The Renegade is back from its annual then, I’ll pick you up at YVR on October 24th, next morning we have to be in our boardroom about 11am, let me know if you can’t find a flight.”

“Done,” replied Boehm. “Any background coming in the meantime? I…”

“I doubt it, Allan, this one’s off the chart and I’d prefer that this fellow present his concept himself. I’ll have some meetings with him in the meantime.”
49. Singa
Barack Obama was fast becoming content with his new role as elder statesman, albeit in a busy posting. Appointed by President Caroline Kennedy as US Ambassador to the United Nations shortly after her inauguration in 2017, he had surprised Americans by moving his principal residence to Singapore, the new headquarters of the UN, and he was beginning to take some satisfaction in that decision. 

At 56 years of age he was not about to retire, and it was very evident that he had a worldwide constituency who anticipated more of the leadership that had rescued the US from an ‘incessant recession’. He was widely seen as the understudy of Ban Ki-Moon, the UN Secretary-General and his trusted friend, with whom he had helped steer the planet into a community of nations. His ability to quell the recurring American taste for militarism and overseas ‘adventures’ had held the UN’s fort during this critical period, allowing countries that had been taking a ‘look and see’ attitude regarding full support of the United Nations to become fully integrated with it.

Obama suspected that his meeting this evening at Ban’s nearby house might be pivotal; they usually met at lunch with associates and this time he had been requested to come alone. 
As he stepped out into the balmy tropical night for the short walk there, Obama looked up again at the blaze of skyscrapers that ring Singapore harbour, symbolizing the arrival of Asia as an industrial and technical heartland. Embedded in all that concrete and glass lay the hopes of a continent whose time had come at last, that had escaped the chainmail fist of the western powers in Europe and North America. As an Afro-American, Obama was comfortable with the city’s burgeoning status.
Obama’s support of the UN reforms had been hugely controversial in America, especially his recent proposal to eliminate the UN Security Council and its veto powers. His critics sniped that he needed that reform to get himself elected as UN leader some day, because a single veto from the Security Council would remove him as a candidate. It was widely felt that this was why a Russian, Chinese and certainly no American had never become Secretary-General, despite candidates with compelling credentials and experience.

Obama waved off the security detail following him that night, as he skipped up the stairs of Ban’s residence, still the trim athlete. The security people waited until Ban himself answered the door.

The two friends were glad to see each other; both had borne the burden of an office that was dangerous and demanding, always at odds with some large faction somewhere that screamed for their removal. The emergence of the UN had been electrifyingly fast, precipitated by the referenda and polling adopted by major countries as the central means and engine of democracy. Politicians had almost become accomplices to a procedure that had fallen into the hands of the species itself - all major elections were now conducted electronically, through a UN website duplicated across the Internet.
No more could political parties dominate national governments with lobbyist money, captive TV stations and cronyism – because each time a decision affecting ‘national’ matters had to be made, the people voted on it by referendum. This was the process, pushed along by the 4N boycott, whereby the nations deciding to become neutral countries had evolved this de facto acceptance of the UN as the seat of human order.

“I’m glad we’re not speaking French tonight, Barack. Their journalists are so insufferable.”
Obama nodded with a broad smile, and took a seat at the table Ban kept for western visitors, especially long-legged ones like his friend, who would grow uncomfortable in a low profile Asian sitting room. 

“Do you mind if I smoke?” he asked, “those guys are always on my case about that.” he grinned.
Ban waved the all-clear and brought out a selection of brandies, displaying a well stocked liquor cabinet for more inspiration – there were no support staff on that night, as he had mentioned. The two men settled in as Ban handed Obama a printed article from the Times of India.

“They claim that I’m keeping my seat as S-G warm for you, Barack, that I am going to step down at any time. Have you been planting these stories?” 

Obama could see than the older man, now 73 and a year into his third five year term was being flippant and light-hearted. “Now why would I do that? You think I’m a humanist or something?”
The two men reminisced, recalling the accusations of evangelical Christians. Politics was always going to be the ‘art of the possible’ and these travails were the daily fare one could expect. Sensing that Obama might nonetheless be uncomfortable with this mention, Ban continued.  

“Of course I am keeping this seat warm for you, I have been since I met you ten years ago – it is destined. But we must be careful that the reforms are in place so that no veto can arise outside the democratic ratification of the General Assembly. In truth I am keeping this seat safe for you until your time.”

Obama acknowledged the older man’s efforts. “I am learning not just from a great man, but from a great tradition, the tradition of respect and family that I find here in Singapore and across the Orient. I cannot describe how much my family and I already feel so much at home here.” 

“You do still follow the White Sox don’t you?” replied Ban, pronouncing it “Right Sox”. 
Obama agreed, “...oh the Right Sox all right, Boston is the enemy, and five games back for the wild card - hope they stay there...”

The two men went over details on the steps that would be required for any dissolution of the Security Council, which they decided would depend on addressing and resolving the concerns of Japan, Germany and India, who typically were on the outside looking in on most UN matters. 

Obama later accepted his waiting car ride to return home, hoping he could find some way to gain a consensus that would break up the ‘nuclear nations’ clique, who yearned to retrieve their status.
50. Tipping Point
Ajit Desai was a national hero in India, some whispered of him that he could be an emerging Nehru; such was his growing influence on Indian youth. Desai himself had no such illusions, and had no plans to put on the loincloth of modesty of a Gandhi, or to face poverty the way Nehru could. Desai was a modern Indian anxious to see that country become the secular power he knew she could be. His HU website at humanism.in was softening the Hindu and Moslem enmities that had plagued India for centuries, leavening the generation holding India’s future.

Five million members made Desai’s website the largest ‘national’ component of the Humanist Union, with China closing quickly. These twin pillars of Asia held the world’s greatest concentration of youth, and it was their sweeping affirmation of their countries’ support for the UN’s assumption of security functions that gave it credibility, and brought it notice during this formative period for the New Asia. 

In America the ego-centered youth phenomena that had grown into MySpace and then Facebook had initiated a children’s crusade, following Obama’s statement that he hoped ‘humanism isn’t just a fad’ - and from there the HU’s site at humanism.ws had blossomed overnight in response to that challenge. 
Asian youth was more circumspect, recognizing that the UN’s amalgamation of nations into one global government held more promise for them than narcissistic bio-pages. Consequently, the debates among Indian and Chinese youth became the intellectual wheelhouse of the world, the cynical and stodgy ivory tower scholars of the West fast becoming as dated as Kant and Spinoza. 

Desai himself was oriented to the West; it was through UC Berkeley that he had met fellow board members May Biersten and Tsuyoshi Yamanaka; Allan Boehm himself was a Cal grad. As such Desai was ideally placed to straddle the new era, but remained of two minds on whether it could ever work in the long term. In his part of the world, nothing truly happens that quickly.
India was prospering, like China, as the labor center of the global economy and was expected to benefit most from the fusion power technology derived from Yamanaka’s patents. The promise beckoned of an air-conditioned India not longer poisoned by smog and the chaos of two-cycle rickshaws and street carts. Fertilizer was going to be affordable, and hunger at last eliminated. But Desai knew that beneath these obvious benefits was a layer of resistance, largely from the country’s majority Hindu population. That despite these advances, India would still be plagued by its seamless diversity, language barriers, an age-old system of patriarchal family values, and castes. 

In a sense five million young people had signed onto his websites almost to escape from that inertial legacy, to declare themselves as citizens of the world. It was all Desai could do to prevent the Humanist Union from deteriorating into the anti-religious stance, anti-Hindu, that until recently had hamstrung humanism and robbed it of its vision and positive aspects in the West. He had also to deal with the enormous changes mandated by the empowerment of the United Nations as they might impact India. Its 28 states and 7 union territories were eligible for conversion to cantons under the UN, if their disputes continued. 
Under one federal India, as with other nations centralizing their security and defense under the UN umbrella, this mechanism could devolve into a fractious ‘neverendum’ - already China was having difficulties with it western regions proposing cantons as their means of escaping Beijing’s grasp.
India had avoided the imposition of the 4N boycott only on its promises - that it would soon become a 'Non-Nuclear Neutral country supporting the UN'.  Three years into that pledge, it was in a waiting game with China and Pakistan as to who would surrender their nuclear weapons first, and convert to UN stewardship for global defense as the fundamental first step to ratification. 
Desai’s Humanist Union website was under an intense lens in these matters because it was the humanists who had initiated the referendum in India,  that had brought into view the world consensus around empowering the UN. And it was Yamanaka’s provision, the promise that every Indian would be granted a pension in old age that had carried the country along with that proposition to this point. 

The Indian government in its history had never signed any international treaties that would have limited its nuclear industry or weapons systems, and there had been four wars with Pakistan and one with China during its sixty years as a republic. Accordingly, most Indians were taking a cynical attitude as to whether the UN referendum that had recently passed with only 53% would actually be respected. 
As the months and years went by, many felt that it would be drowned out in the hurly-burly and chaos of Indian coalition politics. As one of its champions, Desai felt an obligation to rekindle the promise of the UN ratification, before the opportunity evaporated.

Beginning another day in the HU’s offices in Bangalore, insulated from the roar of India’s street life by its air-conditioned tower, he decided to run an idea by one of his young webmasters, Ravi Sharma, who read the pulse of HU/India’s forum participants daily and always had something constructive to contribute.

Sharma arrived promptly; flattered that Desai sought his counsel. Just twenty years old, he was representative of the millions visiting the HU’s websites each day, and Desai valued the insights of these  young network technicians thirty years his junior, yes, but often his equal in astuteness. The contrast between their perspectives with his never failed to give him pause, to make him rethink.
“So, Ravi” began Desai “give me your thumbnail about how the network is going this week and what our major monstrosities will be in the coming months. I have to make some decisions.”

“We need more bandwidth, as always.” the young man replied. “My promises are growing thin. We need a fibre bundle right into the building, that’s the only thing that will work. These Wi-Fi phones are bringing Indian networks to their knees. What decisions are you referring to, if I might ask?”

“The Wi-Fi phones - the government buys our bandwidth for us, and we have to be open to them, no options there, and in truth that’s where our own traffic is coming from.” 

The boy nodded in resigned agreement, and Desai moved on to his larger questions.

"As you know, Ravi, the HU is in the forefront of the UN ratification question. It was our network here that galvanized Indian youth to step up like the Facebook kids in America, to champion humanism. All well and good, but it left the impression across much of India that this is indeed a children's crusade that will soon burn itself out, with predictable results. We'll return to the status quo. How am I doing so far?"

"You're not doing too well," said the boy wryly, "if things keep going the way they are, if Pakistan and China don't pony up soon, then we can expect the stasis we see right now to calcify back into where we were a year - three years ago. We are under strong criticism in the Indian press as having undue influence with the young, as being an unwelcome intrusion into Indian affairs by western technologies."

Desai was reflective. "I think this process is no longer in our hands, if it ever was - the ratification process that is. This tug-of-war between the Indian nationalists and the federal leadership in each of the would-be cantons. To eventually have 35 cantons instead of one India, even if there is a federal layer remaining; that's frightening to every Indian citizen, especially if China and Pakistan escape this process. Not that I'm suggesting that they can, or should or anything like that. It's very much chickens and eggs right now, and if it doesn't go through we're going to look pretty bad around here – we’ll be a laughing stock to our critics..."

Ravi Sharma knew that his boss was leading up to something, and he offered a guess. 
"The Uno." 
Desai acknowledged that they had been thinking along the same lines, that the ratification process would come down to one eventuality - the minimal pension every canton or government had to guarantee its citizens over 65 years of age. This provision was linked to the UN's licensing of fusion power to them, such power may indeed prove to be ‘too cheap to meter’ but it had to be sold and conserved as it always had been, with the revenues in India, as elsewhere, directed at pensions for the old and disabled.

"So you think that if the pensioners get their Uno each month that the UN will get their ratification signatures? That’s pretty much what happened in Afghanistan, I suppose we can expect the same thing here?"

"No question about it," replied Sharma. "At least 20% of our subscribers, more than a million of them have accessed our website and registered because of this prospect of receiving the Uno each month, or their parents, grandparents receiving it as the case may be. I would estimate that in some of these families two Unos a month would double their disposable income. That's huge, Ajit."

"The Uno is now worth almost 25 Euros. If the price of silver continues to climb, I suppose that those numbers are of more interest in India than anywhere else in the world - understandably. Of no import in Europe of course, their pensions are already ten times that, just one individual. But yes, it would be a deal breaker here if that promise is not met."

"The father of it all - Dr. Yamanaka?" suggested Sharma.

Desai was happy that the idea was not his alone. "We have an HU board meeting scheduled here in six weeks, as you know. We must do everything we can to leverage his presence here at that time."
51. Compact
McGlade's third meeting with Tom Leahy was in Québec City, a place both of them had lived in during their school years. Leahy had spent two years there at a seminary, whereas McGlade’s family had originated and live there until they moved to the West Coast when he was a teenager. Accordingly, they had decided to spend a few days there, revisiting some old venues together, following their introduction on Salt Spring Island.

They met at the Château Frontenac, an imposing old hotel overlooking the St. Lawrence River. McGlade had worked here in his youth as an elevator operator; his mother had been a cashier there for fifteen years. Leahy had himself worked within a block of that hotel as a tour guide, after his day studies at the seminary. They had unknowingly been within shouting distance of each other some forty years before.

As Tom Leahy got into the taxi that would take him from Jean Lesage Airport to the Château Frontenac, those days returned to him, the memories of a teenager far from his Boston home, memories that were not at all pleasant to him. As an Irish catholic growing up in Boston, whose father had been raised in Montreal, he’d resented the burdens of his faith, the continuing requirement to attend church and study the catechisms far beyond what his Protestant and nonbelieving schoolmates were obliged to do. It seemed only the Jewish kids, with their sad requirement to learn Hebrew every Saturday morning, had been as unlucky as him.

Still, Leahy had been a model student and an above-average athlete, popular and happy with the overall scheme of things. The Catholic Church still had an iron grip on its constituents and their educational facilities in midcentury Québec, and in Boston as well, among its large Irish population. There was no point in protesting what everyone else had to bear. 

The secular age that saw the decline of Catholicism first, and then the rise of Evangelicism in its place by the close of the century had come too late to change the course of Tom Leahy's career - and he had become a priest as if it had been preordained, which in many Irish households of the day,  it was.

For McGlade this revisitation of Québec City was seen through his Protestant eyes, for he too had been obliged to memorize the scriptures, get confirmed into the United Church, and generally go through the motions of being a small-c Christian. As an English speaker in a French Canadian city founded in 1608, McGlade was in a minority of less than 5%, and the sole English protestant high school was also the catchment for all non-Catholic religions - Jewish, Jehovahs, atheists - the vagrant detritus that was outside the reach of the Pope. 
This nonspecific approach to religion granted McGlade a valuable insight into the waning of orthodox religions in Europe and Canada.  Similar islands of atheism spawned a one-dimensional humanism within America in reaction to fundamentalism; he had himself catalyzed the secular trend toward non-belief with his own writings.

The two men agreed to meet again in the coffee shop off the hotel's main lobby, just 40 meters from where McGlade had been a restless elevator operator in the late 1960s. He could afford the luxury rooms to which he had ascended so many hundreds of times; he was taking that same elevator shaft down to the lobby, and meeting another Irishman with most peculiar ideas.

McGlade was recognized as he entered the coffee shop, and he immediately asked for a seat behind some large plants, where the public might not notice him. He’d had more than enough of the media and his public - it was something he just couldn't stomach - it would absorb his whole day, every day, if he let it. 
Tom Leahy arrived on time and the two men were clearly buoyed to meet each other within this setting and city that they had shared so many decades before.

"Can I have some ID please," requested McGlade "I still can't believe you're a priest. The last time I was this close to a priest he was refereeing a football game I was playing in at, as fate would have it – Seminaire. He wasn't wearing stripes, he was tripping over his robe or gown, or what do you call those things?”

Tom Leahy smiled. "Cassock? This is no time to be technical. He didn't know the rules either, did he?”

"He sure didn't, all he did was spot the ball wherever it ended up. The ungodly priest-student I was facing across the line didn't have a clue either, and he just assumed that when the whistle blew, we’d just go at it hammer and tong until the ball carrier ran by or the whistle blew again. He was at least two years older, much heavier and I was literally being killed out there in the pouring rain and mud."

Tom Leahy clearly loved football stories, and he motioned for McGlade to continue with a devilish look in his eyes.

"I was saved from certain castration by one lucky circumstance. As a junior football player I hadn't been issued any cleats, but I had borrowed a pair before the game from a friend of mine, who played on the senior team. They were way too big for me but I put on three pairs of socks and made do. I was a fat little lineman then. My over-avid student priest across the line was wearing old canvas running shoes, no traction - and to survive I began to put the boots to him - my   only possible defence. The priests were oblivious amid the mud and the blood, but I got my message across rather directly a number of times, and one of your priests may actually be riding side-saddle these days…” 

Leahy roared and was in his element. "I guess that never happened when you played St. Pat’s.” he laughed, recalling the Irish catholic high school in that city whose football team was the pride of its community. 

“Christ, no," replied McGlade "the Irish priests there knew what they were doing and then some, on the football field. It was all hard gang tackling and we had to move the ball through the air if we knew what was good for us.”

Their waiter arrived for their order and Leahy suggested some more of the good Irish ragout McGlade's wife had served at their first lakeside meeting. Then they got down to business.

"Okay Tom, correct me if I'm wrong, what I have so far is that you are working as a papal advisor in search of a new foundation, a philosophical backstop for Catholicism that can bring it into the mainstream, make it relevant in today's terms, and you see the Humanist Union as possibly providing that, in some measure at least. At the same time you're anticipating a need on our part for some ritual, tradition, maybe even some good old bricks and mortar and pews. Close enough?"

"It's not close, it's bang on. But representing the Jesuits more than Catholicism. The parallel continues from there. Our numbers are in steep decline, whereas humanism's are climbing fast. Our priests are old and disillusioned, churches are being closed, the traditions and edifices are falling away. If I might comment, your Humanist Union is in competition for the minds of men with Christian evangelicals and the atheists who torment them. And what you don't currently have, that your Christian antagonists do exploit, are, yes - ritual, tradition and bricks and mortar. Fellowship as they like to call it. The Catholic Church has all of that in spades, and the Jesuits are its engineers."

"All true at first look,” observed McGlade, “but we both know that orthodox religion and humanism are oil and water, no matter what each purports to bring to the other. They are separate because they are almost mutually exclusionary - or have been in the past. What makes you think the Catholic Church could ever redefine itself to emerge as a modern philosophy, as humanism has?"

"I'm a Jesuit," said Leahy "and Jesuits form a management layer for the Holy See, we are sworn to support the Pope above all else, including the church itself. We're almost like the Swiss Guard that way. And what this means in practical terms is that we are not tied down as the other orders are, to countries or particular vows that would make change impractical - in fact changes of business - ‘new business’ - is our mandate now. And if new business means moving the goalposts, in reaction to the advent of science over the past millennium, it isn't out of the question anymore. It’s a century or two overdue."

Leahy could see that McGlade was taking all this in with a grain of salt, damning it with his silence. He pressed forward.

"You may recall from our conversations on the island that the Jesuits regard the Bible more as symbol than as fact, more as metaphor than its being seen as the literal truth. We are not so naïve as to think that its interpretation is immutable - in fact you will find that we use the word divine most sparingly. If you follow me..."

McGlade seemed to brighten and contribute a bit. “There's still a huge chasm between the enormous baggage train that the Catholic Church will always have, in contrast to its prospects going forward. Maybe it would be easier to do a book burning and start over."

Leahy demurred. "You burn the Bible and the next thing you know they’ve burned your churches and monasteries too, along with our beloved schools. That's destructive, and I know that the man I'm talking to understands that difference better than anyone else on this planet, just based on his record."

"Flattery will get you everywhere..."

"Well, you have revived humanism, not invented some narcissistic cult, Martin, and you do venerate tradition. So here's where I think the linchpin might be. As an advisor to his Holiness, and his personal advisor I might add, I think I can introduce a modification or updating - however you want to describe it - of the status of Jesus Christ within Jesuit theology, on a limited basis – the way one of our orders might run a monastery around wine, for example. A collateral description.  And that is to characterize Jesus as you have in 1000 Summers, to identify him as the principal humanist philosopher, likely a secular man who was instructing the species around the Mediterranean at that time, on the new rules for living in cities. I've lifted that right from your writings, which allowed me to present it in a wholesale context to the Curia. It wouldn’t be my personal heresy, which is important in these procedures, it has five million underwriters. The Curia had already expressed an interest in the Humanist Union, a relationship, before my visit - you have a lot of admirers in Rome."

McGlade looked across the table at a man who was clearly not intimidated by the outsized parameters of their subject matter. Perhaps it is an attribute of the Irish that nothing on this earth nor in Heaven will ever completely surprise them, they are ready to juxtapose faith with doubt, as the circumstances dictate. There were none more faithful, as history can attest, in carrying and then keeping the Christian ethic alive through its darkest times, in ancient Ireland. Yet the sad story of the two men's recent Irish ancestors, driven by famine and oppression out of their homeland to New England and Canada, itself spoke of the need for every Irishman to be ever vigilant in this mortal world.

“You mentioned before, Tom that you agreed with the way I partitioned philosophies into two parts; namely their metaphysics and their ethics. I may be putting words into your mouth here, but I'm guessing that you would be giving full attribution of the ethical component in Christianity to Christ, while throwing the metaphysics of the Bible into the background or sending it to the shop for a total rebuild. Are we paddling the same canoe in that regard?"

"That's how you lay it out in 1000 Summers and again, that's how I came to realize that we could work with you, and you could work with the Society of Jesus as well. There aren't many Bible literalists left, outside of the Evangelicals and the churches of Central and South America, pockets of Italy, Poland and Portugal. Everybody else is pretty much letting out a lot of line around miracles, divine intervention, the Holy Trinity - all the supernatural aspects of Christianity. Which is not to say that there is no appetite for the paranormal and superstition remaining, the super-believers will always be with us. But that doesn't mean that we have to genuflect or defer to those people, the way I see it is - as a challenge - can we as philosophers construct a living credo that allows these people to feed off natural phenomena, to ‘worship’ an appreciation of life and their fellows if they must, such as you envisioned?”

Leahy paused to look across the river and gather his thoughts.
“I have these discussions sometimes with the ‘brights’, who are so intolerably full of themselves. Whenever I want to stump those little geniuses, I ask them to define life. There’s always a pause in the action after that...But yes, we can send the Bible back to the shop as far as rewriting the commentaries for it, that much is possible and in truth has been going on for centuries. That was Martin Luther’s specialty, if you think about it, with the Jesuit order itself formed to resist him in that. This process will inevitably lead to some horrific in-fighting, I'm sure, like your rainy football experience at Seminaire. I don't relish that, but I think we can make an end run around it, so let's talk about the ethics component instead.”

McGlade picked up his end of the dialogue. "That should be easier, granted. I do view Christ, Mohammed, Buddha and Confucius, the Hindu pantheon - all of them in truth were ethical philosophers teaching our species how to adapt to the new urban realities that were arising following the advent of agriculture. Just delineating what was socially logical, little more. I learned from the feedback I've received from that characterization in 1000 Summers that my readership readily accept that interpretation, of who the ‘prophets’ actually were and what they were in effect attempting. That's a big improvement, we must realize, over somebody simply rejecting the idea of Christ or Muhammad and their teachings outright because of their association with the supernatural. In the book I rationalized the context those men were working from - using their oral tradition often mixed in with good old Arab hyperbole - as the way ideas were marketed in those days. Which is all well and good, but our problem is going to be how do we decouple and disengage from the hoarier aspects of the Bible and not make it look like we're trying to turn a sow's ear into a silk purse…"

Leahy acknowledged that dissociating oneself from the Bible, insofar as that was required, if at all, might be a formidable task.

"I've tried to think of analogous situations where we've redrafted our ideas, historically. The Bible moralizes, complains about our ethical failings, yet it also mentions, like the French philosophers, that Man is born into a state of grace, innocent, and has the capability of being inherently ethical without being taught. I love to torment ethicists with that notion, that their métier n’existe pas. We moved away from Ptolemy, with his earth-centric model of the universe to the findings of Copernicus, Kepler and Galileo - but those guys sure got a rough ride in the meantime and it didn't happen overnight. More recently the churches have had to give up some creationist ground and make concessions around evolution. So we have made these adjustments in the past, and they have been difficult, with the church biting and screaming all the way, predictably, but the important thing is the transition was and is being made. So in a sense what we're talking about is just more of the same, in fast-forward."

It was evident that McGlade was not so sanguine about the likelihood of success. He looked around the square outside the window of the hotel coffee shop, a sight that would've been recognized by the original builders of this walled city, the oldest in North America. Things change all right, but sometimes the rate of change is more important. 

He mentioned his concern. "It's hard for me to really believe that the people  moving through your bricks and mortar physical plant, if we may, would embrace or tolerate our goalposts moving that far and that abruptly without quitting the game and running home with their football. There would be so much upheaval that I question whether the rubble would even be worth picking through."

Leahy saw his concern, and offered a more positive viewpoint. 

"Lift up thine eyes unto the hills, we are told, so let's think of what might be up there on the high ground and how we can get there. There's an Ursuline convent up the street here, with fifty five nuns in it. Their average age is ninety, and there are no novitiates. That's the reality that the Church is facing - it's imploding from a sheer lack of personnel and I can tell you that morale is at rock bottom. It's a rearguard action - everybody understands that - and they're all wondering where it's going to end up. So if you and I are the bankruptcy trustees for this institution, what do we have for assets and how can we manage them, dispose of them, augment them - whatever. And in what sort of an atmosphere could we attempt to bring about the changes required, without the whole nine yards being lost and ridiculed?"

McGlade liked the bankruptcy metaphor. "That would be an interesting perspective, if there was a synod - is that the right word? Whereby the church was reformed into two pieces - the format we have now alongside a second one centered on humanism. Yet another ‘reformed church’ - where have I heard that phrase before? Hmmm…”

"I was thinking somewhat along those lines," replied Leahy "instead of trying to recast everything we would leave the old church in place, with perhaps 90% of its assets and resources, while we set up a parallel church based on humanism. The way you sister rotten ribs in a boat; leave the old alongside the new. That gives everybody an option to migrate one way or the other, if they're at all interested in the first place, of course.”

"And the thing about bankruptcy auctions," interjected McGlade "is that people realize they’re acquiring assets at a great discount, to be diverted to their reforming purposes; so it wouldn’t require the same level of due diligence that we would expect if we had to suddenly build 2000 churches in support of human fellowship. I think we might have something here, Tom."

"I know we do. Even if such an experiment failed, it would do a lot to bring the Society of Jesus’ place in the Catholic Church to the forefront, to be in competition with itself. A healthy prospect, and it's my job to find some fresh air for the Jesuits, and soon. How do you think this concept would sit with your board?"

"I can't even go there yet, a leak could destroy us in a matter of weeks. But it occurs to me that the same might be true for sistering humanism - maybe there's a place for religious humanism – gives those who seek more infrastructure a migration path, as we software types would say. We each take the risk of being seen dancing with the devil. If humanists have an option of hitting the ground running with some legacy churches at our disposal, I think I'd have to recommend that we go for the garage sale and try to absorb them and continue on, with what our ancestors have built over 2000 years. As a modest pilot project of course..."

"Very nice!" beamed Leahy. "From a business perspective again, it's not out of the question that other philosophies out there will move toward a humanistic center and pre-empt this high ground by modernizing Confucianism, Islam - unlikely - some branches of the Evangelicals, the UU’s, a simplified version of Hinduism in India. You’ve proven the product for them. Any of those eventualities would leave bare humanism a little shy in the shorts when it came to the viscerals - and certainly real estate. Those competitors, if they swapped out their books before we swapped out ours - they could assume the whole ‘industry’ as their own within their respective societies.”

McGlade saw a process begin to open up. "That's what you can explain to our board in Seattle, next month, Tom. It's going to be all your proposal, I’m afraid - and I can’t play Judas here – they’ll have to salute. Their decision - possibly with me abstaining - is going to have to be what we have to work with. But I'm excited, needless to say. I've seen how readily humanism has been acknowledged across the globe, so we'll have to see if our intermediate church concept has any legs for those who want to delve deeper."

Leahy was visibly moved. "I'd offer you a secret handshake if we had one, but instead I'll do some homework and bring in a west coast inventory list with me to Seattle for the board’s interest. And I'll run it by His Holiness first, and the Curia, to determine if it's worth continuing."

McGlade had renewed his appetite for finding a counterweight to fundamentalism, “As the great poet Yogi Berra said – When you come to a fork in the road, take it. Know that I’m onside like any good lineman.”

The two men decided to take an extended walk around the upper town of the old city, to visit the Ursuline Convent, and continue with an idea that would have seen both of them drawn and quartered in that city square some 400 years earlier.
52. Canada
Ban Ki-Moon was grateful that the turmoil surrounding the near-mutiny of the US military with the initiation of UN world security operations was stabilizing, winding down into a waiting game by all parties. Linked as it was by agreements to simultaneously end the 4N Countries’ boycott and to convert US military bases over to UN use, the diplomatic snowflake that held them together could yet melt at any time. As a career diplomat Ban knew he that would have to be proactive in the mean, as any failure could retard world governance for generations.

He had been wise to curb his enthusiasm for the global canton structure to which he had devoted his own books during his academic career. At the height of the referendums, during which most nations had conducted national polls to confirm the United Nations as the seat of central authority and security, the provision to further divide member states into cantons had theoretically passed as well. The United Nations Security Council then vetoed that statute and reserved its use as a dispute resolution mechanism only. In retrospect Ban realized that he had perhaps moved too far, too soon with his canton structure - better to consolidate the fragile hegemony of the UN first. Once again he saw the wisdom in democracy, as it gently took back what had been too quickly adjudicated.
To date only Canada was processing a conversion within itself, into two cantons, with its province of Québec becoming distinct, in search of long sought autonomy. The Canadian application could be seen as a resolution of disputed borders, in a first test of a system that had served Switzerland well in the past, its main model. Canada had been a staunch supporter of the United Nations, and its citizens were early adopters of the 4N boycott despite the proximity of the United States, and their referendum to become a neutral country had passed comfortably.

Accordingly the Secretary-General was making his way that week to the Canadian capital in Ottawa to consider the conversion, amid two difficulties. The French-speaking people in Québec wanted to retain their historical boundaries, while the balance of Canada wished to keep their territory south of the St. Lawrence River in Canada, to maintain the Canada Canton as one contiguous piece. Ban anticipated that these corridor questions would arise frequently, as proposed cantons found themselves landlocked or divided geographically in some other fashion.

At the same time Canada and Québec were together declaring themselves to thereafter constitute a ‘World Park’, to transform this huge country into ‘the lungs of the Northern Hemisphere’ - limiting industrial activity within its borders, in favour of eco-tourism. In part this was a tacit recognition that manufacturing was not viable in Canada anymore. In exchange, the restructured country would be excused a requirement to pay UN security taxes provided that it absorbed the costs of administering itself as a Park, and then relied on green tourism as a strong revenue source. 
Ban was relieved that he would just be there to cut the ribbon on this latest experiment in world government, since this partitioning did not promise to be at all straightforward. The Québec nationalists had not approved becoming a canton; they wanted to be a distinct member state first, and to retain their old borders. The Americans were objecting strongly that Canada was a major supplier of raw materials to them, that the two countries had been negotiating major water redirection deals in the West and for the Great Lakes, while the Pentagon was continuing to resist Canada's neutral country status.
Still, Ban realized that if his vision of governance didn’t work within a venue as stable and civilized as Canada - then the world could lose faith that canton conversion might someday be the organizing factor that would move the species beyond national borders, to become instead comfortable pockets of settled humanity living inside their natural homelands. Ban’s root hope was that such stability, over centuries, would give historical populations, once called races, breathing time to accept each other. It was a far vision, and a noble one, but Ban understood its near-time limitations.

He took the opportunity that week of first stopping in at the old UN building in New York, to attend to some lingering matters around the move two years before, and arranged to meet discreetly with President Kennedy before the Ottawa ceremonies. Due to the high-octane atmosphere surrounding the petulant acquiescence of the Pentagon to the UN's military ascendancy, it would have served no purpose to fan those flames with a flurry of tempestuous media events. Washington was a volatile place during and following the presidency of Obama, the city fulminated with displaced lobbyists and influence peddlers who were casting about for issues and events that might deliver them some rationale for reclaiming their sycophants.
Kennedy invited him up to her family compound at Hyannisport for two days of sailing and casual talks. Both of them wanted to get through the next year politically and physically intact, and those were not givens. The tragic history of the Kennedy family and the current spate of jingoistic and patriotic rhetoric that every second senator seemed to be spouting to assuage their demanding electorates, induced a siege mentality that took the joy out of what should have been a moment of triumph for humanity over its war-torn past. It would be up to these two players to somehow bring North America into the new world governance as its showpiece, and not its come-uppance as many feared.

When Ban arrived for the sailing holiday and consultation with Kennedy he was surprised to discover that Justin Trudeau, the Canadian Prime Minister would also be joining them - which was opportune given their agenda for the following week. Ban was known for quiet diplomacy, as were the Canadians, and their scheduled appearance together in Ottawa would thus be rehearsed somewhat, to avoid surprises. Kennedy’s astuteness recalled that of her family predecessors. 

The next morning the three of them gathered for breakfast on Kennedy’s yacht, only to be advised that the actual sailing could not proceed as scheduled, as heavy October clouds and storms precluded air cover for the excursion. Kennedy’s security staff advised leaving the yacht tied up.

With breakfast concluded, the three leaders moved into the yacht’s main salon for a private conversation. 
Ban thanked his hostess for the opportunity to meet before the Ottawa ceremony, and confessed that he was relieved to not have to go sailing that day - "I have a stomach that could embarrass us all," he confided. Trudeau concurred that given the weather, and cloud cover or none, he too was content to remain safely moored in deference to the high winds outside.

Kennedy began by asking Trudeau about the status of the Québec canton, and whether or not it was sufficiently defined at this stage to warrant going through with the new structure. Trudeau could see that she was wasting no time in putting him on the spot.

"The most important divisor is that Canada is now, and shall remain, a member state of the UN - that's not changing here. What we are doing, in response to separatist voices in Québec that have persisted for the past two or ten generations, is taking advantage of Ban’s canton structure to place any secession within the new international statutes, that will oversee these questions. It is a test case, outside the history of Switzerland of course wherein a minority is going to be dealt with in this way, as an equal partner."

"I was thinking more of the border issues," clarified Kennedy "how are you going to deal with the corridor that Canada says is required for linking the rest of the country, through Québec, to the Maritimes?"

"I guess that's the main reason I'm grateful to be with both of you today," replied Trudeau "because I can update you with the knowledge that we have resolved that matter. Québec is regaining its territory in Labrador as compensation for releasing its territory south of the St. Lawrence River to the Canadian canton. The Churchill Falls hydroelectric power complex will become the property of the people of Newfoundland, as will half of any future hydroelectric projects or resource development in Labrador. This arrangement addresses three long-standing claims around those territories and resources, and native land claims as well."

Ban asked him how this division had been received among Québec's native population, who mainly populated those northern parts of Quebec. Trudeau replied that the full repatriation of native territories would have to wait until the matter was clarified under the new UN charter forthcoming in 2020. That document would specifically address aboriginal claims. In the meantime First Nations were to act as the top layer of management for the World Park - which news gratified Ban.

Kennedy then brought forward her own concerns, as the US president. 
"From the American viewpoint this idea of Canada becoming almost all parkland, of it declaring itself to be such, is confusing and may present problems. Our water and resource treaties, existing and proposed, are extensive as you are aware. It remains our understanding that both countries have been committed to water sharing - we can't be expected to release those claims the way we have waived any right to the oil sands - the advent of nuclear fusion may relieve us of the necessity of long-term dependence on oil and fossil fuels, but the same can't be said for water." 
She steadfastly watched the young Prime Minister formulate his response.

"The redirection of water, especially from the Rocky Mountain trench is not going to remain an issue if my government has anything to do with it. I believe the scientists have concluded correctly that any ecological or human hardship, displacement, that the proposed flooding will cause in the mountains will be more than offset by the flowering of the deserts in the southwest - I think both Sierra and Greenpeace concede that any fair assessment of its environmental impact must include the positive aspects of that change as well. They have become much more responsible with their policies these days, given the gravity of the methane and ocean acidity threats. They endorse the southwest’s greening for its possible cooling effect on the climate. I’ll mention too that the redirection of water is not proscribed in the charter for the World Park, as it is sustainable."

Ban took the opportunity to express his interest on this massive park proposal. "That's a wonderful phrase in my notes here, ‘the lungs of the northern hemisphere’ - can you elaborate on the features you have planned for the Park?"

"We are all aware that the age of factories and heavy industry in Europe and North America has largely passed. Even if the wage scales of Europe and Canada progressively approach those of Asia, we shall never again be able to compete with their proximity to their own huge markets - we just can't imagine a rationale for large-scale manufacturing returning to Canada, in particular."

Trudeau noticed that Kennedy was not in agreement with this, as she wagged her head. Trudeau nonetheless continued - he was an ecological visionary as his father Pierre had been, and clearly this World Park concept more than appealed to him.

"A World Park is much more than an absence of smokestacks. It's a wildlife refuge and final habitat for them on a scale desperately needed by our planet if we are to hang onto our remaining species. The ‘lungs of the hemisphere’ description is not metaphor - China and Japan, Korea remain in the northern part of the globe with all Europe. At the same time we are leaving resources in the ground for future generations, if need be - we are proposing a tourist-based economy - augmented by input from our native populations as the stewards of this park - all a revenue base for Canadian workers. A repository of pristine wilderness that any human being will know is theirs to experience at any time. For sustainability we shall also be curtailing immigration."

Kennedy allowed herself some enthusiasm. “It sounds like the brainchild of one of your esteemed citizens, Martin McGlade, his 1000 Summers notion. It certainly dovetails nicely with that proposal.”

“He got it from my father.” replied Trudeau. 
Now it is mine and Canada’s, he thought to himself. Pierre Trudeau, a long-time Prime Minister of Canada, had taught his sons that the only defence for Canada, against takeover attempts by the United States - its sole if unlikely security threat - would be world opinion, sympathy, and outrage. This was his surviving son’s way of taking that lesson to heart.
53. The Proposition
As Tom Leahy waited in the lobby of the Vancouver Hotel for the doorman to announce the arrival of ‘McGlade and party’ he looked out over the nearby inlet, up to the mountains that famously frame this most beautiful of cities. The clean freshness of it reminded him of his own tenure at Regis College in eastern Canada forty years before, and the lifelong friendship he had begun there with Juan Luis Segundo.

Leahy was a young American professor from Boston in 1978, while Segundo was an established Jesuit writer from Uruguay, both men with an interest in what the Catholic Church termed “Arrupism” or “Liberation Theology”. In 1965 Pedro de Arupe y Gondra had been elected the 27th Superior-General of the Jesuits, the same year that Vatican II had introduced ‘modernism’ into the Catholic Church, which began its steady decline thereafter. Like the Jesuits, Catholicism had numerically peaked in the first half of the 20th century, and was losing its grip on a world congregation that grew more secular by the day.

Segundo had become a hero to many Jesuits during his tenure at St. Regis College, after writing a highly controversial book Theology and the Church subtitled A Response to Cardinal Ratzinger and a Warning to the Church. It was a reply to Ratzinger's Instruction, in which, as the direct spokesman for Pope John Paul II, he had made it very clear to all Jesuits that the only thing that needed liberating in Catholic doctrine was its practitioners from sin, not the peasants from poverty. 
This stood in stark contrast to the generations of Jesuits in Latin America, championed by Father Pedro Arrupe, who had sided with the destitute, mestizos and Indians of Central and South America during their perpetual subjugation and impoverishment. Over time, this Liberation Theology had evolved to become an almost Marxist reaction to the exploitation of South American peoples by the capitalist activities of the increasingly demonized Yanqui. 

The Catholic Church had its own major problems with Marxism in the Soviet bloc at that time, and could hardly be sympathetic to communists. Despite this, Jesuits found themselves actively engaged in South American revolutionary activities that eventually flared into brutal civil wars. In Nicaragua and El Salvador Juan Segundo had become the face of Jesuit defiance of the directives of the Roman Catholic Church.

Leahy had found it easy and convenient to be a student in Boston, and from there a teaching assistant at Regis College in the 1970s. The hippie revolution of the 1960s was still in blossom, and freedom of thought and action were the call words of the day. Segundo and Regis College were liberal enough to attract Jesuit novitiates from Canadian and US seminaries, and given their declining enrolment, that status afforded them some protection from the papal authorities. 
After his mentor and friend died in 1996, Leahy won a position in Rome as an assistant to the Curia, largely due to his inside knowledge of Liberation Theology and its operations. He remained there despite these questionable associations when Cardinal Ratzinger became Pope Benedict II in 2005, as the church preferred to deal with the devil they knew. He was one of the four principal advisers of the ninety year old Pope, and he shared a mandate with him that went beyond Latin American revolutions - to somehow revive and restore the fast fading fortunes of Catholicism, and of the Jesuits as their foot soldiers.

Leahy recognized McGlade's old Mercedes before the doorman made the connection, and waved him down in front of the hotel. McGlade motioned for him to get in the front seat, then introduced him to the gentleman in back - Allan Boehm, as a board member of the Humanist Union. McGlade had earlier insisted that Boehm leave the front seat open, that it wouldn't do to have him relegated to the back, which suggestion Boehm gladly accepted with some amusement and interest.

"I'll let Tom introduce himself to you and the board, Allan - this is Tom Leahy.” 
Leaning back to shake his hand, and noting Boehm’s considerable height, Leahy commented "...not another football player like us, is he Martin?"

“I haven't heard that story yet," laughed McGlade "he swings the bat pretty good though. I should mention that we are going to have a good turnout at the board meeting today, May and Tsuyoshi and Ajit are up from Seattle, so there’s a quorum if we have to pass any resolutions. We'll be taking lunch in the boardroom to save some time, as people have planes to catch to get back stateside, around 7pm."

The three men then exchanged small talk related to the HU’s new headquarters in North Vancouver,  it being a sprawling building they had taken over from a government insurance company. It was right on oceanfront, in keeping with McGlade’s desire to access it with the floatplane or by private boat from his island home or Maurelle, should he so decide. Membership had its privileges.

McGlade called ahead to mention that their party was on schedule, and the rest of the board was already seated when the three men took their places alongside them. 
In keeping with the cosmopolitan nature of Vancouver, Leahy saw before him an engaging East Indian, an elderly woman from Seattle with piercing eyes, and the deferential small Japanese man that Leahy recognized as Tsuyoshi Yamanaka - the mathematician who had harnessed nuclear fusion. He was in select company, and it was time to introduce himself.

For their part, the board members could hardly have guessed who they had before him. A tall man in his 60s, tastefully dressed in a grey suit with no visible jewellery or accessories, yet neatly coiffed - he could have been any business executive; the sort that habituate boardrooms everywhere. But he was not.

"My name is Thomas Leahy - please address me as Tom - I am a Jesuit, Father Thomas Leahy of the Society of Jesus. I am an advisor - Admonitor - to the Curia in Rome, and to His Holiness Pope Benedict II. I am here to explore the possibility that our organizations - and I am referring to the Jesuits, not the Catholic Church per se in this instance - and your Humanist Union may have much to offer each other."

He took a moment to look around the table at the reaction to his identity; which was studied, but there was no evidence of alarm or surprise. These people were obviously accustomed to dealing with every kind of international personality, given their recent history and success in organizing millions of people around humanism, and it appeared that Leahy would be just one more variable for them to consider. He was relieved at their forbearance.

McGlade stepped in and addressed the board. 
"I should explain first that Tom and I have had four meetings together, in BC and in Québec City to, as he says, look for common ground between our two societies - we are organized as a society as well here in British Columbia, Tom. It may be improper, but let me give you this little thumbnail first. Tom and I both went to school in Québec city forty-odd years ago and while I'm not Catholic, we come from a common culture back east. Tom came to me on Salt Spring Island quite unexpectedly, and on his own accord one sunny afternoon because he admires what the Humanist Union is doing, has done, and might do in the future. At the same time, he's understandably concerned that one of the great societies of history - the Jesuits - are in perilous decline and need to be refocused. Ergo our meeting today, and ergo too the confidentiality I'm asking all of us to respect here - seriously. Any humanist organization in discussions with an orthodox Church is risking ruin, and so too is that church for talking to humanists. Regardless of that, I can tell you, I assure you, that Tom and I are good friends now and if nothing comes of these ideas, then so be it – we’ll still like the same football team.” McGlade smiled and looked for feedback.

May Biersten nodded appreciatively and the rest of the board each introduced themselves and made Leahy welcome. 
“A thoroughly interesting proposition," began Biersten, whom Leahy now recognized “and I thought I was the only one crazy enough to initiate Quixotian adventures. I do applaud you Tom, for bringing this concept to us - I'm sure the rest of the board will want to hear under what circumstances we could work together, while avoiding the proverbial suicide you did mention - or was that Martin?"

Leahy felt more at ease. "In our discussions Martin and I toyed with the idea of creating an intermediate church - one halfway between a Jesuit church and a humanist website, and that new church - devoid of the supernatural as we understand it - would absorb the disaffected members of the Society of Jesus who nonetheless wish to retain the ritual and traditions for which they were trained. For your part, I am told that there is considerable demand within your movement for gathering places, for ceremony, fellowship and for teaching, and I've been a teacher most of my life. I guess the best description of that church would be to see it as being within the realm of religious humanism, which would venerate our planet, lives and species per Martin's definition of the humanist sensibility. I emphasize again that this putative church would be outside the authority of his Holiness the Pope and Catholicism in general - nothing divine or ordained."

Allan Boehm had been listening intently and had to comment. "Do correct me if I'm wrong, and I’m playing the devil's advocate here Tom, but it sounds to me like you're trying to rescue the assets and real estate, etc., that the church has acquired with - what? – a new challenge I guess, a reformulated church? And to the account of the Jesuits.”

Leahy nodded, and leaned forward. 
“The long recession has taught us all to do more with less, your esteemed colleague Mr. Yamanaka here and - Ajit? - have demonstrated what a profound effect a simple pension of one Uno a month, a widow’s pence to the West, might have in large parts of our world. The Jesuits have seen and argued for that for centuries. But to answer your question, Allan, it makes sense to repopulate the churches built up by our ancestors over the past thousand years, rather than demolish them only to find we want new ones. To recycle them. And again I was attracted to this possibility by Martin's mention in 1000 Summers that we could do this simply by changing the books in the pews. I completely concur with that, and in the tradition of the liberation theology to which I devoted my early career, nothing is wasted when we work with the poor - and we listen to no Pope. I’m here, yes, for my Jesuit brethren."

It was a quandary to Tsuyoshi Yamanaka's ordered mind that Tom Leahy was sitting in front of him, on the one hand telling them he was an advisor to the Pope, and he was suggesting the abrogation of that authority. "Can you tell me how you would reconcile this proposition you are presenting to us with your superior, His Holiness as you term  him?” he asked.

"His Holiness is a very old man and I am one of his confessors. Popes have to be the most practical people on Earth, as you can imagine, and his priority is that the Church somehow survives and prevails even if it has to be largely remade in the minds of men. He has come to accept that given the pace of events in this modern world, that every effort must be made to assure the continuity of the organization per se. It will be for future generations to reassess the attending belief systems and to modify them accordingly, in the opinion of His Holiness. And while we are discussing that matter, I want to reiterate, as I already have to Martin during our meetings, that the Catholic Church is prepared to allocate a small portion of its assets and buildings to this new church, provided that the legacy church is left in place and respected."

The HU board members looked around at each other, each trying to guess what the others thought. There was a pregnant silence, after which McGlade made the suggestion that the matter would have to be studied in-camera for considerable time, with adequate research by both parties, before anything could be decided.

Ajit suggested a website survey on the matter, and that was rejected with a reprimand from McGlade. “This isn’t a matter for gossip or conjecture, AJ! We are going to look at this seriously and in complete confidentiality. No mistakes.”
54. Gathering
Dakota ‘Kody’ Cloudwatcher was enjoying his new job as the manager of the newly completed Archenteron, the genetic repository for the Humanist Union. As a close friend and confidant of Martin McGlade, he could be trusted like few others, and as a native person he served as an ideal liaison between the HU and the First Nations reserve, the only other legal party on Valdes Island. McGlade had been careful to purchase the half dozen summer cottages scattered over the ten km long island before beginning construction three years before, once Boehm’s seed funding became available.

Having taken up residence in one of the acquired houses adjoining the tight little moorage, Kody divided his time on the island with Crazy Cal, McGlade's caretaker, janitor and general watchdog for the southern part of the island in which the Archenteron was situated. Cal had lived there for the past thirty years as a squatter, retired biker and (it is said) small-time thief and drug dealer - glad of some responsibility and income as he approached old age.

On this brisk morning in late fall Cal came by to check in with Kody and prepare for an expected visit that day by McGlade and others, arriving in his plane. He ambled down to the main float and moved Kody’s runabout well clear of the area McGlade needed to swing his wing during tie-up. He then wandered up to rejoin the only other island resident, and compare notes over coffee.

"So Kodes, what's the boss' ETA? I'll put some heat on in the Ark’s meeting room.” 

Kody looked up from his computer screen and pointed over to the coffee pot. "Couple of hours yet, their last twitter was from the hangar at Boundary Bay, and Martin is still at YVR as far as I know. He wants us to get some sort of lunch together for his party of three, by 1 o'clock, if I read this correctly. We should pull the crab traps, Alexa left some frozen bread dough for us here and you know how Martin likes his crab Newburg sandwiches. ”

"I'll get on it; I’ve got two frozen cohoes yet if I get skunked. Anything else I should know?"

"It looks like we're getting the radio link from North Vancouver installed next week - 35 km line of sight from here to Grouse Mountain. Crew showing up late today, I'm putting them into Noel Bay. Now that's a classy connection, not to mention 40 Mb per second. And Blond Air is dropping in tonight as well, we have to play that by ear, but cook it all up. Don't know who's supposed to be aboard this time."

"What do you make of this world park idea of  Trudeau’s?” asked Cal "looks like you bush babies are going to get a hell of a lot of jobs steering tourists around, if it passes. And eventually they'll have to close the Crofton mill I hear, it's going to nonconforming zoning-wise.”

“It's been staggering along for 30 years, but lies within the 300 Km industrial zone," remarked Kody "the market for kraft is dead and oversupplied by the Russians anyway. Sic transit gloria. It's kind of interesting that Trudeau is curtailing immigration and making ID cards mandatory. Personally I think he's doing all of this in reaction to demographic pressure from the US. We could have 5 million people cross the border at any time if that bloody recession doesn't get cleaned up soon. And Kennedy sounded pretty nasty during the canton ceremony, if you read between the lines. She damned him and Ban with very faint praise.”

Crazy Cal didn't want to ask his co-worker what ‘demographic’ meant, Indians weren’t supposed to be as well-educated as Kodes, so he changed the subject.

"When does the new staff come on, the lab types in North Van I understand - will they be working here full-time or just dropping in now and then?”

"I think there will be three or four of them sharing the house up at Shah Point, and rotating shifts - those are the QC people - they do quality control, monitor all the systems 24/7, and yeah, they're part of the North Van lab people. I don't believe Martin has settled on what we’re going to do for security personnel here, but I do know there will be at least four of us on any given day. Some of them will be living in the old Silvey place across the bay here on a rotating basis. I think we're going to get an expanded float as well, I’ll ask Martin about that this afternoon - or maybe you can."

Cloudwatcher’s computer beeped with a tweet from McGlade advising that he had left YVR with two guests and that his ETA in the plane would be 1100 hrs, and he relayed McGlade’s update to Alexa on Saltspring. 

With that Cal took his leave to check the crab traps off the main dock. As he bent over to start his outboard he saw the familiar bridge of Blond Air, the McGlade family cruiser come into view of Galiano and point towards their bay. Cal caught their attention and motioned them to use the mooring buoy instead, then he motored over to pick up McGlade’s daughter Marnie and new hubbie Evan Harriman. 

They were always happy to see Cal.  Marnie’s father often recounted how he’d bought his first boat from this mysterious old guy with the chequered past - he once told her that having this grizzled boatman as the island's caretaker was a sound choice, because Cal had lived there for 30 years or more - who knows? - and what was more important is that he was well acquainted with the ragged elements who sometimes frequented these islands, squatting here and breaking into a cabin there, and so was the best man to send them on their way - which he did,  assiduously. He’d got the foreman's job at last.

"My dad wants us to meet the two guests he’s bringing over on the plane later, says he'd like our opinion on some joint venture they may propose for the Archenteron. But is there any way you can check the portside fuel filter on Blond Air this afternoon, Cal? It was dripping fuel all the way down from Campbell River.  Evan thinks the rubber gasket might not be seated properly. There's a new filter kit in the lazarette."

They then lounged around in Kody's wood-fired house until McGlade's plane touched down later that morning. Kody came out and  watched while Cal secured the plane and carried their bags up to the house. Martin McGlade was in good spirits, as he always was when he returned to the islands.

"Kodes, Marnie, Evan - I'd like you to meet Roy Kurtz and Michael Jeaney. They've come all this way to look at our little black piss-pot up in the trees there," he laughed "and try to see if they can find some legitimate use for it.”

After hearing that Marnie had requested a fuel filter change from Cal, Kody explained that he hadn't had a chance to go crabbing yet, what they'd pulled was all undersized, and that their food options were limited. Marnie and Evan suggested that there was plenty of food on Blond Air, so the five of them considered first doing a tour of the Archenteron, and then returning for a late lunch on the boat - to which they all agreed.

Roy Kurtz was arguably the most respected futurist in the Western world, whose predictions ranging from the importance of nanotechnology to the imminent Singularity were  being taken very seriously, whereas they had once been derided as science fiction. Michael Jeaney was the young chairman of the Ameliorist Society, a controversial movement whose members were known for reproducing with the gametes of highly attractive and intelligent people rather than their own, and consequently they bore appealing and clever children. In a sense these humanists, Transhumanists and futurists were birds of a feather, gathered here on this brisk fall afternoon to see if they could perhaps build a nest together.

They hiked up from Kody's house toward the center-top of the island a kilometre or so inland, until a black monolith began to appear through the trees, stripped of their summer leaf cover. Kurtz stopped them, a broad smile on his face and declared - "My God, it’s like something from Hieronymus Bosch.” 

And indeed it was, being larger than its height would suggest, due to its wide beam and deep underpinnings. Circular, black and virtually windowless - its upper stories winding out to overhang the lower ones against the winter rains that were  returning to the BC coast - it was part bunker and part cathedral, just as these men would've wanted it to be. 
Kody scurried around to the back of the building and then re-emerged to let them in through the heavy front doors, from which McGlade led them past the mausoleum ports, to the staff meeting rooms.

“There are only 8500 family ports, which are effectively miniature safety deposit boxes. They will hold DNA samples of course, but possibly family wedding rings etc. and up to forty memory sticks or analogous devices”, he explained “the data center is on a lower floor and we only allow staff to view that. It is our plan to locate any number of these depositories around the world, and they are just that, remember, there are no lab functions, no memorial plaques, no ceremonies hosted - just straight depositories. The families get an image of their mausoleum - period.  These setups can replace cemeteries some day, we must hope. 
Our aim however, is to duplicate the data completely at every site so that it cannot be locally destroyed. It is also notable that these sites will never be placed on the Internet, so they can never be hacked. I can’t tell you how thick the roof’s concrete is, but it’s very. We expect to have hard drive and fixed memory capacity here for at least ten terabytes of information related to every member, outside of the data required to describe their genome, and their soft samples in cryostorage."

The conversation and the subject matter had migrated into Roy Kurtz’s expertise – nanotechnology and the idea that someday you could upload your brain to such a facility.

“Our DNA transistor banks are operational, capable of reading individual nucleotides in a single strand of DNA as it is pulled through an atomic-size hole - a nanopore. Our system consists of two fluid reservoirs separated by a silicon membrane containing an array of up to a million nanopores; we can sequence vast quantities of DNA at once...”

Michael Jeaney had been listening intently and interceded - "But that just gives you the sequence, the person's genome and it’s rarely complete, I understand. You can't reconstruct their DNA from that. You're not providing for epigenetics, it is said."

"I'm not going to tell you that we can," replied Kurtz, "but like Martin here, we too have a figurative 'lower floor' in our organization that nobody else sees. Someday I might take you there."

As McGlade listened to their exchanges, he wondered if he should mention to these two brilliant men the proposition that Tom Leahy was presenting to the HU board. "Maybe what we need first is a better top floor," he deadpanned to the two men, who looked at him querulously.

"Let's get back to the boat; I want to discuss something in confidence with you gentlemen."
55. Duty
As a retired US President, Barack Obama received hundreds of speaking invitations and accepted very few of them. He had learned during his political career that his words would be dissected and remounted out of context by every news agency known to man, for their own purposes. He did not truly consider himself retired in any sense of the word, and after moving to Singapore for some relief from unwelcome attention, he tended now to keep his own counsel.

On this day, however he was the guest of honor at a Singapore civic event that was sure to be front page news across America and the planet. Accordingly, he dutifully stepped into the car that would carry him and Ban Ki-Moon down to the waterfront for the commissioning of the United Nations flagship UNS Nightingale, formerly the American aircraft carrier USS Nimitz.

Ban was visibly anxious about the upcoming event, and as he looked at Obama he could sense that there was trepidation upon his part as well. To many Americans, Obama's transitioning of its military forces to the command of the United Nations was tantamount to treason, regardless of the inarguable fiscal reasons that had compelled the beleaguered President to do so, given his beleaguered nation’s lack of options. 

The American people suspected that Obama had in fact welcomed the opportunity to break the Pentagon’s grip on his country. A Hawaiian university chum of Obama’s caused a media stir when he recounted that ‘... in his student days Barack described the end of WWII as a ‘handoff from Germany to the USA’ (whose largest immigrant sector historically has been from Germany). That ‘...and the Germans would have used nuclear blackmail for generations as the Americans indeed did do.’ was said to be a fair indicator of Obama’s dim view of the US military.
In retrospect, the contracts that Obama had negotiated with Ban had preserved employment for a good fraction of the country's armed forces as UN personnel. Their institution under UN blue badges, and the ingenuity with which foreign bases had been converted to UN security and relief staging points, had done much to restore the reputation of the United States as a trustworthy and positive partner in the world. 
It was this makeover of the US military that had pressured the British and Russians to follow suit, or face the hard focus of a continuing 4N Countries boycott from the rest of the world, among a host of other sanctions. After seeing its effects on an economically staggering America five years earlier, no politician on earth  dared to retain a separate military as a permanent entity, and only India and China remained unresolved in that regard.

"I think we have to consider seriously all the security measures recommended to us today." commented Ban.  "Thank God this is happening in Singapore and not San Diego." 
Obama shuddered at that juxtaposition, as the two men exited the limousine and walked in the company of a United Nations military color guard the last 200 meters, halting alongside the giant carrier. The Singapore police band struck up a tune that vaguely resembled a United Nations anthem and the two dignitaries were then piped aboard, part of a smorgasbord of naval traditions recalled this day.

Along the far side of the carrier deck its crew stood in formation like a battalion awaiting inspection. Ranged in front of them were a dozen helicopters that, like the sailors’ epaulets, were in blue UN colors, its leafy white logo freshly painted on every one. 
Obama was gratified that most of the ship’s complement, which included many black sailors, appeared to be American. So too was the ship's captain, who  approached Ban and Obama to present his formal welcome and to unveil a plaque welded to the deck - UNS Nightingale – heading a biography in brass of Florence Nightingale. It was a deliberate effort by the United Nations to demilitarize the identity of the former attack carrier, and repurpose it as an angel of mercy. 

The UN Secretary-General then gave a short and ingratiating speech expressing his pride and satisfaction that this historic event had finally come to pass - that a giant weapon of war would be stationed in Singapore to provide assistance to the many areas in Southeast Asia devastated by storms each year. He explained how this conversion to a helicopter carrier allowed the Nightingale to be a first responder to the typhoons, floods and tsunamis that regularly laid waste to Asian coastal areas. Its thousands of excess bunks were to become a seaborne emergency ward during disasters.  

It was then Obama's turn to comment. Taken aback by the appearance of raw emotion roiling the faces of the sailors facing him, he took a moment to gather himself, to stare straight ahead, and accepted a proffered handkerchief to dab at his own evident distress. He opted to make a statement, not a speech. 

"Free at last." he said. "Free at last from war and hatred for each other, as a proud American and a citizen of this world I re-commission this ship UNS Nightingale. May she be the first of many to follow."
56. Prospects
Three toots from Blond Air's horn signalled Kody that Crazy Cal had completed his work on the boat's fuel filters, and it was time to prepare some lunch for McGlade and his two guests. A few minutes later Cal dropped in to recommend that they really should have lunch elsewhere; the filter change had been a diesel-soaked affair and he needed to leave the hatches open to clear the fumes that afternoon. Kody then stoked the woodstove and set about some domestic duties. 

On hearing of its readiness otherwise, Evan and Marnie decided to take the boat across the pass to anchor for a few hours in Coon Bay, and then to hike around the adjoining bays. Kody retrieved the fresh food on board, and set about building lunch with a freshly-showered Cal.

An hour later McGlade, Jeaney and Kurtz returned from the Archenteron elated, and full of praise on seeing the major meal the men had concocted in their absence. Advised of the imminent departure of Blond Air for an afternoon cruise, McGlade did a quick inventory of Kody's non-existent liquor cabinet, and asked Evan to fetch suitable supplies from the old boat before they departed, which he did in profusion.

Michael Jeaney pre-empted most of the lunchtime talk with expressions of admiration for the tidy little island, its suitability for the purposes of the Archenteron, and a wish that he could trade jobs with Kody, who had excused himself to supervise workers arriving that afternoon to erect the radio tower.
McGlade decided, secrecy aside, that he needed the opinion of these two brave thinkers, at least on a first pass, about the proposition that Tom Leahy had presented to the HU. Absent any other ears, he reopened his comment about ‘an upper floor in the Archenteron’.
"Roy, you're always discussing life extension, immortality etc. with the press - do you ever get a sense that you are describing in scientific terms a subject that might benefit from a spiritual context?"

Kurtz’s eyebrows arched, and he looked quizzically at Jeaney, whom he knew to be under constant pressure from the authorities for just that question - reproduction outside the box. 
Jeaney replied instead. "Roy is usually talking about his 200 pills a day, uploading his brain and other fun activities - his own individual destiny as it were. I don't think he gets the kinds of questions that I do, because Ameliorists are largely reproducing with the nuclei of third parties, rather than just extending their own lives. Whereas, we come under all kinds of criticism when it becomes a social matter like that, and goes beyond personal heresies like Roy's. And of course there is no issue in the public's mind that what the Ameliorists do actually works, in contrast to the open questions around Roy's approach. Our reproducing with somebody else's sperm or ova is pretty low-tech, but hot news. So yeah they come after us with accusations of racism, sexism. You-name-it-ism. Especially the new broadcast networks."

McGlade nodded and made a suggestion. "What if you were doing what you're doing, Michael, under the aegis of your religion, if you became a religion – would it afford some protection from the ink stained wretches? The reason I ask is because that ‘spiritual’ idea has been presented to the HU and I think it deserves some consideration. Roy?"

"We're older men, Martin; we've got 30-35 years on Michael here. We’ve lived long enough to remember religion as a serious thing 50-60 years ago, and to see where it is today, largely discredited in the Western world since the excesses of the Bush era, when it embarrassed us all. I don't think my generation is ready for any more of that. Bin there. For Michael's people, largely families still, it may very well be acceptable. Of course humanism would be the first to recommend itself for that purpose. Were you thinking of bringing the Ameliorists into the fold, Martin?"

Martin ignored that, and was candid. "I want to discuss something with you that is totally confidential and I must have your word that you will not repeat it to anybody - for the simple reason that any mention of religion in association with humanists is going to cause a lot of trouble for us. It's an oxymoron in many of our circles, you're no doubt aware of my running gun battle with the British and International humanists, whose principal mandate seems to be bashing religion. I'm going to look like a first-class hypocrite if I seem to be getting into bed with their sworn enemies after selling our own humanism as being unconcerned.”

Jeaney was intrigued, and in concert with Kurtz confirmed that they would hear McGlade’s idea in confidence. 
“The Ameliorists have actually discussed this," explained Jeaney "but we rejected it - we were going to use it as a defence against a harassing legal action we had to fight in Utah - we would have had to convert the whole movement into a putative religion as you  mention, and the membership clearly was not ready to do that."

McGlade put his hands on the table. "I'm not going to mention the official by name or rank, but two months ago I was approached by an organization you may have heard of, they have something of a track record in the world of religion - the Jesuits. And before you run out the door, here's the idea we've developed so far during a handful of personal meetings."

Kurtz reached for a bottle of wine on the table and McGlade gestured for him to pour some for all of them. "I hope we're not going to be drinking the blood of Christ here," he said sardonically "do you really think the HU could survive that kind of an association, Martin?"

"That was my initial reaction too, Roy, but work with me on this. The Jesuits are in decline, big time, just as the Catholic Church is, worldwide. They're looking for a new challenge, and we all know how solid their reputation is for being educators, scientists even - heretofore always loyal to the Pope; the ‘Pope's Men’ they’ve been called."

"And do you think that's going to change?" said Jeaney.

"It did change more than fifty years ago after Vatican II in 1965; the Jesuits more or less parted ways with the Catholic Church progressively from that point onward, as ‘modernism’ diluted Catholic credibility and authority. The Jesuits became more and more involved with the plight of the poor in Latin America, to the point of becoming Marxist guerrillas in the Sandinista and other Central American wars. They pretty much discarded the concept of the supernatural in that process, as indeed many Christian churches have now, at this time. They became priests in name only, many of them.”

"So how do you dovetail that with your brand of humanism," said Jeaney, "which has been so earnestly nonreligious - I think that's what attracted me to read 1000 Summers in the first place if the truth be known. How can you backtrack over that territory now?" 

Martin nodded. "A hundred years ago humanism was seen to be a proto-religion - that was the heyday of religious humanism. But then we had the secular direction of the 1930’s, the advent of socialism and communism with their strong leanings toward atheism, and humanism had to retreat from any intimations of spirituality or religion to hold the attention of intellectuals. Rather sadly, it has been bogged down there ever since, gone overboard. Mind you, the embers are still glowing. There is a significant appetite within our membership for ritual and ceremony - people want humanist weddings, confirmations, funerals. They want humanist venues and institutions where they can rub shoulders with people of like mind on the weekend like their neighbors do - some counterpart of what the Christians have achieved in their communities. We have none of that now - we’re an arid, glorified website."

Kurtz and Jeaney began to warm to the idea. 
"So where does Christ fit into this game then Martin, again - how do you dovetail the Son of God, as Roy here wonders, into a philosophy centered on our species? How can you ever be a critic of human affairs when ‘He’ is watching and has ‘His’ hands on the levers?"

"That's not going to be an issue; in fact it's quite interesting. If you remember how I characterized Christ, Mohammed, Buddha in 1000 Summers, I rehabilitated the ‘prophets’ as humanists who were instructing the species on the new rules required for urban living around the Mediterranean, 2000 years ago. My view is that they were indeed humanist philosophers, any and all of them, because their instructions are based on human relations within the species; what we term ethics. I contrasted their same-set ethics with their metaphysics, the latter being laughable of course, but that's the way they had to market things in those days - to an ignorant and illiterate population. You had to have a good story. As a matter of fact, a lot of Arabs speak that way today, it's termed ‘hyperbole’. Like the prices in their bazaars, you have to boil the claims down, and nobody takes your opening cards seriously. But people do take ethics seriously, and two millennia ago we were emerging from barbarism."

McGlade then got up to throw some wood on Kody's cooking fire, and to break open another bottle of wine.

"Okay, so we demystify Christ and Mohammed, identify them as important philosophers, not gods or sons of gods” said Kurtz, "and you invest them instead as being the first humanists, is that the plan?"

"Works for me." agreed McGlade. "You have to include the classical Greek thinkers in there as well, as the founders of humanism, but those boys would be in the first rank because of their impact on human societies historically, and continuing today."

Kurtz continued with a soliloquy of the kind he was noted for. 

“If you have Buddha in there as well, let’s toss in Confucius too, this is an equal opportunity religion. Add the modern demigods like Albert Schweitzer and Florence Nightingale - wasn't that Nimitz ceremony something? - bring them in as secular saints. I'm not being sarcastic - I like the basic concept for a couple of reasons. 
First, I have often wished that, given the two directions we're headed - toward a Singularity with or without immortality - that we’d be supported someday by something like a priesthood, or some pervasive spirituality that extended beyond our individual persona. You had me figured wrong, there, as an individual proposition.

Second, I was raised Catholic myself and I know a lot about the Jesuits; I started school with them, my first three years or so. They truly are a high-minded organization and they've always been detached from the Catholic Church per se - you are correct. They are not a religious order like the Dominicans, for example, have very little real estate, for example. If they were kept on a short leash I can't imagine a better qualified partner if, and when, the HU decides to offer this option or chapter as you said, in and of itself. But how would you ever broach an association like that to the general public and your critics?"

McGlade indicated that he had considered that juncture with trepidation. 
"In our most recent discussions, between myself and this Jesuit leader, the idea formed that we might work together on an intermediate church not initially congruent with either organization, equidistant you might say. So this would be a sister society to the HU, a completely separate chapter for us and for the Jesuits as well. They're called the Society of Jesus so they already have an appropriate structure in support of Jesus as a humanist. What we would foresee is this proto-church serving as a catchment institution to which some of our respective members could migrate, being those in the HU who are seeking more religious parameters as it were. And at the same time secular Jesuits would have a fresh challenge before them, that they really haven't had since 1540 at their inception, certainly since 1965 - to restate their credo. And to attract members, some novitiates – without which they’ll have to close up shop.”

"I'd have some people for you there," said Jeaney "because yeah, we do have a constituency for the fellowship parameters as you term them. And in the US at least, religion can protect you from a lot of intrusions. So how would you instantiate a church like that - throw your lot in with the UU people, the Universalists, Unitarians or..."

McGlade shook his head. "The Catholic Church is in virtual receivership, it's selling churches and properties to settle lawsuits around sex abuse and whatnot, to simply hold the center together. You can imagine the upkeep and overhead on their worldwide empire alone. their cheap labor - priests and nuns - have largely left. Their revenues have plummeted far below financial breakeven, I’m told. My Jesuit contact seems to think - and he does have the old Pope’s ear and complicity in this, or so he maintains - that there could be an orderly succession of religious humanists taking over properties from the Catholic Church, as they become available, or as this migration demographic to and from the Jesuits and the HU coalesces and dictates. He also asserts that this is their preferred policy, suggested by the Pope himself, to allow the Jesuits to step out anew, find a youthful home for the traditions and works of the past millennium before they are lost completely. He's a smart old German Pope who’s being very practical, he was once known as a hardliner but he’s proving to be a survivalist in his last years; he doesn't want the church to go aground on his watch."

Jeaney's face was alight with the possibilities. "So those mentions you had Martin, of changing the books in the pews, developing a humanist hymnary to celebrate our species, science in the Sunday schools, those concepts would fit in quite nicely - if the Jesuits allowed it."

"Not the Jesuits, Michael, it’s if the humanists allow it. This notion isn’t going anywhere unless they understand that."
57. Visions
Evan Harriman had much to be grateful for in his adopted Canadian home. He was married to the daughter of an eminent writer, had survived being dishonorably discharged from the US Navy for insubordination, which incident had made him a world hero and nude poster boy for his protest actions during the blockade of a nuclear submarine. His work for the Humanist Union, as an administrator of boating leases and park development had led to an invitation to work on the World Park project.
As he scanned the sky over his little homestead on Maurelle Island on the British Columbia coast, he wondered if he truly wanted to accept a position that threatened to move him and his new wife to Ottawa, the Canadian capital. He was content here in the woods, his work on their main house was only half done, and his duties as manager of the HU’s contracts to assemble and oversee these campsites involved the boating life he had originally joined the Navy to pursue. But when he picked up the ‘whump! whump! whump!’ of the helicopter circling his open field, he suspected that he might soon have his mind changed.

He pointed to an area of the field for the pilot to land in that was clear of obstacles, and watched as the Coast Guard chopper settled into the low winter grass. Two figures emerged from it, one a policeman and the other wearing the same Cowichan sweater and woollen toque scheme as Harrington. He went with his reflexive training and saluted when he confirmed who this was – Justin Trudeau, the Prime Minister of Canada.

Trudeau waved off the salute and wagged his finger at him, "Still stuck in the Navy are you?" he laughed "At ease, Sailor." 
Whereupon he placed his hand on Evan's shoulder and looked around, every bit the spitting image of his father, from whom he had inherited a deep love of the wilderness. Trudeau looked over at the half finished house adjoining the bay below, and asked "C’est a vous?”

Evan nodded and hoped he wasn't about to be tested on his inept French, in this ostensibly bilingual country. Trudeau continued in his perfect and unaccented English "Ne derangez pas vos cartes, don't mess up your hand - English is my first language. But I can't let anybody know that, can I?" 
Trudeau was clearly in an amiable mood, delighted to be away from the cities and the Liberal Party political machine that he had revitalized when he had agreed to assume the mantle that had been held in trust for him since his father's death, a generation before. At age 49 he was the same age as Pierre Trudeau had been when he swept the election of 1968.

As requested, Harrington had not told the rest of the community around the lake of Trudeau's visit, and it was commonplace to have helicopters land in and around these islands. The British Columbia coast had been a summer playground for the rich for the past century, and Trudeau was here to ask Harriman to join an agency whose purpose would be to turn Canada into a wild playground for every citizen of the world.

Trudeau instructed the reluctant police officer to ‘guard the helicopter’ along with its pilot, and the two men started down the trail to Harriman's original small cabin. "In your e-mail, Evan you said you're going to finish your new house in - brick? - that's going to be kind of unique of here, non?"

Harrington's respectful reserve dissolved into the handsome smile he had become known for. 
"I was raised in North Seattle in a brick house, and ever since then anything else looks like a shack. All that's involved are half a dozen skids of brick on our next barge coming in, and I’m doing the concrete work myself - that's my specialty here, we all have to know something about building small houses, to share skills."

Trudeau readily agreed. "Ottawa is all brick houses, which is where I was raised and besides, don't people read the story of the Three Little Pigs anymore?" As they walked up to Harrington’s cabin and swung open the door, Trudeau patted its stone coins approvingly. "Nicest little shithouse I've ever seen!" he laughed.
Harrington was still noticeably nervous about his houseguest for the afternoon, so Trudeau went over to the woodpile beside the stove, popped open the firebox as if he had always lived there, and laid in some fresh kindling to bring up its dying embers. He then collapsed into the big comfortable chair alongside it. 
"Call me Justin, if I may call you Evan. Any beer in this place?"

Harrington was relieved at Trudeau's easy informality, and nipped outside his front door, returning with four big green bottles, no labels, from under his porch. "It's our homebrew, the only kind we allow - we make it up in barrel batches down in the mess hall every three months."

Trudeau wishes he could simply move into the cabin next door and start his life again here, as Harrington had. His brother had died tragically in an avalanche while skiing in the British Columbia Rockies, and the fact that it rarely snowed on the British Columbia coast with its proximity to the Pacific Ocean’s Japanese current - he had had enough of snowy mountains. 
He could be comfortable here, the stories he was hearing from the campers who were lucky enough to secure leases for the waterfront lots that Evan managed recounted everything his father had dreamed of, and he would work with this young man before him, and the McGlades, to bring about that dream for Canada. 

Trudeau's folly, they termed it, but he hopefully had cohorts like Caroline Kennedy and Ban Ki-Moon who supported him, and until proven otherwise this was a dream that was going to come to pass. The world community was ready to set aside reserves for nature alone, and the media did not yet realize that talks were underway for large tracts of Russia, Brazil and Australia to follow the Canadian model, to earn large tax credits as world parks. 
Trudeau contemplated an eventual Green Tour that would attract city-weary tourists out into wilderness areas around the globe. He accepted a glass of cloudy beer from the big green bottle for now, and got down to business.

“When I met you in Ottawa, Evan, I liked your enthusiasm for expanding the use of our existing national parks and crown lands, and of course the good work the Humanist Union and you have completed so far. Your methods have been copied by administrators right across the country, to the point where this option of leasing a piece of lakefront, after paying your taxes is taking hold in Russia and along rivers in South America. Green is God now. It's providing long overdue recognition for the upstanding taxpayers that make our country work – and make the UN work as well."

Evan pointed out that the program was in place in Canada before he had arrived. "I think you can thank Martin McGlade for its success in British Columbia, he put together the boating and aircraft expertise that glues it all together. As for me, I..."

"Your credentials are perfect for this position - the young people identify with you and it’s young families who are taking advantage of these options. The stakes are escalating, with Canada expecting nature tourism to become its main industry in the century to come - oil is a sunset industry for us now - we're going to have to put a lot of infrastructure into place for proper fulfillment. The First Nations peoples are our partners, and I can tell you in confidence that other countries are preparing to set aside huge world parks of their own, partnering with their indigenous and aboriginal groups. 
In my discussion with Ban Ki-Moon in Ottawa he outlined a tax regime that the UN is proposing whereby each country will gain a big tax credit based on how many square kilometres of world parks they have set aside, de nouveau. He's taking a page right out of ‘1000 Summers’ in doing that, and it's really just an elaboration of the ‘sustainability’ cachet that has dominated environmental economics for the past decade."

Evan was impressed by the obvious command of international governance that his new friend Justin exhibited so effortlessly, just as his father reputedly had fifty years before. He had seen these noblesse oblige traits in some of his navy training companions - their unblinking duty to serve. 
Trudeau asked Evan to bring up some web pages on his tablet, wherein he outlined the borders for the two cantons of Canada and Québec, sharing for now a continuing Canadian federal layer under the aegis of the United Nations - the classical model proposed by Ban Ki-Moon. It was Trudeau's proposed partnership with the native peoples that had cleared the deadlock over the Québec canton, whose original borders were restored to reclaim Labrador. Canada retained the balance of the country as one contiguous whole, through to its eastern provinces.

"I want you to redraft our present lease programs to accept citizens from Canada and Québec first of course, but then international visitors under the same guidelines that you’ve developed to date. There is the provision of course that they must carry the integrated UN identification; we're not going to build a giant ‘refugee’ camp here - this is an industry for Canada to exploit in place of the resources we are leaving in the ground for future generations. As you know, we are also halting immigration, hunting, trapping, commercial fishing indefinitely in any area beginning 300 kilometres above the US border, below which 85% of our population lives anyway. We'll allow selective logging and discreet mining. It's not so much a crazy idea, as just being responsible and getting organized around what makes sense for this country, for our environment.”

At 5pm the boat horn on the cook shack announced to the surrounding cabins that supper was ready, and Evan accompanied Trudeau back to his helicopter in time to catch enough daylight for his flight back to Vancouver. Then he called up Marnie on Blond Air in Campbell River, and explained to her that he had forgotten to ask Trudeau if he would be working out of Ottawa or Vancouver. 

"We just got our pilot's licenses, didn't we?" she answered. "We'll be working across Canada – guaranteed. And maybe for the UN in the long run as well. We’ll take it!” 
58. Bricks, Mortar
An early spring morning on Salt Spring Island is unremarkable if winter is still casting its grey gloom, but today, as McGlade brought the Lake amphibian in to land in front of his house, the whole north end of his bay was ablaze with the reflecting sunlight, and the promise of the upcoming summer. His sole passenger was Tom Leahy, Admonitor to the Superior General of the Society of Jesus, there to build some common ground with Martin McGlade, Moderator of the Humanist Union.

The two men had provided Letters of Intent from their Curia and board of Directors, respectively, expressing a desire to explore the creation of a third, standalone institution as a joint venture. By agreement they had displayed the signed letters to each other without physically exchanging them; each man recognizing that such a letter in the wrong hands could severely damage their organizations.

Alexa had the kitchen fireplace crackling to drive off the morning damp, and Leahy smiled to see that his request for more of her wonderful comfort food was standing fulfilled on the stove. The two men took a seat at their welcoming kitchen table, while she brought them coffee and a muffin to hold them until lunch.
"As I mentioned on the plane, Martin, the Curia were a little bit baffled at the proposition I put before them, but remember this is the Curia attending the Jesuits and not the Holy See. I deal with His Holiness separately. So what I was doing there was obtaining clearance from the Society of Jesus to proceed on their behalf, I already have that mandate from the Pope. The Superior-General has given me a free hand and I need only update him on a regular basis."

Martin was afraid that his blank expression might disclose that he was still somewhat intimidated by this process, so he took some time to assure Leahy that the Humanist Union’s board was onside as well. 

"I contacted each board member individually after our meetings, Tom, to make sure that they didn't harbour absolute reservations about your proposal, and they don't. I did promise them that we nonetheless would take every effort to maintain the confidentiality of our discussions and proposals, up to and including their own subsequent review of anything going forward."

Leahy accepted that gratefully. "So that pretty much clears the decks for us to consider my next idea if we may, and that is to do a field trial as you requested earlier, using one of our decommissioned churches. I had some research done on which of our properties might fall under that classification in the Vancouver area - not a particularly Catholic part of the world I might add - and the Society does administer an old church in your East End adjacent to a Catholic school, where Jesuits comprised the teaching staff.” 

 He opened his notes. “The church itself has not been used for eight years; it was closed because of the large number of transients and drug addicts in that area who continually broke into it and vandalized it. Also, its congregation at that time was less than 200, if that. " 
Leahy passed him a piece of paper with its name and address on it. 
"Sounds like a good candidate," replied McGlade "that is a very rough part of town, and you're saying that there is no extant congregation that is going to come riding to its rescue? What kind of shape is it in?"

"Again from my notes: it was built in 1924 – here’s a black-and-white picture of it, all I could find, mostly stone construction as you can see, very classical albeit on a very modest scale. There is no adjacent graveyard and the Catholic school is on a separate lot. That's an elementary school now and really just a glorified daycare center, the congregation and the balance of the students relocated operations six years ago to a larger facility up on Broadway, with the high school. The church itself has been for sale for four years, we received two offers during that period, they were blocked by the city because it's classified as a heritage building and they want to find a use for it as-is; won’t allow its demolition - yet. That the report from our real estate people. The Society doesn't pay taxes on these properties of course, so we don't have much leverage in these matters. And developers stay clear."

McGlade examined the picture of the church. "Looks like it would seat about - what? Four or five hundred people? Exterior looks okay, is the inside trashed, does it have any pews, that sort of thing - an altar? The stained glass looks to be in good shape on this side, except for one window there."

"The estate agents for the Society would have that data. I was told that its contents are intact, but I've no information on their condition. I should also point out that I was not successful in acquiring any kind of a budget for this project, that would've set too many wheels to turning slowly for us, and possibly have broken open our confidentiality before we even got started."

"That's not a problem Tom. This property is local to us in Vancouver - an excellent choice if it bears inspection, we’d be adopting an orphan here. The HU can fund a minor restoration of this building as required, we could proceed under the aegis of our charitable status, to be seen as preserving city heritage, if need be. At the moment we have a Philosophers Café circuit in the Vancouver area that meets on Wednesday nights at various places around town - we occasionally supply humanist speakers. I know that in some instances they rent space from the Unitarian Church for their meetings. So what I contemplate happening here is that the HU discreetly gussies up your East End church to the extent that it passes the local fire laws, for safety and handicapped access etc. and has some semblance of furniture throughout it, with windows repaired, the bills paid and so on."

Leahy added a rejoinder. "My recommendation there would be to use a commercial contractor during the refurbishment, not your own volunteers, and I can advise the Society's real estate reps that we’re just bringing it up to standard in compliance with the city's wishes that it be maintained as a heritage building, or to meet and satisfy an undisclosed leasing offer. Once it's ready for handover - should only take a month I would expect if you threw some money at it? - then we can lease it to an agreed entity with an option to purchase. That way if things go terribly wrong we can both back out of this without getting our noses bloodied."

"Okay, we'll engage a contractor this week and I'll have a staffer walk through the place with your agent beforehand and get that ball rolling. Maybe you can instruct those agents to take it off the market in the interim, and to prepare the lease with a purchase option for our consideration, five years, and at its listed price? We can set a target date of maybe three months from now, for the changeover?"

"Changeover? We're with you in this, remember?" grinned Leahy. "But seriously, how would you then see us migrating our respective people toward each other? We have no shortage of Jesuit priests who would welcome an opportunity to work as humanists - there's a lot of antipathy in our ranks against the Catholic Church per se, their inflexibility. Their role can be couched in all kinds of piety of course, or not, as required. 
But I was sincere when I promised you that we could bring Jesuit organization and dedication to this new institution - the Catholic baggage would have to be ordered à la carte by your own constituency. Personally, I'd like to see our people get to work in good time on building out a framework for a humanist catechism, for governance and succession, hierarchy and mission statement, as they saw fit. During the initial stages none of the people on either side have to know the permanence of what we intend - so you and I should deal with everybody involved on a need-to-know basis, no more. In fact, I'm prepared to move forward without disclosing our initiative around this particular property until we get a better read on things. And yourself?"

"I'm with you there, Tom. There's going to be a tsunami of some sort when the atheistic humanists get wind of this, so both of us have to maintain an arm’s-length relationship with this entire project until it grows into itself. I will set aside some funding to carry it through as a humanist meeting place for the first year, perhaps you can find a couple of priests for liaison from your side during that period – ‘legacy advisors from the community’. Once it's been running for some months, with concerts and humanist weddings, HumanU youth meetings, whatever passes for ‘church functions’ to begin with - then we can establish what the attitude of both camps is likely to be, as we move along."

The two men protested to Alexa that they could no longer wait until lunchtime before diving into her fixings; they had decided to fly up to the Archenteron to meet with Kody that afternoon. It was too nice a day to be wasted inside a house, after enduring the long wet winter, and Tom was anxious to take a look at this island repository that McGlade went on about so avidly.
59. Passage to India
Tsuyoshi Yamanaka was always most comfortable in the company of his father’s lawyer, who had broached to him the idea that the most responsible way to license his nuclear fusion was around a provision whereby the principal revenues from this huge new energy source were distributed as pensions to the world's elderly and infirm. Yamanaka's own father had died 20 years before, and at 82 years of age, in a society that venerates the old, Hideo Murakami was his father figure. Yamanaka well appreciated that this man deserved much of the credit and the accolades that he was receiving around the world for the new UN pension programs.

The old man lived with his wife in a North Tokyo prefecture, and had been retired for twelve years. But he was happy to meet with this son of a former client, widely regarded as the most influential scientist since Einstein. On this early spring morning, Yamanaka arrived with his own wife to ask the old man's advice about problems that were developing in India and China. They presented a gift of smoked salmon and then sat down for some morning tea. 
The clatter and banging of traffic in the streets outside spoke of the old couple's modest circumstances; they had been financially secure before their retirement. Their real estate investments had stagnated, however, then declined like much of the Japanese economy had for two decades, and Yamanaka was seeking a way to ensure that they lacked for nothing in their few years to come.

"Hideo, I'm going to India next week in my capacity as a board member with the Humanist Union. Our representative there, Ajit Desai seems to think that we should supply some sort of catalyst toward the prospect of distributing pensions in India, and soon, or the UN ratification process there is going to suffer. This has been going on for a year and it is losing credibility by the day.”

Murakami looked at the younger man, musing to himself how the mathematician who had controlled the machinations of the deuterium molecule was wrestling with the exigencies of human impatience. He cast his eyes out onto the busy street that was a caricature of sorts of Indian politics - no discernible patterns - yet everybody gets to their destination eventually. He returned his gaze, and then spoke softly.

"You must go there personally, of course, and the message will be yourself. Recall how Gandhi came to command the influence that he did - it was not by promises or threats of violent actions; instead his way of building trust with the Indian people was that he represented them as one class, not as dozens of different castes."

Yamanaka bowed his head to acknowledge the indirect compliment but indicated that he did not fully understand what the old lawyer was recommending. "Gandhi had many years to build trust with his supporters; I am told that if China and India do not ratify the UN’s hegemony within the next 3 to 6 months then the structure of the UN itself could dissolve back to where it was a decade ago, to its impotent figurehead status. If that should happen, I would be ashamed that I had brought this onto its fortunes."

Murakami did not seem perturbed by this possibility. 

"You are thinking like a westerner again, Toshi – I hear that’s what some call you?” The old man was uncharacteristically jocular. "You are not dealing with western people here, remember what happened in Afghanistan. You must encourage that same process by the same methods that Gandhi used. And of course I'm going to suggest a few legal avenues for you to tighten up as well."

The following week Yamanaka boarded a flight for New Delhi, and thence to HU India in Bangalore. In the aircraft he read a Japanese scientific magazine that detailed their most recent space probe to the planet Venus, and there was something about that article that rendered him thoughtful and inquisitive, but he returned to thoughts of the challenge before him.
His difficulties in the week ahead would be as much derived from the UN Security Council's history of ignoring India, as from the huge country itself, that he was en route to. 

Following the relocation of its principal headquarters from New York to Singapore in 2016, much effort had been devoted to resettling the UN’s staff, along with the permanent diplomats and their families, into that geographically tiny nation-state at the end of the Malaysian peninsula. The tumultuous re-organization that attended the global decision to centralize security here, and to properly fund its operations from its own tax regimen, had brought a new pride and awareness to the UN family, and by extension to India and China. Humanity spoke with one voice and would no longer be bankrupting itself with internecine warfare and rampant corruption. International law was to be respected, and no longer given just lip service as an impediment to national self-interests. 
The major problem area remaining that threatened to undo this delicate era of cooperation and understanding was that archaic United Nations Security Council, granted inordinate power at the UN’s creation to just five countries - America, Britain, China, France and Russia. These five permanent members had established an exclusive nuclear club that favored their own strategic motives and political ploys. A clear example of this was their protection of the oil-rich Kuwaitis in 1991, contrasted with their cruel failure to rescue Rwandans in 1994, or the fruitless invasions of Iraq and Afghanistan. 
A persistent strong criticism of the Security Council centered on the veto power of the five permanent nations. Any possible armed or diplomatic United Nations response to a crisis is subject to a veto from just one of the permanent members. As an example of possible abuse, since 1982, the US had vetoed 42 Security Council resolutions critical of Israel, more than the total number of vetoes cast by all the other Security Council members together. Little wonder then, that the permanent members often met privately, and then presented their resolutions to the full council as a fait accompli.

The UN Charter granted all three powers of the legislative, executive, and judiciary branches to the Security Council, leading to criticism that the UN was undemocratic; in truth representing the interests of the governments of the nations who form it and not necessarily the individuals within those nations. Accordingly, a corrosive concern within the New Order was that these five members of the UN Security Council, who constituted the largest arms dealing countries in the world, might implement a reversion to militarism at any time.

This unfinished business around the restructuring of the United Nations itself had been Ban Ki-Moon's motivation for accepting his third term as UN Secretary-General. The special circumstances that had arisen during the recession in the United States and Europe had been a blessing to the UN. Countries simply could not afford large defense budgets in the face of the massive unemployment that plagued western economies, and their debt crises, following the mass relocation of manufacturing to Asia. 
On the other hand, the ascending influence of China, India, Russia and Brazil generated resentment amid the Security Council, seen as was the West's last bastion of power. They could veto any measure that did not comply with their interests, and it might not be long before the United Nations again lapsed into a political Tower of Babel.

Ban Ki-Moon realized that any redrafting of the United Nations to eliminate the Security Council would be fraught with danger. The process could doom this renaissance in global relations while it was still in its infancy, if it was attempted prematurely. Any delay however, and the misuse of the Security Council's outsized powers could be equally damaging.

During the critical period two years earlier, when the United States had agreed to convert its military infrastructure to the service of the UN, its diplomats at the United Nations had attempted to veto key enabling resolutions and only the last-minute intervention of President Obama had secured their passage.  Obama had completed his two terms, and now President Kennedy was struggling to survive constant calls from the American right to restore the American military.

If Ban Ki-Moon were to step down  in favor of Barack Obama, as he wished to do - to bring the only man forward who could reasonably control the incipient ‘northern revolt’ - his nomination would most assuredly be vetoed by a Security Council member, possibly by his home country America, under the pressure of patriots. Yet the fact remained that only Obama had the support and respect of the globe in sufficient degree to negotiate the elimination of the Security Council.

This stalemate, threatening to derail the achievements of the New Order, also faced Tsuyoshi Yamanaka as he prepared to meet Indian officials in Bangalore. There at the behest of Ajit Desai, he was ostensibly just visiting India in his capacity as a board member for the Humanist Union. In truth Desai had made sure that the Indian media, and every one of their five million own website members knew that the great scientist was there to highlight the Indian foot-dragging around ratifying the disarmament resolutions.

Bangalore is the showpiece Indian city that anchors their programming and scientific initiatives, and Desai arranged for Yamanaka to hold a press conference there a few days after his arrival. The deliberately small studio was limited to national media and television staff – necessary, as it would have been impossible to accommodate the predictable mob that might otherwise have attended, or attempted to.

Yamanaka did take a day to clear his head of jetlag, to review the myriad operations underway at humanism.in, one of the busiest sites on the Internet. He was impressed by the divergence of opinion that he viewed there as to the future of humanism in India, and heartened by what he saw as an essential optimism toward its future as a binding mechanism, for the Hindu-Islamic split that had plagued the Indian federation.

On his way into the press conference Yamanaka was gratified to observe that the journalists and cameramen granted a welcome bordering on an ovation to Desai as well; clearly the media here were holding out hope that their project would succeed.

Desai took the podium first, and provided an overview of the meteoric rise of their humanist website and its apparent hold on the imagination of the younger generation in India. It was evident that a number of the journalists were themselves contributing members of the discussions and projects underway on it. 
Yamanaka listened with interest to Desai’s short summary of the political situation, around the imminent ratification expected of India by the United Nations.  Desai then segued this into a glowing summary of Yamanaka's scientific triumphs and his subsequent plan to guarantee every Indian elder a pension, contingent on the fusion power licensing going ahead, that being necessary. It was this linkage to the UN conditions that Desai hoped would align public opinion. There would be no fusion licensing to nations outside the UN umbrella – that was the ‘Murakami provision’.
It is unconventional for media professionals to applaud a speaker before their presentation, but in India such strictures are not so airtight and the little Japanese was given a rousing welcome, which characteristically gave him pause and some embarrassment. He was never comfortable in the limelight, but his fine English saved him.
"I must explain that I'm not here on official business beyond my duties as a board member for the Humanist Union," he began "and I must reiterate that I am greatly impressed and satisfied to determine such widespread support among Indian youth for humanism and world governance under the auspices of the United Nations. People of my generation have never dared dream that these changes could finally come upon us with the immediacy that they have. I applaud your visionary sharing of this era of peace and prosperity before us."

He summarized what the licensing provisions entailed for Indian compliance, then came to the point. 
"At this time India and China, the Dutch and Israelis have not yet ratified the hegemony of the United Nations toward unified world government - they haven’t actually signed, we just have their promises. Through my own inquiries I have concluded that the issue for Indians is not the Canton layer beneath the Indian Federation, as many news media have claimed. I rather expect that the related issues of nuclear weapons retention by the above parties must first be resolved, and that the longtime status of India outside the Security Council is no longer acceptable for the world's second-most populous country. For my part, a chief concern is that India move fully into the community of nations into this new era of a weapons-free world - that is urgent. My feeling is that this remaining obstacle will be resolved shortly - the military aspects, that is. I anticipate that all four of those countries shall soon demilitarize as expected, simultaneously under UN inspection, to put those concerns to rest."

Yamanaka paused to think over what he would say next. 
"I want you to know that when my advisors first drafted the pension provision regarding the distribution of nuclear fusion revenues, we had in mind the peoples of Pakistan, India, China, Afghanistan - who for generations have had to deal with a poverty that is the shame of our species. They are all veterans of that poor man’s war, a war that we have not won - indeed we may be on the verge of tragically losing it at the last moment. It was the idea of my mentor in Japan, Hideo Murakami, that placing the fruits of human labor into the hands of our elders would be the key to human stability and justice. The time is long past that we can afford outrageous military budgets while the old and the weak suffer and starve alone. We must not become a criminal generation that perpetuates that, when we have this alternative."

A group of journalists stood and applauded him at this point; Yamanaka gestured almost in anger for them to be seated and continued. He had learned from watching May Biersten admonish her listeners.
"In conclusion I want to leave you all with one thought, and that is to emphasize the danger, that we are at a tipping point whereby ratification must come soon or all may be lost. There can be no nuclear fusion technology in India if it chooses to remain outside the United Nations family; it is much more likely that the 4N Country boycott will be centered here and devastating. Those are not threats – they are strong probabilities in the event of noncompliance by these four countries. I grant you all that the UN must itself do something to reform the status of the Security Council; and in my capacity as a UN official I'm in favor of linking the inclusion of these last four countries to its outright abolition – we are proposing that for the next vote of the General Assembly. We already have a formula that combines a number of parameters so that every federation of cantons is represented according to their contributions and numbers. It is my view that one General Assembly, absent a Security Council, voting from those considerations will represent a lasting and just format for stable global governance. I do thank you all."
Ajit was careful to bring the press conference to a quick close before the crush of people began to collapse onto Yamanaka, and the two of them retreated to the elevators up to the adjacent HU offices. 
Upon arrival they were greeted by Ravi Sharma, who had been awaiting them impatiently.
"There's a gentleman here to see Mr. Yamanaka, he is from the Indian armed forces; I checked his ID and he is a long-time supporter and contributor to our website here. He wants to talk to Mr. Yamanaka in person and confidentially. Would you like to meet him?"
60. Hen Party
Caroline Kennedy had inherited the groundwork laid by Hillary Clinton during her 2008 run for the presidency, before the emergence of Barack Obama. Now the first woman President of the United States, she was also the last of the Kennedy dynasty of the 1960’s, whose history was so tragically written into the 20th century. She had run largely on promises she had made to her favourite uncle Ted, who had himself labored for decades in the shadow of his assassinated brothers.

At Obama's request she had taken up the cause of the Democratic Party in 2016 largely to forestall an imminent victory by the Republican favourite Carl Gurney, and sometimes she wished that Gurney had actually won the election, and then had to deal with the pack of wolves in rural America that tormented her daily. 
The recession continued to be hard for America, any ‘recoveries’ had been jobless. The dollar had dropped to a third of its value eight years before. The financial industries flocked first to the Euro, then to the Chinese Yuan and increasingly to the silver Uno and the new gold Oro, seeing in the latter a value that ‘fiat’ currencies could no longer match.  

Obama had acknowledged that he would not have been able to redirect the American military infrastructure to the service of the UN had the US not been in such dire economic straits.  On a daily basis the nation had been forced to confront scenes of poverty that Americans had never taken seriously in that ‘land of opportunity’. The homeless appeared to be everywhere, anti-immigration sentiment reared out of control, and resentment toward the rich had grown to a level unprecedented in American history.

At the apogee of this despair the American psyche nonetheless began to display some resilience - perhaps the tide was turning. In China and India the promise of the new energy economy based on fusion had created a demand for green technologies that had been off their radar, as fantasies of the West, during the decades where those two countries had focused purely on jobs and industry. 
The Chinese appeared to be adopting the Uno/Oro currency preferentially, in the face of which the Chinese government could no longer keep the Yuan’s value artificially low, to promote exports. All of the proposed Chinese cantons wished to enjoy the patent stability that bullion coins promised, against domestic and foreign banking debacles. As their little electric cars proliferated in the new consumer-savvy cities, the expectations and demands of Chinese and Indian workers could no longer be ignored. Healthcare and pension benefits, if the United Nations were to be believed, would soon be comparable to those in Europe, where the Euro had trailed the dollar down to a shadow of its self as well. In every regard, all the action now was in Asia.
This gradual equalization of the income and living standards between the West and Asia was being aided by the elimination of military and corruption intrusions worldwide, and the flood of inexpensive goods pouring out of Asian factories gave the lowest workers some traction, especially those discovering fractional ownership of major assets. A moderated Zen materialism was allowing a large fraction of the species to partake in amenities once beyond their grasp.
The wave of consumerism in Asia began an updraft in the western economies, for higher technology and an official craving for all things ‘green’. The door out of poverty for the peasantry was symbolized by the United Nations pension fund, with its promise of security in old age. Respect for the elderly had long been at the root of Asian culture, and this opportunity was being rolled into law.

The advisors to Kennedy had been calling her attention to the new data around American exports to Asia and South America. It was too early to say that the factories were returning to the USA, but unemployment was steadily decreasing and the nascent industries planted hope in those who had learned to live with less. This deep recession had taken five years to break down the abhorrent level of avarice and self-interest that had characterized the boom economies of a decade before, but acceptance finally replaced denial, and adaptation then began.

A draconian new tax regime instituted late in Obama's second term had introduced succession taxes on the wealthy to attack the overwhelming national deficit, to placate overseas countries, especially China, which had lost half the value of its reserves of American dollars retained from surpluses. In consequence the United States had not printed any new money within the last four years, and those Americans who had learned to share accommodations, eat communally, take menial jobs and to stay out of debt, now sensed a respect and stability that had not existed at this level since the early days of the Republic.

Kennedy was anxious to maintain the paltry momentum of this long-awaited recovery, and was seeking ways to further shrink government spending, to eliminate non-productive agencies. One of Obama's legacies to her was a mutual friendship with May Biersten, the West Coast professor who had initiated the resurgence of the UN with her groundbreaking amendment to the U.S. Constitution. 

Kennedy had an idea for a similar, albeit more predictable measure that she would like to introduce before Congress, and she again invited the retired constitutional expert to visit her in the White House that fall. At a private meeting Kennedy broached a plan for comment by Biersten.

"We have too many cops chasing too many criminals around this entire hemisphere, the wrong people are getting rich, thousands are getting killed and drug usage is skyrocketing. Narco countries provide safe haven, yet Mexico is a bloodbath. Bucolic little Iowa farm towns have become pathetic  meth pockets, the kids in the cities think heroin is a party drug, and it's time to do something. The war on drugs is lost. I want ot talk drugs with you."

Biersten ducked and looked over her shoulder in mock suspicion - "Does Rosemary still work here? You’re not taping this are you, Caroline?" she queried. 

The old woman and the new President just a dozen years her junior shared one common aspect that had become apparent during their conversations - they really didn't give a damn about controversy and personal consequences. Neither had anything to prove, or had any appetite for whiners and uninformed criticism. 
The Kennedy family had been so mauled by the American public, and Caroline had languished so long in the public eye, that there was little in this job that intimidated her or left her with any feeling of trepidation. In like manner May Biersten had been seared for years by every kind of accusation and attack during her activist career, and it was her opponents who sensed fear on hearing of her initiatives.

"Heroin, opiates - you know I effectively tried that in a fashion some fifty years ago. I took a trek in northern Thailand to the border areas around Laos and Cambodia, and one night in a village there I smoked a big piece of opium along with the others; we thought it was like the hash we used to have in Seattle."
She looked across at Kennedy for her reaction to this confession - she didn't know her that well - but saw only a half smile that told her she wasn't talking to a drug novitiate. She continued.

"Anyway, I'm lying in this little shack up on stilts in the bush, jungle, whatever it is and wondering why, after smoking what looked like a piece of hash the size of a sugar cube, I wasn't getting off, no buzz. It was Christmas Eve, and the day also meant something to the aboriginal people in whose village we were staying. They had decided to slaughter a pig, and stayed up all night around the campfire, just below my hut. Their festivities consisted largely of smoking, eating and drumming, which I shall always remember as some of the best music I've ever heard. Drummers would join in, follow along, take the lead, drop out and come back half an hour later and start over. It was the most rhythmic and compelling jam session I have heard before or since."

Kennedy was amused by the old gal's confession. "I thought you said you weren't getting off on that stuff?"

"All this happened before I got stoned.  I had a little teak bench for a pillow, and it was a long time before it became comfortable, but eventually it did, as I began to dream. I remembered an English course I took once where I was studying Thomas de Quincy's ‘Lotus Eaters’, where he had confessed that during his opiated dreams he had ‘battled crocodiles for thousands of years in ancient Asian cities’ or some such claim. I suddenly understood - and as I examined my reaction to the compelling mood that now gripped me, and that's all these opiates do is put you into this vice-like mood - I remember telling myself one thing over and over again.”

Kennedy was hanging on every word, almost giggling at where their conversation had meandered. "C’mon, c’mon. I’ve turned off the tape recorder..."

"I kept saying to myself - May, this is the first time you've really been alive. It was that involving; the outside world retreated to a small fraction of its normal context, and this mood took center stage and stayed there, it wasn't looking for any supplementary action, more players, none of that. It was event-independent as it were. It sought only a continuation of itself, and above all drew my fascinated attention into it."

"Yeeow! ... did you become a junkie that night or the next day, or how did you deal with this, sounds like some of the women I know who’ve been a little bit too far into the pill jars at times.”

"It was the best thing that ever happened to me, as far as drug usage is concerned. It told me what addiction is. I knew I could never go back there again to opiates, except to die, because I understood the difference between a glass of beer or wine or a joint, versus everything else. Pills, pinpricks, potions, powders - I was always harping on my first-year students at UW to never ‘hit the harder stuff’ as Dylan said. I would warn them - Look, there's a drug out there with your name on it, but don't look for it, because you might find it. And that’s what worked for me, some people actually learn by these experiences - I still have my kidneys and liver as a consequence. Martin McGlade and I get together and tell pretty much the same story - he says he likes to sterilize his blood and fumigate his lungs on a daily basis and I just laugh, and then help him. But we go to bed early, and remind each other that nothing good happens after 10pm."

"McGlade? My favourite philosopher, we just had an interesting ceremony up in Canada where most of the country has been declared to be a world park, like his ‘1000 Summers’ suggested. I have some things to iron out there, but it’s a cool concept if we get Australia, Russia and Brazil to follow suit. But yeah, let's not wander here, I'm running out of tape. I am contemplating relaxing the drug laws insofar as they impact the federal budget, I can tell you. You're the Constitution expert, where can I find some high ground for this before the talk-show boys go nuts on me?"

"I would investigate an omnibus approach - take a Jeffersonian attitude that might sound like this - and I do confess McGlade gave me this idea too - make the orifices of the body constitutionally private. My 2nd Amendment fight was about legal rights, such as our Bill of Rights, which includes the first 10 amendments. There's a great historical dialogue though, for natural rights as opposed to just legal rights - the anarchists love those. And there is one document coming to the fore now that the UN is revisiting, they call it the UDHR;  the Universal Declaration of Human Rights, cooked up by another uppity Canadian called Humphrey in 1948 for the General Assembly, which passed it. It's been observed more in the breach of course, but there are many in the international law community who think its time may be here. It's easy for every little canton to cookie-cutter it in as their own, and The Hague might have to recognize it.”

"So does it grant people the right to do drugs? How can I hang my hat on that thing?"

"Well, it’s international case law, there are always a number of parties claiming their drug rights under this UDHR at the Tribunals, we just have to cherry pick them, shine the light of day on one and ride it home. Now I did happen to bring a little something with me, perhaps...?"

"Don't tempt me," laughed Kennedy "let's have some dinner and a glass of wine and think about this some more. I also want to talk to you about the legality of selling tax-free status to property owners to deal with municipal debt.”

61. Venera
Allan Boehm was pleased to hear that Toshi had returned and would be attending their get-together that afternoon, and that he was said to be in an animated mood. 
At times Yamanaka did seem to carry half the weight of the world on his shoulders, and it can fairly be said that at times he did. While the continuing development of the fusion reactors and compression technology was going well, especially with his major partners Saudi Arabia and Russia, two non-signatory countries that remained – China and India, backed by Germany - had, by his estimation been acting selfishly; delaying to the point where the UN Energy Agency was considering terminating their fusion license applications.

In the case of Germany the situation was similar to what it had been for the Russians. Fusion power was pre-empting their own energy technologies. The Germans would have to eventually abandon their huge solar project in the Sahara desert, which before the fusion advance had been the leading light of green energy technologies. The Russians had recently completed construction on a natural gas pipeline under the Baltic Sea to Western Europe, and only grudgingly ratified the UN resolutions; some commentators had suggested that they actually did that solely to lock in the United States to its demilitarization commitments. 
It goes without saying that Yamanaka did not want to become involved, as the UN Energy Commissioner, with granting and then withdrawing fusion licenses, which were contingent upon these countries’ timely compliance with the UN restructuring. 

Boehm was there at San Francisco International to collect his friend and business partner, and to hear first-hand what had transpired during his recent adventures in Singapore, that had so elevated his mood. He knew that the usually taciturn Japanese was not given to such ebullience without some grounds. Yamanaka came in half an hour late, but seemingly rested after the long flight.

"My thanks to your secretary for booking me on that A380, I actually slept most of the way - what a difference. I don't want to hear how much it costs us." he said sheepishly. Yamanaka was in theory one of the richest men on the planet, yet so given to charity some worried that he might give away his last Uno some day. He relied on Boehm’s secretary for most of his business travel now, which was a good thing. She ignored his reservations and made some of her own, that promoted his comfort and privacy.
"It's going to be quite the meeting, Toshi-san. May and Martin came down of course, we've got Ajit conferencing and Tom Leahy’s coming from Boston. What was all the big noise in Bangalore?"

"Who's Tom? Oh, Tom the priest - Jesuits. Of course, what are we going to say?"

"I'm leaving that up to Martin, I think the board will hear what Martin recommends in this regard because he's been having the talks with Leahy. I guess we’ll have to wait for that..."

"I think it would be proper for me to wait until the meeting too, Allan, with all due respect, because what I have to report is almost as weird as the wrinkle Tom has introduced, and Obama is involved indirectly, so May will get mad with me if I start sinking ships."

Boehm accordingly shifted the conversation to some stories surrounding the recent fortunes of his basketball team and the acclamation and praise his Sound Room was receiving. 

"As you know the place was optimized for streaming Internet broadcasts and television instead of trying to jam 20,000 people into a de facto recording studio, which is what the NBA and the NHL are doing, or they were doing."

"Were doing? What have you done for us this time?"

"Okay, so first the streaming. What we do is we stream the game just under half an hour late, rather than live. The same with the TV broadcast; this must drive the gambling guys nuts. The only people who actually see the game in real time are the 9000 people in the building. During that half-hour I have a structured team of video editors who collate the cameras, in our editing room, inserting player mini-bios and sound bites and other identifiers, team history, around particular incidents in the game. Some parts are actually cut out to make room for it all, and the broadcast ends an hour after the game itself, with local reaction. It’s totally compelling compared to hours of up-and-down the floor."

"And the NBA lets you get away with that? You were saying that some of the other teams want to license part of your technology, maybe duplicate the Sound Room in their area?"

"Actually they want to build them even smaller than the Sound Room, to the point where it's nothing but private boxes next to a basketball floor, again with the basement full of recording equipment. Sounds like a stretch, but it is where it's heading. A design I’m working with for New York only seats 2500 people and will be used for concerts, as a big dinner club and live recording venue. A lot of the team owners are excited, because the straight TV broadcasts are getting lower reviews, ours being the next generation of sports broadcasting, and the owners’ cost for their next building – music, basketball or hockey - is going to be half what it is now, with a quarter of the parking requirements. So the NBA is leaving me alone."

The two men turned up onto Mt. Tamalpais, and a few minutes later drove up to Boehm’s barn door, to find McGlade, Leahy and Biersten whooping it up playing air baseball, as was expected. Yamanaka insisted on taking some swings in the batter’s box himself, displaying good form, when Boehm complained that lunch was ready in the dining room and getting cold.

McGlade wondered how the board members would react to his arrangement with Tom Leahy, for renovating a former Catholic church in the East End of Vancouver. He would have to explain how the HU had not only arranged a lease on a church, but was due to hold ‘services’ there within three months. I'll leave that up to Tom, he told himself.

When everyone was seated McGlade reintroduced Leahy and mentioned that they would be discussing some arrangements toward a pilot project as ‘new business’ near the end of their agenda. He then thanked Yamanaka for bending his endless itinerary to bring news from the Far East operations, and handed him the floor. Biersten leaned forward.

"As you know," Yamanaka began "I visited our Indian operations, met with the local board, bumped up their bandwidth, conducted a press conference in Bangalore, trying to get the Indian government to take ratification seriously. I made no mention of possibly pulling their fusion license. And that was it, what more could we do? Ajit and his programmers have a tiger by the tail there, so I did approve the funding for our next-generation network. They’re getting sucked into the politics of this because of the inordinate numbers on our websites, our outsized influence on the younger generation, and their association with me, I think."  
His demeanour betrayed his disappointment at that possibility. McGlade readdressed him. "From your tweets you seemed to think everything was under control, though. We're okay there?"

"We're way past okay; we're in over our heads. Anyway, all of this was pretty standard until I got back to my hotel room there, and Ajit said this officer from the Indian air force - whom Ajit knew as a regular contributor to the website - he just had to see me, so I met him in Ajit’s office. He works in the Indian aerospace program and he gave me two reasons why he thought India had not yet become a signatory. One I knew and the second surprised me. 
The first is he's pissed off, pardon my Japanese, as many in the Indian government and defence establishment are, that India has no real representation at the United Nations, past or present version, nor any planned, if the truth be known. There is China beside them in Asia, part of the Security Council for 70 years - and yet the second-most populous nation in the world is nowhere. The Japanese and the Germans, it turns out, when Obama looked into it, feel the same way - and we've known that for some time. The Japanese have been the second-highest contributor monetarily to the UN for decades, but they are still being punished for losing the 2nd World War, like the Germans. And the Indians didn't even lose the war, well maybe one to Pakistan. So this stuff is festering in the background."

Biersten asked him: "Obama got into this - the Security Council question?"

"Yes, ‘admission’ of these ignored nations is the key to eliminating it. But we're getting ahead of ourselves here," said Yamanaka "the Indian scientist had more to say. He disclosed that India, China, the Japanese, Russia and the European space agency were all in an on-again, off-again unofficial space race to - get this - colonize space. Mars, the Moon, asteroids - you name it. I was pretty sceptical of this claim, but he did claim to be an insider, so I heard him out. We all know that they are in competition with each other for satellite launches, etc. for their own industrial and military needs, or have been to date. He gave me some of that background, and then he urged me to do what I could to harmonize those programs, maybe include the Indians more and through that partnership introduce a better structure than the Security Council offers, in the process."

Yamanaka smiled slyly. "I then mentioned to him that I had been reading about another Japanese probe to Venus on the way over to Bangalore in Nippon Science, was he suggesting that the Japanese were... striking out on their own as it were?

My statement took him by surprise, but I could tell from the expression on his face that this notion was no surprise to him at all. He looked at me rather quizzically, paused and thought about things, and then confided to me that he had friends in Japan who had been working on this project for a decade, since the run-up and development for Japan's Planet-C mission in 2011. He told me that during that mission, and on examining its data, they confirmed that the atmosphere of Venus was easily habitable by humans if they built floating cities there. I began to believe him when he pointed out that 50 km above the surface of Venus the outside temperature and the air pressure are almost identical to that on Earth, as is gravity.” He paused to let the board digest that.

“Consequently they are postulating nanocarbon structures covered in plastic film to form huge dirigibles that could easily bear great weight and float comfortably in full sunlight. He certainly convinced me; and I left him with my assurances that I would look into the matter and would contact him when I had an update."

Yamanaka then retrieved some copies of an article on the subject he had sourced on his own, and which he requested that the board members take a few minutes to read over:

Conference on Human Space Exploration, Space Technology & Applications International Forum,
Albuquerque NM, Feb. 2-6 2003.
Colonization of Venus
Geoffrey A. Landis
NASA John Glenn Research Center, 21000 Brook Park Road, Cleveland, OH 44135

Abstract
Although the surface of Venus is an extremely hostile environment, at about 50 kilometres above the surface the atmosphere of Venus is the most earth-like environment (other than Earth itself) in the solar system. It is proposed here that in the near term, human exploration of Venus could take place from aerostat vehicles in the atmosphere, and that in the long term, permanent settlements could be made in the form of cities designed to float at about fifty kilometre altitude in the atmosphere of Venus.


INTRODUCTION
Since Gerard K. O’Neill (1974, 1976) first did a detailed analysis of the concept of a self-sufficient space colony, the concept of a human colony that is not located on the surface of a planet has been a major topic of discussion in the space community. There are many possible economic justifications for such a space colony, including use as living quarters for a factory producing industrial products (such as solar power satellites) in space, and as a staging point for asteroid mining (Lewis 1997). 

However, while the concept has focused on the idea of colonies in free space, there are several disadvantages in colonizing empty space. Space is short on most of the raw materials needed to sustain human life, and most particularly in the elements oxygen, hydrogen, carbon, and nitrogen. Oxygen could be imported from a rocky source, such as the lunar surface, but the volatile materials hydrogen, carbon, and nitrogen form primarily volatile materials that are not present in abundance on the lunar surface. Furthermore, for optimum performance, human beings require gravity- it requires major engineering structures to simulate (via rotation) the presence of gravity in a free-space colony.


Even for colonizing the asteroids, it is not clear that a free space base is the optimum location: any given asteroid is, on the average, rather distant from all the other ones, both in actual distance and in terms of the propulsion delta-V required to get there.


An alternate possibility is to locate a colony on the surface of another planet. Most recently, the case for colonizing the surface of Mars has been argued by Zubrin (1996). However, at least compared to the benign environment of Earth, the surface of Mars has several disadvantages. It has a low atmospheric pressure, low temperatures, and high exposure to cosmic radiation, and, while it is not a zero-gravity environment, it is not yet known whether the roughly one-third Earth-normal gravity of Mars is sufficient to avoid the bone decalcification and muscle tone loss experienced by astronauts in microgravity.
So let’s colonize Venus.

VENUS EXPLORATION

In many ways Venus is the hell planet. Results of spacecraft investigation of the surface and atmosphere of Venus are summarized by Fimmel, Colin, and Burgess (1983) and by Bougher, Hunten, and Phillips (1997):

· Surface temperature 735K: lead, tin, and zinc melt at surface, with hot spots in excess of 975 K
· Atmospheric pressure 96 Bar (1300 PSI); similar to pressure at a depth of a kilometre under the ocean
· The surface is cloud covered; with little or no solar energy
· Poisonous atmosphere of primarily carbon dioxide, with nitrogen and clouds of sulphuric acid droplets.

However, viewed in a different way, the problem with Venus is merely that the ground level is too far below the one atmosphere level. At cloud-top level, Venus is the paradise planet. At an altitude slightly above fifty km above the surface, the atmospheric pressure is equal to the Earth surface atmospheric pressure of 1 Bar. At this level, the environment of Venus is benign.
· above the clouds, there is abundant solar energy
· temperature is in the habitable "liquid water" range of 0-50C
· atmosphere contains the primary volatile elements required for life (Carbon, Hydrogen, Oxygen, Nitrogen, and Sulphur)
· Gravity is 90% of the gravity at the surface of Earth.

While the atmosphere contains droplets of sulphuric acid, technologies to avoid acid corrosion are well known, and have been used by chemists for centuries.
In short, the atmosphere of Venus is most the earthlike environment in the solar system. Although humans cannot breathe the atmosphere, pressure vessels are not required to maintain one atmosphere of habitat pressure, and pressure suits are not required for humans outside the habitat.

It is proposed here that in the near term, human exploration of Venus could take place from aerostat vehicles in the atmosphere, and that in the long term, permanent settlements could be made in the form of cities designed to float at about fifty kilometre altitude in the atmosphere of Venus.

Is Floating Difficult? On Venus, breathable air (i.e., oxygen/nitrogen mixture at roughly 21:78 mixture ratio) is a lifting gas. The lifting power of breathable air in the carbon dioxide atmosphere of Venus is about half kg per cubic meter. Since air is a lifting gas on Venus: the entire lifting envelope of an aerostat can be breathable gas, allowing the full volume of the aerostat to be habitable volume. For comparison, on Earth, helium lifts about one kg per cubic meter, so a given volume of air on Venus will lift about half as much as the same volume of helium will lift on Earth.).

Science on Venus
Venus, the "greenhouse planet", is a scientifically fascinating place (Landis 2001, Landis et al. 2002). In many ways it can be considered "Earth's evil twin." A huge number of important scientific questions need to be answered:
· Before the runaway greenhouse effect, was early Venus temperate?
· Did Venus once have an ocean? If so, did it ever have life?
· What causes the geological resurfacing of the planet?
· What is the nature of the atmospheric superrotation?
· What are the aerosol particles in the atmosphere?
· What is the “snow” on Venus mountaintops?
· Can we learn about Earth’s climate from Venus?
· What is the nature of the disequilibrium chemistry in the Venusian atmosphere? Could it indicate atmospheric life?

At a temperature of 450 Celsius, and with 90 atmospheres of pressure of carbon-dioxide atmosphere, the surface of Venus is far too hostile to land humans upon, but we can put humans in the atmosphere to explore the surface via rugged telerobot. 

Venus Telescience Technologies 

In the telerobotic exploration scenario (Landis 2003), the humans remain in a habitat, and use teleoperation to rove across the surface of Venus and explore. This requires a high-fidelity, high-bandwidth connection to give the humans a fully-detailed virtual presence in the robotic body.

Humans participate in the exploration both by direct operation of the telerobots across a high-fidelity virtual presence link, and also by analyzing samples collected by the teleoperated robots in a fully-equipped on-site laboratory. Because of the high wind velocity in the middle atmosphere of Venus, an atmospheric aerostat habitat would not stay over the same surface location, but would constantly move. Although this would have some disadvantages, such as requiring a relay station if long exploration of a single spot is required, it would also have some advantages in constantly moving over new ground. 

A robot to explore the surface of Venus will require new technologies; specifically, it will require electronics, scientific instruments, power supplies, and mechanical linkages designed to operate at a temperature above 450 C hot enough to melt the solder on a standard electronic circuit board. This will require devices made from advanced semiconductor materials, such as silicon carbide, or even new approaches, such as micro-vacuum tube electronics. Such materials are now being developed in the laboratory. In addition, for a fully immersive virtual reality, high-bandwidth virtual-presence technologies will have to be developed, as well as highly capable exploratory robotics.


While the human explorers could live in a habitat/laboratory in orbit around Venus, a better location for exploration is an aerostat habitat. Teleoperation from the atmosphere allows near "real time" operation with minimum time delay, giving a virtual presence on the surface. An atmospheric habitat has an advantage over an orbital habitat of advantages of gravity (90% of Earth surface gravity) and atmospheric protection against cosmic radiation (same equivalent mass as Earth’s atmosphere), and the presence of useful atmospheric gasses, including carbon dioxide and nitrogen. 

Breathing oxygen for life support can be easily provided by separation of oxygen from atmospheric carbon dioxide, either by zirconia electrolysis or by Sabatier processes. So it should be possible to explore the surface of Venus remotely from an aerostat habitat. An atmospheric location for the habitat has the addition advantage that it will be easy to bring samples up from the surface to be analyzed in the habitat. The atmospheric pressure is high enough that both airplanes (Landis 2001) or balloons could lift samples (assuming, of course, that the vehicles are adapted for high-temperature and pressure operation).

SETTLING VENUS
In the long term, permanent settlements could be made in the form of cities designed to float at about fifty kilometre altitude in the atmosphere of Venus.


The thick atmosphere provides about one kilogram per square centimetre of mass shielding from galactic cosmic radiation and from solar particle event radiation, eliminating a key difficulty in many other proposed space settlement locations. The gravity, slightly under one Earth gravity, is likely to be sufficient to prevent the adverse affects of microgravity. At roughly one atmosphere of pressure, a habitat in the atmosphere will not require a high strength pressure vessel. Humans would still require provision of oxygen, which is mostly absent from the Venusian atmosphere, but in other respects the environment is perfect for humans (although on the habitat exterior humans would still require sufficient clothing to avoid direct skin exposure to aerosol droplets). Since breathable air is a lifting gas, the entire lifting envelope of an aerostat can be breathable gas, allowing the full volume of the aerostat to be habitable volume. For objects the size of cities, this represents an enormous amount of lifting power. A one-kilometre diameter spherical envelope will lift 700,000 tons (two Empire state buildings). A two-kilometre diameter envelope would lift 6 million tons. So, if the settlement is contained in an envelope containing oxygen and nitrogen the size of a modest city, the amount of mass which can be lifted will be, in fact, large enough that it could also hold the mass of a modest city. The result would be an environment as spacious as a typical city. The lifting envelope does not need to hold a significant pressure differential. Since at the altitudes of interest the external pressure is nearly one bar, atmospheric pressure inside the envelope would be the same as the pressure outside. The envelope material itself would be a rip-stop material, with high-strength tension elements to carry the load. With zero pressure differential between interior and exterior, even a rather large tear in the envelope would take thousands of hours to leak significant amounts of gas, allowing ample time for repair. (For safety, the envelope would also consist of several individual units).


Solar power is abundant in the atmosphere of Venus, and, in fact, solar arrays can produce nearly as much power pointing downward (toward the reflective clouds) as they produce pointing toward the sun. The Venus solar day, 116.8 terrestrial days, is extremely long; however, the atmospheric winds circle the planet much more rapidly, rotating around the planet in four days. Thus, on the habitat, the effective solar "night" would be roughly fifty hours, and the solar "day" the same. This is longer than an Earth day, but is still comfortable compared to, for example, the six-month night experienced in terrestrial near-polar locations. If the habitat is located at high latitudes, the day and night duration could be shortened toward a 24-hour cycle.

A permanent settlement will need access to the resources required for human life and for greenhouses to provide food and oxygen, and the atmosphere of Venus has these in abundance. Atmospheric carbon dioxide and nitrogen are a plentiful resource. Along with hydrogen reaped from condensing atmospheric sulphuric acid droplets, the basic elements needed for human survival can be found in the atmosphere. A settlement will require structural and industrial materials as well. These materials, such as silicon, iron, aluminum, magnesium, calcium, potassium, sodium etc. can be mined from the surface material, which is apparently
primarily a basaltic silicate. 

Access to the surface is relatively simple from an aerostat, since the thick atmosphere allows flight by airplanes (Landis 2001) or balloons (already demonstrated on Venus during the Russian VEGA mission (Bougher, Hunten and Phillips 1997)). In an alternative scenario, a cable in the form of a high-temperature fullerine tether could be used to directly lift ore from the surface to the habitat. Since the habitat will be stationary with respect to the middle-atmosphere wind, the lifting will be done with the habitat in motion with respect to the surface. It may simplify the process if the habitat temporarily lowers its altitude to take it out of the high altitude wind levels; while this will move it toward the higher temperature region of the atmosphere, a habitat of the size considered would have an enormous heat capacity, and would likely have little difficulty with a temporary dwell at higher temperature levels. 

Finally, with surface area 3.1 times the land area of Earth, Venus has plenty of room. A billion habitats, each one with a population of hundreds of thousands of humans, could be placed to float in the Venus atmosphere. 

Accessibility of Asteroids from Venus 

One possible economic objective for space colonization is to serve as habitats from which humans can prospect and mine asteroidal resources. It would be intuitive to think that a base to mine asteroids should be close to the asteroid belt, and hence further from the sun than the Earth, but detailed consideration of astrodynamics brings this conclusion into some question. In terms of flight time, Venus is closer to the asteroid belt than either the Earth or Mars. 

For example, the minimum-energy trajectory to the largest main-belt asteroid, Ceres, takes 0.95 years from Venus, and 1.05 years from Earth. In terms of flight time, the closer you are to the sun, the more accessible the asteroids are. The asteroids are not actually close to each other, and hence if a habitat is to support prospecting and mining more than one asteroid, the asteroid belt is in some ways the worst location for it. An asteroid is as likely as not to be on the opposite side of the sun, and although the Earth is further from the sun, that does not put it closer, on the average, to any given asteroid. The higher orbital velocity of Venus actually makes transfer orbits somewhat faster, as well as increasing the number of transfer opportunities (that is, decreasing the synodic period).

CONCLUSION
In the long term, permanent settlements could be made in the form of cities designed to float at about fifty kilometre altitude in the atmosphere of Venus. The advantages of the Venus atmosphere over other proposed space settlement locations includes an abundance of atmospheric volatiles, sufficient for life support, benign temperature and pressure, shielding from cosmic and solar-flare radiation, plentiful solar energy, and nearby access to the rocky (silicate) surface materials.
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Allan Boehm could see the puzzlement on his fellow board members faces, looked at his watch and asked if they could extend the meeting for an hour while they considered these new developments, and all agreed. He then turned back to the subject of the colonization of Venus.

"As a businessman the first question that might come up here is how does anyone make any money doing this? This isn't something where we’re going to see an ROI in seven years, which is what the MBAs would want. So let me try to answer my own question first. Toshi has mentioned that the Indian scientist claims a competitive situation between, who is it? – India, China and Japan, maybe Russia and others. Fair enough, what if each of those countries undertook to build their own city in the Venusian atmosphere? Martin here has laid out his call for 1000 summers of peaceful cooperation on Earth, ostensibly for the purpose of balancing our ecology amid the simple absence of war and pollution. Maybe the UN could expand the Space Station or use the Moon as a shared platform from which these nations could direct their efforts to build individual cities on Venus? The way each American state built a warship here in WWII? I mention this because there are obvious business implications and contracts to be had if that ever becomes a case, then we’d be back working with a familiar business model."

McGlade had been quiet during this process, but at the mention of his name thought he should contribute.

"It really would be a chance to channel our efforts as a species into something extraterrestrial, other than military satellites, and soak up a few centuries of that 1000 years, yes. I do know that Ban was worried that we were pushing the nations and races together a little expeditiously; that was one of his motivations when he wrote Canton - he wanted the races to become comfortable first inside their traditional territories. He offered that political structure so that they might be buffered from each other, naturally and legally, gaining time by working through a central hub like the UN. But I agree with Al's idea here, this would be outward looking and it would sure fire up the imagination of the world's youth - science might even come back into fashion."

Tom Leahy had been watching all this with more than a little interest, and he decided that this was an opportune time to ask if a larger envelope for this scheme might lend it some credibility.

"As you know Martin and I have been discussing a new project for the Jesuits, and yourselves - I was going to present some ideas for this to you today, as well as outline a pilot project we are starting in Vancouver around the refurbishing of an old church, so as Caroline Kennedy's dad might've said in his good Bostonian accent "Let me say this about that." 
The board listened with interest.

“We Jesuits have always been known for our grasp of science, if I can be immodest for a moment, being teachers historically - it always helps to have the facts at your command - and we'd like nothing better than to see our organization involved in just such a project. Let's recall the good work that the Jesuits have done in past centuries in India, China and Japan. We've never been afraid to go where the action is; and by my estimation it was just as dangerous in those countries 200 years ago as the Venusian atmosphere is today. But we need stewardship here beyond simple administration. Our species needs a mature and built-out, universally understood humanism that allays any notions of the supernatural, or the stealth hegemony of the Roman Catholic Church - the usual suspects that atheists are continually bringing to our attention. Martin and I are well past that, I'm happy to say, and I hope I can gain your confidence over time. He and I recently drew up a rough model for the philosophy that we could present to the members of the little church we’re restoring in East Vancouver.”

He looked over at McGlade, who waved him on.

“Martin has written that any philosophy consists of it its metaphysics and its ethics, and we have pretty much accepted science as the foundation of any metaphysics that we have to consider. As an example, we would have to evaluate this colonization project as a major piece of our metaphysics - what we're doing as a species for the next few hundred years - and of course that's all science-based and I think we're all comfortable with that. 
Long story short - Martin I are leaving to each individual something we call the Privum, a metaphorical container within humanism within which an adherent retains their personal beliefs, sense of duty and responsibility. This is where they develop their personal ethics, spirituality and any elements of the supernatural which they want to consider. So the philosophy is modularized in this fashion, and we envision separate but equal flavours of humanism we provisionally call Jesuan, Muslan, Hinduan, Bhuddhan, Shintoan etc., you get the idea - to preserve our religious traditions. Our humanism is inclusive of course, and it has to make sense, and be familiar in every culture. So that's an abbreviated description of what we’re working toward instantiating; a kind of variable religious humanism, if need be, beginning with our little church project. 
We all understand that this intermediate institution would remain independent of the HU, the Jesuits and the Roman Catholic Church per se; we're doing this because we know that the human animal seeks fellowship in ideas and with his own kind. Finally, getting back to Mr. Yamanaka's revelation here; and Mr. Boehm's comments about the business aspects of colonizing Venus - I'd like to propose that the Jesuits be considered for the contract." he smiled. 

May Biersten applauded Leahy for his vision. 
"I would certainly be comfortable with all of that, Tom, we do need structure in the humanist movement; something that is a counterweight to orthodox religion or blind atheism for that matter. The other day I was giving some thought to the matter, and asked myself what we’d teach the kids in our ‘Sunday schools’ as it were. And right away the notion of a catechism came to mind, a handbook for our species and our humanist credo. Teach them everything we know about our own evolution, history, bodies, health topics, and from there, the rule of law and their responsibilities as world citizens.” 

She took a sip of water, a lifetime lecturer giving one more lesson. “There has to be something here for everybody, the era of antihuman crusades for any reason has ended, and I can't think of a more deserving body of people to work with than your Jesuits. I spoke at an atheism conference in Burbank last month, out of curiosity, and one of the speakers there was a Jesuit who was working with the poor in El Salvador. He said he had lost his faith and was more Marxist than Christian, and he was hoping that the ‘humanists’ he was addressing would consider supporting him there in solidarity with his newfound atheism. I sat beside him that afternoon; we were both appearing on their panel, and he was continuously being ridiculed by just about everybody attending, for having been a priest. By extension I imagined what it must be like for all of your 15,000 members, Tom, to be mocked as outdated pedophiles, or whatever they would muster today as hate references - always by implication and innuendo of course - it was disgusting! He was no more dealing with humanists than Lenin was.  I gave my talk, rather colourfully I might add, and got up and left. And he went with me."

Leahy was visibly moved by Biersten's account. 
"To be a member of a priesthood these days - it does take more courage than faith, I grant you that. Say what you will, this is indeed a secular age insofar as members of the clergy are concerned, and I feel bad for every one of them. Clergymen and priests are not individual arbiters of truth and falsehood; they are people who want to work within an organization that has vision and charity as its mission. For centuries they did that, and they did it ever so effectively regardless of the grounds on which they might be criticized today. You always have to judge these people against the backdrop of the larger societies and times that they were working in, we are not a pantheon of saints but nor are we members of some grand conspiracy - nonetheless the time has come to refocus and rededicate the Society of Jesus around more contemporary tenets and directions. We need more flexibility than can be found within the confines of the Catholic Church, and a narrower purpose than the ‘Greater Glory of God’, a nebulous concept at best. Jesuits would grant us all these limitations, we are like an army looking for a just war, not some crusade directed against fellow human beings nor some inchoate and arbitrary beings characterized as infidels. I am here to tell you that the Jesuits are pretty much tabula rasa in this regard; we are ready to redefine ourselves around exclusively human projects. We seek only the right pathway to that place."

McGlade was taken aback by the starkness of Leahy's statements. Here in this board meeting was one of the most powerful members of the Catholic hegemony, espousing outright heresy before the leaders of the humanist movement, which was itself at risk of dissolving into internal acrimony should the larger membership ever get wind of such discussions prematurely. 

“Tom and I broke this proposition down as follows – humanism is an inclusive sensibility for our species, planet and lives. We are born into a miracle – life. We can choose to just spend all our capital or better, create some alliances and institutions to keep life’s window open. Ergo we have the Archenteron as our holding facility; from there we have the Jesuits looking after - well - our afterlife. It’s that simple. And it would excite me to know that we had someone as dedicated and totally capable as the Jesuits in our wheelhouse.”
Boehm concurred. “If we’re going to have the Archenteron, then we may as well have a plan for its processes and destiny, a catechism as May mentioned. And I fully agree that a trained cadre of people overseeing developments makes all kinds of sense. I congratulate Tom and Martin for what they have put together so far.”
The board made a motion to fully investigate some integration 'toward defined organizational status' , then moved to the last item on the agenda, which was how to support Obama's possible bid to become the Secretary-General of the United Nations, given the Security Council issues that stood in its way.

 62. Basecamp
The winter winds had built up a steep chop on the west side of Valdes Island, so McGlade decided to land in its lee, and then taxied around the corner into his bay. Kody ambled down from his cabin accompanied by Cal's dog to catch his lines and to welcome some now-regular visitors.

"Well if it isn't the GNR club!" proclaimed Kody, to which Roy Kurtz recited "Genetics, nanotechnology, robotics? - that is indeed all there is." 
Filling out McGlade's four seats in the amphibian were Michael Jeaney and Tom Leahy. Kurtz and Jeaney had taken a liking to these overnight respites on McGlade’s semi-secret island, dropping in from Seattle almost on a monthly basis. Tom Leahy, too, took advantage of his frequent business trips to Vancouver to visit McGlade’s home, and this afternoon was meeting these GNR boys for their input on the development of the Archenteron.

They stopped for a few minutes at Kody's to warm up, and to pass Cal their bags before their walk up to the Archenteron. Kody took McGlade aside to update him on a new staff member.

"Bowels has a mother and Cal has a boyfriend," he confided, generating a double-take from McGlade. 
"Cal introduced me to his friend Tyler - they're both in their mid-to late 60s - he's a long-time Chemainus resident, and he had his dog with him, which I noticed was almost identical to Cal's dog. It turns out to be Bowels’ mother, and it suddenly dawned on me that Tyler was Cal's ‘partner’. I didn't say anything at the time, but Cal has taken over the big old house on Detwiller Point at my suggestion, and Tyler stayed there a few nights last month. He's probably an ex-biker like Cal, but I thought I'd ask you to allow me to hire him, subject to a criminal record check. Not counting cocaine of course."

"The reason we hired you, Kodes, is because you're so goddamn good looking of course, but to take advantage of all your criminal connections as well. Seriously, do let's have some respect for Cal here, we want locals-based security and having an extra mature guy around makes sense in a 24/7 shop. Good hire, please make them feel welcome together, and let me know of any skills that Tyler might have that we could make use of. Plus any interesting connections as well, sans dire." he winked.
The five men then took up the peaceful walk through the woods to the Archenteron. It was this fragrant pilgrimage among the towering firs, ending as it did before the imposing repository itself, that presented life and its frailty within a promise that could not be mistaken.

Jeaney read the motto over the main entrance “Per aspera ad astra”?

“Seneca the Elder? Through aspiration to the stars.” replied Leahy.

Cal seated them in the ‘boardroom’, stacked up with boxes of unopened network equipment. He had warmed it up and provisioned a table with their accustomed seafood lunch. McGlade thanked him, and made Cal know that his partner Tyler was welcome to reside there with him, and that he had a job as long as Cal had one.

Michael Jeaney asked "Why do you have a boardroom in - what is this? - a genetic repository? Is there a disco downstairs?"

McGlade explained that this Archenteron was just one of many such repositories that were planned, the idea being to have such buildings dotted around the globe, with each one bearing the complete genetic complement of all participating HU members. 

"It's a show room today, Michael, and when the show’s over the backup generator goes in here. By that time you'll probably buy one yourself, a repository I mean."

Leahy and Kurtz had talked while awaiting McGlade’s aircraft at Vancouver International, and they seemed to have taken an immediate liking to each other. McGlade pointed out a number of times to Kurtz that his GNR platform was a little bit cold, even for futurism; it might benefit from a humanistic touch and Kurtz had granted that much. Now he was considering the possibilities of going beyond humanism.

Leahy was taking the same tack with him. "I did read ‘The Singularity’, Roy, and some other materials around your very public career; and I can see that you've been largely concerned with life extension for some decades  - we're all over sixty here today other than Michael - are you thinking it may be time to place your future into the hands of your cohorts?"

Kurtz acknowledged that his prolific pill taking was not likely to be his pathway to immortality. The heart ailment he'd had for thirty years was looming larger, and at seventy years of age reality was making itself known. He was ready, yes, for some ‘intermediate considerations’.

"I realize that you can't get there from here, it's that simple," he said. "So yes, I have to place my trust in my fellow man, anybody who has read 1000 Summers can see that McGlade has mapped it out pretty well. I can't upload the contents of my brain if it's been sitting in a pickle jar for twenty years, so I'm going to have to let that go unless something transpires soon. It's fair to say that I have more than a straight intellectual interest in this building, this is personal for me, yes."

"As it is for my part," said Jeaney "with all the genetic gerrymandering we Ameliorists must do, we have a need to restore genetic material during the generations that may lie fallow. Remember that we interweave new DNA with member material within some of our programs, we have to have unequivocal security in the interim. But we’re onside from the humanistic point of view as well. It's all good, it all makes sense, but it's up to us to make sure it’s going to work, too."

Leahy acknowledged the same thinking. 
"It's evident that anything like a repository, or a suite of them, like a string of churches - they require the stewardship of an attending institution, not just day-to-day management from a few individuals. So it befits us to formalize a protocol that lays out the process wherein the supplicants - I mean members - are brought into our care at some agreed-upon life points. In Christianity of course we have baptism, confirmation, then weddings, funerals … if the HU neglects those Lagrange points in our lives it would do so at its own peril. It wouldn't be doing its job by my estimation, and soon someone else would be doing that job for us. The hardware lies before us, we’re looking at it - now we need some software. Some epigenetics."

McGlade was pleased that Leahy was asserting his presence in the group, and laying bare his ideas toward these ‘protocols’ he cited. For the moment Kurtz was laying aside his considerable ego and paying rapt attention to this ‘Admonitor’ to the Pope. 

"These are very large philosophical questions to resolve, Roy,” said Leahy. "The Jesuits have always had to serve as interpreters of science for their flocks; that was their teaching function and they still look to us for that in many parts of the world. But I'm not bragging about our installed base here, it's not one that's going to be easily morphed to our purposes – and I’m not about to proselytize. We won't be poaching members from the Roman Catholic Church, nor shall we be directing anybody in that direction. 
My instructions from the Pope were to rescue the order of Jesuits from dissolution; which decision he was already considering, by the way - did so twenty years ago. So the Society of Jesus is really on tenterhooks these days, pending its rededication - I'm being candid but I think it's realistic as well. We're all in the same boat, the window is closing, and as Martin has proven, these ideas can blossom and fade very quickly given the influence of the Internet. It is my job to try to move camp for the Jesuits and I intend to do that. The Jesuits per se could take over some existing RC buildings to make repositories of them, etc. but the whole thing could end up looking like a dog's breakfast if we disturb those vested interests – we needn't go there, too many ramifications. Humanism is the idea whose time has come, it’s the baby here and the Jesuits can only be the bathwater."

Jeaney was fascinated with his new acquaintance. “Are you familiar with the Ameliorists, Tom, what could you do for us?" he said, looking sheepishly at McGlade and smiling. "It would be nice to have some intellectual fabric to conjoin all our little projects around human reproduction."

"Hey! Get your own priest!" laughed McGlade. "Can I interest you in some nice Jewish boys from Montréal? Speaking of which, Tom and I were wondering how to schedule ‘services’ as it were at the Church of Man, the working name for our little project over in East Vancouver. Right now we have humanist meetings there on Monday and Thursday nights on the same secular basis as they were being held at Philosopher Café's around town. 
Anyway, we’re thinking of using that church more intensively than is usual, basically devoting one day per week per variant of humanism. Ergo, we would have the Judeans Saturday, Jesuans Sunday, the Muslans Monday, the Ameliorists Thursday and so on. In my new book I’m compartmentalizing the humanist philosophy to include the Privum, which is a mental purse for our personal beliefs. You wouldn't design a new tractor without a power take-off or a three-point hitch, one size does not fit all – am I sounding like George Carlin? But seriously, we need humanism to be an adaptable body of thought that soaks into and moves along with the interests of our species."

Kurtz shook his head and joined the fray. 
"What about all us geeks and zombies out there hiding out in Petri dishes and pickle jars, clinging to death on the back of a hard drive - who's going to cry over our graves? Don't answer that - I think I'm either looking at them or the answer is a null set. I think this is great stuff guys - as Michael mentioned we could all use some fabric on which to hang our drawings of the future and to oversee immortality. That's what this ark is for, our spaceship to the future. The idea of your army looking after it, Tom, Jesus - that sounds like a good idea to me. Sorry about taking the Lord's name in vain."

"Oh, it won't be in vain." Leahy assured him. "Rather, we may have His ear at last."

63. Dispatches
Obama was engaged in conversation with China’s ambassador to the UN at a reception hosted by Ban Ki-Moon, to honour the first anniversary of the UN proposal for a global old age pension. Li Yin suggested that this ‘citizen’s account’ could be viewed more pragmatically.

“Pension is one thing, absolutely important,” maintained Li, “we in China like to see base expanded so this account portable through life, with company contributions.  For motivation, be indexed by government to various projects too, like pollution control, so benefit of different kind provided to generations.”
The former US President was pleased to hear such an enterprising comment from Li, however nebulous. This was a man many now identified as the up-and-coming kingmaker of the ‘New China’.  Li was a diplomat who could someday hold China’s cards around the Security Council reforms contemplated, and he certainly had important influence in the forthcoming UN ratification process. Obama decided to widen the conversation.

“In the United States we once had a religious cult whose members saved every dollar they ever earned, never touched a penny of their capital, for generations, only the interest. I’m not sure what happened to them, but is that similar to the approach you are suggesting?”

Li was flattered as he looked around the room to see that some were hanging on his answer to the famous American.  
“No exact, more general. Example: China sees benefit in space research related to living space, population, to idea we someday find another planet. Japan think this too.”

Obama recalled a mention in a recent email from May Biersten regarding this notion, but he had glossed over it. He mused over the unfamiliar concept as Li continued with the obvious limitations in these countries, as indefinite habitat for their elevated population numbers.  Obama realized that he had a North American’s disinterest in the subject, and prepared his reply while thinking on his feet.
“China is a big country, geographically” said Obama, “places like England, Germany, Holland - many are even more limited for living space. Is there an opportunity for all of these countries to work together, with the UN to colonize space? Should that be a UN project or should we leave it to NGO’s?”

“Too often NGO is religious organization, has own interest, all depend how establish agency. Some NGO’s - Sierra, Greenpeace not liked in China. UN Wildlife Act very difficult to enforce already.”

Obama knew he was on delicate ground here, facing a cultural divide, but felt he should try to understand the Chinese position. “My understanding is that the UN outlaws the use of animals originating in the wild in manufacturing, and is considering a ban on eating them as well. Is this where your concern is?”

“In China food much wider category than in West. Westerners laugh when eat dogs, but eat birds too, reptiles, very hard tell villagers stop. Then, if villagers make shoes from snake skin after eating, more trouble. Much time to change these.”

The ex-President was always an attentive listener, and he took a lesson from this diplomat - that China was an enormous country in every respect and had to be dealt with in the full knowledge of that fact. Obama would need to exercise extreme patience to not mistake latency for resistance; here everything would truly be the art of the possible. 
He was grateful to be in Singapore, with its more realistic perspective on world and Asian affairs than the fevered and simplistic attitudes put forward in Washington and Europe.

A British writer for the Economist stepped in and buttonholed Obama for his thoughts on President Kennedy’s recent proposal to allow property in the US to be taken out of the tax base.

“Mr. Obama, the Washington Post says it’s brilliant to allow a homeowner to put up perhaps ten percent of the value of their home as a one-time payment to the government – or is it city? – and thereafter enjoy clear title with no taxes. Our Manchester Guardian claims that it will lead to armed revolution by those left with the tax burden. Where do you think this will settle out?”

Obama chuckled at the audacity Kennedy continued to demonstrate, as she struggled with a US debt problem that had tied his own hands for his entire presidency. Kennedy needed those funds for food stamps and pensions, and he knew it. But he downplayed it, knowing the US may at last have hit bottom.
“It’s true that it might reduce our debt, over time, to manageable proportions. And reduce the number of people needed to collect it, all good – heavy taxes are regressive. But it depends on radically reducing state and municipal spending, not much of which is optional any more. Corruption and pork-barrelling have to go first. So the feds themselves would have to cut spending drastically, to subsidize the cities for this loss. Or else assign the payments directly to the cities in trust, which I think is best. But politicians aren’t good savers, they like to spend it all and then run through yours too. And who will pay the school taxes?”

“If Britain s voucher system is being considered alongside this option, perhaps education could become federally financed? Just as most pensions in the West are?”

“Centralization is good; it reduces the opportunities for waste and corruption. A great advantage of the UN, by the way. But you have to be super-responsible with it; there are no safeguards if a central government fails.”

“You mean if a central government like the UN fails?” asked the writer.

“The UN has never operated yet on the scale it deserves. Worry about its failure then - it’s only been reasonably funded for four or five years. This is a species thing – if we can’t find any character or leadership, it’s going to hurt, might be fatal. And it scares me to think how much is sitting on our plate right now.”

 64. Legacies
Alexa was glad of the winter months in the Gulf Islands, for the solace they brought after the glorious but hectic summers. Every relative they had, and some they had never heard of would make some excuse to come visit them in high season, and it was all she and McGlade could do to hold the concatenated requests for their time at bay. When the weather turned over in late fall, so too did these visit mentions miraculously fall off to a manageable level, and she was able to sit at home with Martin, their dog and cat, give some attention to their daughter Marki and her schooling.

It was after their first daughter Marietta had died seven years before that Martin had sold his software development business, and gone back to writing ‘1000 Summers’. He was bereft at their loss, and unable to deal with the customers anymore. To watch your child die is life's worst torture; when it is your only child the pain can be unbearable. Alexa feared that he would take his own life, and she did everything she could to assure him then that they would start anew, if he would just take some time to heal.

McGlade nonetheless had remained disconsolate, spending most of his time in his study upstairs on the Internet. He had trouble writing, had ceased playing golf and squash, was unable to face his friends or business associates. At times he was so morose that he took until noon before he could get out of bed. Marietta had died of muscular dystrophy, growing ever weaker until at six years of age she stopped breathing one night, and her ordeal was over, but the nightmare for her parents continued in earnest. Marietta's toys were scattered through the house, they remained untouched for months, while her puppy Ruby visited her room repeatedly, to never more find her there. Alexa went so far as to turn their cell phones off for a week at a time, and to ask Martin if he would consider taking a tranquilizer as his doctor recommended, and she did already, all to no avail.

After some particularly dark weeks of this McGlade sat Alexa down at the kitchen table and looked into her eyes. She was 42 years old, ten years his junior although she could easily pass for a younger, as he assured her. He took her hand and rolled it between his, working up the courage to say something.

"I do want to talk something over with you Alexa, please hear me out - it's been two months and I'm not as crazy as people might think I am. I don't want to scare you, dear, but I want to clone Marietta."

Alexa knew that he was working on a futuristic novel and that perhaps his imagination was getting the better of him. He had occasionally discussed these technologies around that same kitchen table with his friends, but never with her. All she could muster as a reply was "Is that legal?"
McGlade shook his head in resignation. "No, it's the same way they torture us about illegal drugs and what we're allowed to put on our lawns - personally I don't give a shit. Most of the people have the procedure done in Thailand, where they tax it instead.”

"Procedure? Does this involve me? I can't see you having a baby Martin, wonderful as you are..."

McGlade then explained how he had exhaustively researched cloning on the Internet, to the point where he had reserved time over in Bangkok if she was agreeable. 

"I forwarded them a genetic sample from Marietta and they have confirmed that it looks viable; most tissue samples are, if they’ve been properly preserved and as you recall we kept the cord blood from her birth. Other than the major fact that it's a pregnancy there would be little impact on you that is out of the ordinary - essentially they just put Marietta's nucleus into our fertilized egg or eggs and it goes from there. You may be infertile as it stands, but this circumvents that."

That Christmas the McGlades made the excuse that they could not bear to remain in the house over Christmas without Marietta, and spent the month in Thailand, where McGlade continued to work on his book. In truth it was the change of venue and this prospect that the two bereaved souls had needed. When Alexa returned in January she already was aglow as the expectant mother of a girl to be named Marki.

McGlade too had returned to Canada rejuvenated and alive with ideas. The doctors had successfully scanned Mariette’s genome and confirmed that the Duchenne gene was not active in that sample - this baby would be whole. Years later McGlade would point to this juncture as the time he became a humanist; he would try to repay his own kind for proving to be everything that mattered in his life.

He never tired of the task of driving to Marki’s school to pick her up; he wondered if he would ever allow her to take a school bus. She was a miracle to him, and someday they would put back the pictures of Marietta in her room, lying sequestered in the attic. Marietta's features had been somewhat distorted by her disease, but not in their hearts, and the comments that Marki looked like her were becoming less frequent. McGlade and Alexa saw that same glint, the bubbly little giggle and demonic energy that told them that, yes - this was Marietta made whole again.

At 3:30pm McGlade came through the door with Marki, Ruby and Kody;  who was mercifully back on the island for two weeks to spend some time with his new bride before returning to his job on Valdes. They decided to have a hot rum toddy in front of the kitchen fireplace before the opportunity passed.

"So Kodes, you’re telling me that my own goddamn son-in-law is recruiting you to work for the federal government. Doesn't he know any other featherheads?" he scolded.

"Don't panic, I'm fully prepared to pull down two checks at once, unless you beat me at squash next time, but not much chance of that. You’ve never learned how to serve Indian like me. For sure, it's a contract gig; I'm a First Nations consultant with Evan about the world park implementation on the prairies, west of Ontario. It's just something for me to do when sitting on the Internet over on Valdes.” 

Kody was buoyant about the upturn in his own fortunes. “I'll be assembling a bunch of maps in Google Earth and overlaying them with locations and populations of the First Nations groups in our sectors. From there I have to recommend on how we break out the administration of what territories, based on their territorial claims with the federal government, and yada, yada. There's no traveling at this point - and you know how I feel about going to the Big Smoke and beyond...”

McGlade was delighted that his best friend was content to administer the Archenteron and its island site. People like Kody were completely irreplaceable; McGlade liked to work with people he knew, and had rarely hired anybody who hadn't come through his front door first. And Kody was his squash buddy, that placed him in a category about two tiers above a mistress. And McGlade had no need for the latter - he had a devoted wife, an adored daughter and good friends in this island community. 

Kody was sharing some scuttlebutt about the staffing arrangements on Valdes, toward providing 24/7 security for the Archenteron. 
"Cal and Tyler are like two peepees in a pod in that Detwiller house, we done good putting those guys together at last. It’s so touching to see old bikers who love each other, and boy can they cook. Whenever I talk my wife into actually spending a few days with me over there, the four of us tend to sit up past midnight playing that Dutch card game Up the Creek, which is sort of like bridge for dummies, but we don't care. When all we're doing is watching closed-circuit screens all day and night, it passes the time nicely and makes me side money. We had some excitement the other night when four kayakers couldn't find the pass and built a big bonfire on Shah Point before we threw them into one of our cabins - otherwise it's been dead quiet; and it should stay that way until spring except for pit-lampers, and Cal knows who they are. They come in for some homebrew when it's raining."

McGlade got up from the table and retrieved a small appliance whose function he asked Kody to guess.

"Looks like a cooker for ram’s fries on the prairies, you know - a prairie oyster cooker?”

"That's what it's supposed to do - poach eggs. I'm using it to warm-up squash balls. Let's get in a game before we have another toddy. Alexa - hold my balls, I mean calls – we’ll be back by six."

65. Build It
Ajit and Ravi compared notes after the visit of Dr. Yamanaka had concluded, with special regard to the meeting between him and Mohan Singh, their long-term sysop on the busy HU space forum. Yamanaka had not said much after that meeting, one way or another, but did ask if Singh was an expert in space sciences, or a member of the Indian military, and they had replied that he was both; that was his appeal to many in the forums discussing the future of humanity. He was soon to be a forum leader in the HU’s project to communally rewrite ‘1000 Summers” and that project now began to assume a life of its own.

Together they reviewed Singh's messages over the past two years that he had been with them, wherein he had stated that he was a propulsion scientist for the Indian air force; his particular specialty seemed to be nuclear rocketry, although almost all of his comments were around the Russian development of a nuclear lift rocket in 2015. He’d made some perfunctory observations on the plausibility of British and Chinese ‘emdrive’ technology, before expressing some doubt as to its validity. They accordingly forwarded his following statement on that development to Yamanaka, who might understand these things:

"Seems to depend on the group velocity of a wave, which is a sort of mathematical construct that physicists maintain can have no physical reality for EM waves, because it can easily exceed the speed of light. However if the terms of reference in the cavity are different with respect to the electrical power source versus the microwave radiation - then there could be a small but real resulting force that would be of great value for accelerating or decelerating spacecraft."
Ajit Desai and had missed their last board meeting, as he often did, but in the light of a recent eye-opening update on Singh’s assertions to Yamanaka, decided to begin a new forum on humanism.in related to space exploration, as a humanist project. He and Yamanaka decided that the best way to get at the truth of what Singh had recounted was to draw him out, and allow him to administer his own forum on just that subject.

Singh readily accepted that invitation with one telling provision - that their discussion would center on Venus. He argued that the requirement for an exoskeleton on Mars to support the human body in the absence of sufficient gravity was a deal breaker there. Further, its thin atmosphere left little to work with, the planet was too far, colder than Earth, and so on. This approach went against conventional thinking around space exploration, because the Chinese already had a lunar landing module on the moon and were thought to be targeting Mars next, while the search for water and life on Mars had continued for decades. There was new excitement about water on the Moon and its uses.
Nonetheless, Singh was adamant that those were his terms, so Desai granted them to see where they would lead. As a senior scientist, Singh had a wealth of knowledge around Asian space endeavours over the previous generation or two, in truth largely to do with military satellite technology. This he documented against the canvas of Russian and American achievements in space and then he put forth, ostensibly as his own tribute to Geoffrey Landis, the American scientist who had first proposed it in 2003 as Yamanaka had discovered - the idea of colonizing Venus's atmosphere. It was not entirely a surprise that this topic caught the imagination of the website’s legions of young members.

Singh began by sponsoring a contest to design a Venusian airship, with a simple specification including support for at least 20,000 inhabitants and use of the sulphuric acid droplets within the planet's atmosphere as a source of water. The frame would have to be carbon or nanocarbon and the protective film around the city had to be double-walled, easily repaired and modularized, as Landis suggested. 
Yamanaka's fusion power would drive the transporters and first generation of such airships, eventually being supplemented or replaced by solar energy. The intention was that the proliferation of such ‘airstats’ would progressively block the incoming sunlight and allow the planet to start cooling down, until at last the surface became usable.

This competition caught the imagination of schools around the world; and their designs came pouring in. Elegant arks that would have stood Noah proud solar-sailed through the wispy clouds. Because the area of the upper atmosphere fifty km above the planet's surface is three times the area of the surface of the earth, it was calculated that there was plenty of room for everybody out there, and the planned city-vs.-city competitions across America, Japan and Europe for municipal and national entries grew into the hundreds. 
Like the sailors that left for the south seas 500 years before, the world's young embraced anew this idea of a virgin and tropical paradise, as proof-positive that the species would indeed ‘be  together’ in the coming centuries.
66. Road Open
The old East End Catholic church still bore many signs of its decades of neglect, but it was Easter time in Vancouver and the street it was on was alight with cherry blossoms, the new grass bursting up through old lawns. Its windows had been repaired, the doors and pews re-varnished, its aisles newly carpeted, the washrooms renovated. It was ready.
Above the main entrance steps the stone façade had been carved with a motto: ‘Per aspera ad astra’. The story about the church's re-commissioning in the Vancouver Sun newspaper had brought protests from former air force personnel about the similarity to their motto of ‘Per ardua ad astra’ – and an HU spokesperson had replied that it signified the ‘guns-to-ploughshares’ mission of the church itself - this publicity had helped to augment attendance for the weeknight gatherings hosted by the humanists to date.

The sign on the front lawn was entirely new, proclaiming the church's name – ‘The Humanist Assembly’. It was chosen by Tom Leahy after McGlade passed over authority for the building and its constituency prior to its opening; maintaining the agreed arm’s length arrangement with both the Humanist Union and the Catholic Church. Nonetheless, some details of the church’s refurbishing had surfaced on the HU websites, and this had led to the likelihood that the first actual services planned for Easter Sunday and evening would be well attended.

McGlade remained on Salt Spring Island that weekend, despite an expectation that he might give the opening address during the church's re-consecration at 10am that morning. Instead it was Tom Leahy, in a dark green cassock who had presided, assisted by two men and a woman previously unknown to McGlade. A local news channel highlighted the opening of the church during its evening edition; with the ‘congregation’ avidly singing the humanist hymn Stand by Me along with a hastily recruited and rather uneven choir.

On Tuesday morning McGlade flew to North Vancouver and brought Leahy back to the house for a post-mortem. They sat upstairs in McGlade's study and went over the photos and videos on the HU website, provided by attending members.

"Looks like you've still got it, Tommy - a full house and some great reviews. I like the Friar Tuck outfit in green too." he jibed.

Leahy shook his head. "That clerical garb was off-white just two days before, we got them back Saturday afternoon and the assisting clergy were thankful that they sort of fit, we have a tailor working on new ones that aren’t tie-died, for next Sunday."

McGlade admired the handsome vessels used during the consecration, praised Leahy's language for being devoid of religious referents, but was curious.

“...That was a good choice, making it a ‘dedication’ instead of a consecration. Then that part there Tom, why did you affirm - was it three times? ‘I am a humanist!’...”

Leahy held up three fingers, the long time teacher clarifying a point with a boy scout salute, no less. 
“It’s useful to listen for it, say it, hear it like a short mantra. Truth be known, I was worried, because if St. Peter denied Christ three times, I’d better cover,” he smiled.  

McGlade shook his head, and then pointed out the older woman assisting him during the ceremony. "I thought that your support people would, in the beginning, be made up of Jesuits?"

Leahy hesitated with his reply, and looked at McGlade somewhat contritely... 
"Annie's my partner."

McGlade returned to view that sequence again, this reserved and elegant woman moving through the church dedication ceremony, and put his hand on Leahy's arm.

"You're a good man, Tom. Bless you and your partner, you're both welcome in my home at any time and I very much look forward to meeting her. I'm sure Alexa will as well - very happy for you both!"

He motioned for Leahy to examine a document he had open on his computer. Scrolling back up through Word, he came to the title on the first page. 
"I’ve started the sequel to ‘1000 Summers’. You knew that - the title here gives you a hint of what it's about and identifies my co-author." 
Leahy looked at the first few lines and title: 

CHURCH OF MAN
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