
GREEN ISLAND

BOOK I

Greenways

the adults
are in

charge ..
finally

First we take back our minds .. then we go for the country

by

Dave Patterson



Green Island

Book I

Greenways

by

Dave Patterson

Green Island Books
1st Lulu Edition 2008



copyright    2008 Dave Patterson*

* as in David Leslie Patterson, born March 22 1950 in Toronto, Canada, parents Leslie
David Patterson and Marguerite Loretta Patterson, nee Wyse; later of Hastings,
Ontario, Charlottetown and Harrington, PEI, Hat Yai, Thailand, and Green Island. To
date.

Library and Archives Canada Cataloguing in Publication
Patterson, Dave
Green Island / Dave Patterson
Summary: Bk. I. Greenways — Bk. 2. A Place to Stand.
ISBN 978-0-9693424-6-5 (bk. I). ISBN 978-0-9693424-7-2 (bk. II)
I. Title.
PS8581.A786G74 2008 C813'.54 C2008-901884-2

This First Edition Published 2008 by Green Island Books* through Lulu POD;
contact through the author, c/o 58 Edward St, Charlottetown PEI Canada, or

gi@rudemacedon.ca, or www.rudemacedon.ca/greenisland.html

*Green Island Books is a division of Patterson-Wyse Vanity Press

This free PDF download of Greenways (Green Island Book I)
by Dave Patterson is provided under a Creative Commons
licence.
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/2.5/ca/

You are free:
    * to Share - to copy, distribute and transmit the work under
the following conditions:
1. Attribution. You must attribute the work to Dave Patterson,
as shown on the cover and the original copyright page.
2. Noncommercial. You may not use this work for commercial
purposes.
3. No Derivative Works. You may not alter, transform, or build
upon this work.
    * For any reuse or distribution, you must make clear to others
the licence terms of this work.
    * Any of the above conditions can be waived if you get per-
mission from the copyright holder.
    * The author's moral rights are retained in this licence.



Green Island Book I

Greenways

1.   The One I: A hearing is convened ... 1
2.   More arrives ... 15

3.   EEE 1 ... 37
4.   Return to Walden  ... 55

5.   The One II: Let us begin ... 73

6.   Greenways ... 79

7.   EEE 2 ... 97

8.   The journeys begin ... 117

9.   Agent Panda ... 135

10. The One III ... 147

11. One man’s Utopia ... 161

12. EEE 3 ... 185

13. Gullible’s Travels in Neoconland 22: The Corporate
Reactionary Revolution ... 219

14. The Island Voice ... 235

15. The One IV ... 269

16. Virgil loses his virginity ... 287

17. EEE 4 ... 317

18. ... and gets to work ... 337

19. The One V ... 361

20. Montague Student Trial ... 379

21. EEE 5 ... 415

22. Hunter River Basic School ... 445

23. The Box ... 485

24. The One VI ... 497

25. The Freedom Science ... 519

26. EEE 6 ... 559

27. Brittany's Trial... 581



Acknowledgements
A word of appreciation to the many, many others who have

come before me, who have seen the dangers we face and
written eloquently about them - my own learning has been

greatly helped by them all. And many short quotes from many
of them are included herein. As Newton said, we all stand on

the shoulders of those who came before.

And for the illustrations on the first page of each chapter,
gathered on my computer over the years, and not credited to
anyone herein because I have no idea who to credit what to,
but I’m not trying to steal anything and claim it as my own!

Be acknowledged, all you generous people who put stuff on the
net to share for us all, that is what it’s for, that is what

community is all about, and how we would do it on Green
Island. I acknowledge and thank you all, and if you want to be
credited with something you think belongs to you, get in touch

and we’ll work it out.

And to the High Priests of Capitalism, Bankers and Investors
and Troll Enablers all, truly Mordor and its minions incarnate

in our time, for providing me with a worthy challenge in my
life and ongoing incentive as your lies slash at me mercilessly

day after day after day - a dragon slayer wastes away in a
lonely cave (or bar) if there are no worthy foes to engage. In
the Chinese yin/yang sense, opportunity is never far behind

destruction, and as the land has been cursed, I have been
blessed with the most cunning and merciless and barbaric

dragon of known human history to occupy my tilting days on
this planet and challenge me to the limits of my abilities. I

salute you for your cleverness and ruthlessness and the great
accomplishment you have achieved, the indoctrination of an
entire civilisation. Now may we who fight for truth, beauty

and freedom prevail as your evil lies and wanton cruelty and
barbarism are banished from our midst forever, and let this
new land of Truth and Light replace your dismal dystopia.



Greenways

Be the change you want to see in the
world ...

Mohandas Gandhi



for my brother Michael
and my best bud Ray

for
always believing in the dream

if not always sure about the way
I was going about finding it

 and brother Jim,
who may not have actually believed in it, but has

always been a good bro and friend

and my parents
who would have been very skeptical

but without whom it would never have happened



T
he crowd, so raucous and angry just a few short seconds pre-
viously, had grown very nearly silent as the voice of NU
Speaker Aleth Groland rang out in front of the court house,

and I was catching my breath and listening to her when my tumbling
thoughts were interrupted by a tugging on my sleeve.

“Sorry to interrupt you, Sir," Marsden, the GRIPP bodyguard who
had been my shadow since the events of that morning began to un-
fold, was saying, as I dragged my attention away from the 10-meter
screen affixed to the outer wall of the Island Broadcasting Office which
was dominating the attention of most everyone, "but this lady seems
to have something important to say.”

I looked beside Marsden, and saw a face I vaguely recognized.
“Stephen - sorry, sorry, Mr. Bigelow, Sir,” she spoke, a bit breath-

lessly, “I'm BethLee Fraser, we've met before in the Courthouse, but
you probably don't remember me. But there’s - ah - a new judge, or -
or - or something - it seems, who has just come in, or arrived or some-
thing, a few minutes ago, and he's - ah - she - ah - they're starting a
new hearing or something upstairs in Number 1. He - ah - she  - ah -
seems to be quite - um - authoritative - he - ah - I don't know who she
is, but the word is out somehow that everyone involved yesterday
should get back to the courthouse pronto - um - and everyone is com-
ing, even some of the Americans and the Canadian Supremes and
they, um, seem to be not really wanting to come to judge by their words
but it's like their feet are moving themselves or something - and some
other - ah - look, Mr. Bigelow, I can't really say much more, or you’ll

Chapter 1

The One I: A hearing is
convened

Birds fly over the rainbow,
Why, tell me why, can't I ...

1
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think I’ve lost my marbles. But could you please, please just come into
the courthouse just for a minute for a look? Now?!? I'm really, really
sorry to bother you with all that's going on here this morning, but it
really is quite important, I think ....”

I looked back towards the courthouse, puzzled by Bethlee's words.
I could see, as she directed my attention to it, that there seemed to be a
great deal of activity in the second-floor foyer in front of the main
courtroom, which was partly visible through the wide, building-long
second floor windows, and as I looked down to the ground floor and
the large front doors, I could see Fred Pierce, one of the older court-
house guards whom I had known for several years, a decent sort, wav-
ing at me with a serious look on his face. From what little I recalled of
them, I knew both Bethlee and Fred to be reliable types, not given to
baseless panic or undue excitement after many years of working
around the courthouse, where the unusual was somewhat the norm
and keeping lids on potential problems rather than throwing the hands
in the air and the brain to the wind at the drop of a hat or loud voice
was a topline JD item.

With a small frown and final glance to the big screen and the
momentous speech of Ms Groland unfolding, I turned back and nod-
ded to Marsden and Bethlee, and followed them through the throng.

A minute later we passed through the front door of the Green
Island Law Courts building, a remnant of earlier days being phased
out as we found more civilized ways of doing things but still serving
as a bridge of sorts between the old and new ways, to be greeted by
Pierce.

“Upstairs in Court Room Number 1, Mr. Bigelow,” he said, eyes
wide, reaching out as if to grab my arm but stopping at the last sec-
ond, and simply leading the way towards the stairs, gesturing as he
spoke, “They’re waiting for you, I think! Or at least I don't think they've
started yet! I had a look inside just a couple of minutes ago before
running back down to look for you, and - well, it's a day like no other
I've ever seen here, I tell you, Sir!”

I pushed my way upstairs through the crowd, with Marsden and
a couple of other GRIPPs close around and keeping a close watch, the
memory of what had recently happened to Brittany no doubt still as
fresh in their minds as in mine, and then through the crowd of people
milling about in the foyer, some talking in small groups, some looking
up at the television screens that had been placed on stands in a couple
of places to allow for closed-circuit feeds from the courtrooms if more
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people wished to see a proceeding than the rather smallish rooms al-
lowed; I could see a lot of puzzled and confused expressions, but be-
fore I had a chance to start asking some questions, another of the court-
house guards spotted us and hurried over.

“Mornin’, Mr. Bigelow, Sir,” he said, “the place is packed this
morning, Sir, and that’s a fact - but I think they’ve saved a couple of
seats for you, at least that's the word I've been given, somehow, no-
body actually told me but I know, like, somehow .... - we've been keep-
ing most of these people out, the courtroom is about packed as it is,
but - well - well, maybe it's just easier if you come and see for your-
self.”  He had a puzzled look on his face, but said no more, as he turned
and led us through the crowd to the entrance to Courtroom 1, and
pulled open one of the large double doors.

The place was packed - and although every courtroom gets occa-
sional large crowds of spectators and famous (or infamous) people as
the star attraction, today as I slowly made my way down through the
still-getting-seated crowd of spectators, I saw around the front tables
a gang I would never have dreamed of in my wildest flights of fancy.
And I have had some good ones.

I could see the area had been reorganised a bit, with a couple of
large tables added to accommodate a much larger than normal group
of people in the area normally reserved for defendants in legal cases,
or respondents in civil. At the first large table I could see a man who
appeared to be George 'Pinokioynkoynk' Shurbullie, President of the
United States, looking a bit shell-shocked (although this was not a par-
ticularly unusual expression for him), surrounded by a number of sub-
stantial-looking suits, grey and blue and obviously from expensive
tailors, who appeared to be lawyers. At a second table I recognized,
again with much surprise, in the middle of a smaller group of suits,
Conwell Smokupyerbum, the Canadian PM, almost as loved and re-
spected for his integrity and honesty as his predecessors Lyin Baloney
and JC 'we'll get rid of the GST and NAFTA too for sure ey haha!'
Cretin, and the three Justices of the Supreme Court of Canada who
had presided over the same room yesterday, looking considerably less
arrogant today, dressed in normal suits (or dress on the not so august
slightly cellulitic body of the female) - lesser in every way, indeed than
when perched behind a great impressive desk several feet above the
peons with their billowing black and purple robes and good lighting
and makeup and several servile attendants ready to seriously intimi-
date for them if anyone dared show disrespect and the rest of the para-
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phernalia, and the arrogant attitude that goes along with that sort of
thing.

Most of the 'guests' at these tables were speaking furiously, roar-
ing in whispers as they tried to speak above the others but without
having their words heard by the crowd watching behind them, with
one or another or several of the suits around the tables, looking up
every now and then at a yellowish shimmering light that  seemed to
surround them - as I watched, a couple of them reached out to touch
it, carefully, evidently having tried something similar before and ex-
pecting something unpleasant, drawing back their hands quickly with
furious frowns as if the shimmering was hot or electrified or some-
thing - unwilling participants, it seemed, they all were at the proceed-
ings. I learned later they had been escorted from their various loca-
tions earlier by the same shimmering light, the same thing, I supposed,
that Bethlee had referred to. But my attention, remarkably enough,
was only held a minute by this unprecedented spectacle, for at the
front of the courtroom, above and behind the bench normally reserved
for the regular judge or judges, was an even more eye-stopping scene.
Truly amazing, awesome in the true sense of the word, not just mod-
ern demonstration-of-power that any tinpot dictator can buy with the
help of suitable 'aid' money or Hollywood FX amazing - this was the
Real Thing.

As one of the bailiffs touched my arm to get me moving again
and led me through the gate that separated the spectator area from
the action area of the courtroom, towards an empty seat behind a ta-
ble at the left side of the front of the room, I was barely aware of taking
my seat, being, for perhaps the first time in my life, truly gobsmacked,
a word I have never used before, but it seemed perfectly suitable here
- a brief flash of Elizabeth ran through my mind watching the birth of
a baby goat at Greenways, her first such experience, and watching it
find its feet with some nudges from the frussing mother and give its
first bleat, "Gobsmacked, Daddy!" - she whispered as she turned to
me, eyes wide and bright and shining so beautifully at the wonder of
it, and now I finally understood what she meant - the wonder at see-
ing something entirely new and wonderful for the very first time.

Where the High Bench normally sat above the mortals who ap-
peared in this room to be dealt the justice of the rulers was now a large
circular hole of some sort, a construct somehow extending through
both ceiling above and floor below of the courtroom, without causing
any evident structural renderings. As I stopped and observed in my
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own wonder for a moment the great but simple design became clear
through the portal, black and white engaged yin-yang spirals of the
ancient eastern Tao design, the black being apparently emptiness or
nothingness within the whitish parts which were composed of some
countless number of tiny points of very bright light. I had no sooner
noticed this than the wheel began slowly spinning (it seemed to be
spinning in many more than just two dimensions, an effect almost
impossible to describe, imagine a kaleidoscope of round spinning tops
or something, with all the colors of the rainbow dancing and splash-
ing and whirling within), and within seconds had begun spinning so
fast the details were lost, until it rapidly became the visual equivalent
of a large round mass of white noise.

The central portion then began to assume the appearance of some-
thing less random and opened into a largish oval window. It seemed
as if the very fabric of spacetime had been rent, and we were looking
into the star-speckled blackness of the universe itself. The air around
the whole yin-yang construction seemed to shimmer a bit, with a some-
what bluish tinge to it. A high-pitched, faint sound emanated from it -
something like a high-voltage electric current combined with a cho-
rus of angels whose faint voices were coming from over a distant hill
and once we crossed the crest of the hill we would receive the full
glory of their song might sound like - but whatever it was, the power
of the thing was vibrating through everything, like standing on the
edge of a controlled Krakatoa an instant before eruption or being
strapped atop a Saturn V as the ignition sequence initiated. I suspect,
at the moment, I wasn’t thinking entirely clearly, and my memories
may be a bit suspect - the brain, when faced with things it cannot ac-
cept, often does little step-dances around them one way or another to
twist them into something understandable. I suspect at that time I was
into such a minuet, although not aware of it at the time.

Even as I reached my seat and lowered myself into it the Tao void
became non-void. My first impression was like I was standing in a
blowing Island snow storm in a dark night out near my old cottage in
Harry's Corner, with a bit of light and a lot of wind from behind, the
flakes blowing by my face creating a reverse funnel effect, like I was
falling down some long tunnel in the universe, kept only on the ground
by a tenuous sort of gravity but almost ready to leap into the air like a
kite about to fly. Then the flakes started becoming larger, and at some
point I realised they were 3-dimensional and not 2, and then sort of
round rather than armed, pointed, decorated snowflakes, and then
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with features, and then I could see small heads with faces blowing by,
all kinds of faces, big and small, hairy and bald, old and young, male
and female, happy and sad and oblivious and furious, smiling bliss-
fully and screaming with rage, every now and then one blowing into
the calm backdraft created by the viewpoint and stopping for a re-
volving second when I could see the many varying forms - many al-
ien types, but all essentially humanoid, some combination on most of
eyes and mouth and nose and ears and some hair analog decorating a
roundish head of some kind.

I barely started recognising this when the field of view rapidly
started expanding, and the faces started becoming less defined indi-
vidually but began blowing into a larger form, with the faces coalesc-
ing into darker and lighter spaces, and a pattern began to appear. A
huge eye-shape was the first recognizable thing in this new pattern, a
swirling sclera surrounding an iris with its light-speckled pupil, then
slowly/quickly the retreating perspective continued until another eye,
a mouth, eyebrows, nose, ears, long hair began to be seen as part of
some huge, impossibly vast face, and even vaster body also forming
below the face. The initial viewpoint was from front and side, it was
dressed, apparently, in some long, simple loose robe, long flowing hair,
long spread fingers at the end of extended arms, which were semi-
extended and flexing and waving around a bit as if the figure was
finding its balance, or perhaps testing its newly created body.

The most noticeable thing, from its first appearance until the very
end so very much later yet so soon, was its ephemerality - the colors
were constantly changing, the outlines subtly shifting and reforming,
like a seashore with waves or a figure behind a waterfall in floodlights
at night. The great figure was androgynous and ageless, sometimes
appearing female, sometimes male, sometimes younger and sometimes
older, sometimes everything all mixed in together.

At first the great figure was not really with us, it kept slowly look-
ing around, but the eyes in the great humanoid face, such as they were,
had not yet found us in our anthill courtroom so far below it or re-
moved from where it was, had not yet found the lens through which
we were observing it. But then came a point when it became aware of
us, perhaps even of itself as well, and its attention seemed to expand,
the eyes focus on us all. It was no god anyone had ever heard of as far
as I understood such things, but that was what I at least felt was ex-
amining us - but a god of and with us, rather than separate and above
- or perhaps every god rolled into one, an essence of godhood or some-
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thing - it would be an interesting study someday, to talk to others and
see what they saw that day. The figure eventually seemed to get its
bearings, and slow its freeform drifting and spinning and assume a
sitting sort of posture, a lotus-position type sitting, as we could see no
chair or table, and began to breathe deeply as it began to slowly cast
its eyes around the courtroom, nodding its head slightly occasionally,
bending and turning it from side to side, raising its eyebrows at times,
or lowering them in a little frown, letting out little 'whoomph' sounds
or sometimes little sighs through pursed lips. I had the passing vision
of my face a few inches from the face of a grown polar bear as it began
to wake. Holding my breath. No idea what to expect, what was hap-
pening.

All the majesty in the universe can not deter certain people, how-
ever, and as the great figure looking again through the void opening
into the Green Island courthouse began to find a focus, evidently this
time seeing in as we could see his/er eyes becoming more alert by the
second, and surveying us, one of the suits in front of the President (it
did turn out that that was indeed who it was), a smallish, thin bespec-
tacled man in his 50s or so, rose to his feet. He rapped the table a few
times in front of him with his knuckles in what, I suppose, he thought
to be an authoritative manner to attract attention, looking into the great
shimmering void, and when the emerging awakening presence turned
his/er head slightly and looked at him with just the slightest of frowns
discernible on that shimmering brow and the slightest flaring and
brightening of the purple-reddishness flashing in the eyes, indicating
the two venues were indeed in contact, began speaking.

“Your Honor, if that is the appropriate form of address here,”
said the suit in a loud, attention-attracting sort of voice, “If it please
the court, as I presume, given the surroundings, this must be, although
I must confess I am not familiar with this particular venue, I must
object most strenuously to this proceeding. We have all been brought
here by means as yet undetermined but most irregular, with no warn-
ings or official documentation or summons or any of the standard
instruments, and aside from a most unsatisfactory and short briefing
from apparently one of your aides that we seem to have received again
by means unknown as we cannot actually remember speaking with
anyone or anything about the means of delivery, we have no idea what
our role here is or what is going on. You may be aware, Sir, that seated
behind me, my client, is the President of the United States, the most
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powerful and important country on earth, and he is a very busy and
important man, with crucial matters of state to attend to, the duties of
which he was quite rudely interrupted in his conduct of quite recently
to - ah - be brought here. We really do not have time for this proceed-
ing, we have had no time at all to prepare anything for it, and it is also
completely without precedent to demand the presence of the Presi-
dent at any legal proceeding without prior consultation and approval
well ahead of the desired meeting. And - ah - yes, our communication
devices are also not functioning, from some kind of unauthorized
blocking device it would seem, and we demand that ....”

The suit got no further. We now were introduced to the Voice of
the One, as I came to think of him/er - a voice which defied descrip-
tion, as did everything about that figure, but not unlike a rolling thun-
der heard at a distance, indeed at times the floor and walls and seats
did tremble a bit, as if a train was passing through the hall outside the
door, or a more ethereal version right through the very room, and
even if at times the volume was at bearable levels, there was always
that depth, that timbre, that could shake one's soul as much as the
floorboards and walls of the 1st Charlottetown courtroom.

“Silence!” The word was dragged out over several shaking sec-
onds as the great kaleidoscope eyes burned a bright penetrating blu-
ish color and the great head turned and leaned ever so slightly to-
wards us, the voice like a small earthquake emanating from the void,
but with a somewhat obvious tone of annoyance even through the
power. S/he looked down at the suit with a terrible frown on his/er
face - actually I suppose just a normal sort of facial frown, but terrible
in effect on that particular face. His/er voice, when s/he continued,
was low, although it could be high at times, and s/he spoke slowly, “I
am not yet ready to commence. We are still assimilating this body,
and this presence, and your means of communication, learning con-
text and history, understanding why we are here. In this - place, this -
courtroom you will speak when you are spoken to, and not other-
wise! You will at the appropriate time have a chance to present what-
ever story it is you have to present, and it will be listened to fairly, and
so judged. As will the stories of everyone else we must listen to at this
time.” It seemed like the courtroom was shaking from the great power
of her/is voice, like a low-level earthquake or something, although
this effect lessened somewhat each time the voice spoke, as if the fig-
ure was learning and adjusting.

You had to give credit to the suit though - although you could
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almost see him shaking in his size 9 1/2 Oxfords, he carried on. I sup-
pose he had been so close to the center of the greatest power on earth
for so long he couldn’t quite accept there might be something even
bigger, or perhaps he was so used to smoke 'n' mirrors shows for the
public he just assumed he was witnessing a new one of some sort, not
to be particularly feared if you could figure out how to get to the wiz-
ard behind the curtain, which you always could with enough money,
at least in his world, and for those he served money was no problem.
Or possibly still a bit more afraid of those behind him than the august
presence he faced.

“Your Honor,” he began, again (obviously, from the form of ad-
dress used, at least uncertain as to the status of the various players
and taking no chances that someone not sanctioned by his people might
actually require such an appellation), “You don't appear to be Ameri-
can, or even really hu... ummm - I think you perhaps don’t really ap-
preciate the position here....”

The Voice thundered forth once more, this time the anger a bit
more real and obvious, almost literally spitting fire from those fear-
some cosmic eyes like red lightning at the offending suit; had s/he
really been sitting at the great judge's bench you could imagine a great
hand slapping it loudly. The vibrations emanating from the Great and
Fearful Voice actually seemed to have the suit suspended a few inches
off of the floor, his glasses hanging from one ear, eyeballs bulging,
and now there was indeed fear in those eyes, and a darkish patch had
appeared in the crotch area of his pale blue suit trousers, visible as he
seemed to be suspended in the air, his knees about table height.

“Did I not say ‘silence’?!? Is there a problem with my understand-
ing of your language?"

- and silence there was in the courtroom, as the suit remained
suspended for what seemed like several minutes, although I think it
was probably no more than a few seconds, unmoving, and no one else
dared breath or speak, as the great figure continued to grow, and turn,
looking here and there, occasionally into the courtroom. The tiny
points, for such they were now, continued to stream steadily into the
great body, giving it more presence, as they did all through this
wondersome day, although at a much reduced rate as the great body
became incorporatized.

Finally it turned once again and looked through the Taowindow
at us, at the suit hanging trembling alone in the crowded room and at
his table even, those in the seats around him having opened up gaps
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on either side, mouth downturned just a bit. And spoke again, to the
suit mainly, but including all of us in this his/er first words.

"Evidently YOU do not appreciate the ‘position here’ - so let me
make it clear, as I now understand. One time. At this time, the third in
the history of your species - and we have never accepted doing so
more than once with any other race in this entire universe! - this - this
- this Incarnate Council, yes, this Council of Decision, of Judgement,
of Question, of Appeal, of Truth, embodied from and to be the Uni-
versal Oneness, has been convened to adjudge for one last time the
actions of the intelligence-gifted people of this planet, a small planet
in an out-of-the-way corner of the Being, but one bearing one of the
beloved Evolvements at one time as experienced by the previously
sentient, one of the most beautiful, one of the most privileged, one of
the most hopeful in every way! - your privilege has been as great as
your fall!"

- and here, just briefly, I experienced the entire circle and court-
house darken for just a second, and a huge black towering figure with
those little devil horns and fiery eyes spin through us all, and a loud
but subdued voice shouting from over that same angel hill 'Father of
Lies!! Father of Lies!!' - and then it was gone and the One was still
speaking -

" ... You have been observed through the millennia of your growth,
your much gone astray growth, we do not yet know what foul gene
cursed you or disease infected your spirit, noone has had time to study
such a mote in the Great Being - but your millennia of violence and
bloodshed and tears and pain and destruction of your own homes
like the most primitive, most insane, most UNintelligent species, of
which there have been many also, have shown you to be a cursed
species! And then much of that destruction and violence quite falsely,
quite perversely, undertaken in Our name, your infantile 'gods' no
more resembling the reality of what an intelligent species would child-
ishly regard as 'god' before they rose to understanding that they them-
selves are that god than a fish's bubbles contend to the writings of the
great scribes of your species who have arisen in spite of all your at-
tempts to destroy such things! - and your understanding has been no
better than a fish's, which has displeased Us greatly, such potential
falling sterile in the blackness of the Being, such fertile ground, which
is not common and every one to be cherished, being despoiled by such
seed!

"But still the Balance has left it to you to find your own destiny at
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all times, to see if you could rise above the cursed gene or disease, and
find your path to the Light and the Truth. We do, we have done long,
what we might after the fact to comfort the afflicted - the Balance has
spent much time dealing with your victims, as many intelligences go
through similar stages on the path to maturity - most achieving that
maturity, however, after a short period of youthful violence and fool-
ishness - you here, for some reason, have turned away from the usual
road to the Light and sanity, most forcefully when necessary, killing
countless numbers who would advance, and continued far beyond
the proper time with your juvenile violence and stupidity, allowing
the primitive reptilian stage to dominate your collective psyche when
it should have been relegated to the control of higher instincts long
since.

"Indeed, your species has been on the verge of self-immolation
for some time now, and, though it pains me to say, many saw with
relief your imminent end, the removal of this cancerous influence, this
painful reminder of how very undesirable life can be in our midst when
it is controlled by the unbalancing forces.

"It has come to us however to intervene this one last time before
allowing you to progress to your inevitable self-annihilation, should
you choose to continue along the course you have been on. Although
were it that simple, we would probably let you go - you have been a
truly painful process to watch in almost all ways - even the Universal
Balance has, it seems, limits, and eventually fails.”

The Voice softened briefly, the mighty head recoiling and turn-
ing slightly, as might a boxer stung by an unexpected blow, a now
gentle-seeming mouth downturned in reflection, looking somewhat
bitter perhaps, the great eyes staring morosely at the void or some-
thing out of our vision in front of him/er, in no hurry - after 15 billion
years or so another few seconds at this point in time wouldn’t make
much difference; undoubtedly his/er conception of time was meas-
ured in far greater units than ours anyway. And far smaller. There
was no sound from the floor of the courtroom, no suit interrupting -
in a few short minutes, the majesty and power and control of the situ-
ation of the One had made believers of everyone present - there was
no FX hollywood wizard behind a curtain here, this was the reality,
noone doubted. After a few moments of reflection, s/he raised his/er
head once again, and continued speaking, the volume toned down a
bit, but not the awe-inspiring rumble that vibrated the walls around
us and the chairs we sat on.
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“But ... but at this time, you see, at the last, the penultimate mo-
ment before the fires of final destruction rained over your planet bear-
ing you all to your final destination whatever that might have been,
there is a Hope that has been entered into the situation.

"And we are always happy to see Hope in the void and will cher-
ish and encourage it always, even at the very end of times we will
always wait for the small Hope, the tiniest ray of light, the weakest
spark of life, but so determined, so joyous in its light and love and
striving for freedom and life and consciousness!!, trying for a chance -
unlike the countless lesser minds who prevail at this time and who
despair so easily. In the midst of all of the growing, all-encompassing
darkness perpetrated by the false leaders and false destructive gods of
this world, given great body by their legions of willing and blind fol-
lowers, these many millennia now, a ray of light has shone forth, not
simply a ray but a bright, beautiful and strong ray, a beacon of Truth
flashing into existence, which we value above all things, a Beacon that
says to those with ears to hear and eyes to see and a brain to consider
with even a spark of true humanity, your true destiny lost so long,
that maybe - just maybe - against all odds, in the face of great powers
aligned against you, your species has somehow overcome the many
barriers, has somehow stared the Great Unnameable Unbalance In-
carnate in the face and spat defiantly in that evil face ..."

- and here just flashingly I saw that great black figure spinning
through the room again, this time the mouth screaming silently in rage,
it seemed .... and then it was gone -

" ... has somehow shot a bold arrow through the thick darkness
with a lifeline of Truth to reach for the Light, and is now ready to leap
at the transition into true life, true intelligence, a finally mature life
form in the universe, to join us here in the One Joyous Life. Just maybe!”

The great head lowered again, shaking slightly from side to side,
frowning, lips pursed, and when raised again the great eyes had an-
gry fire.

“But no sooner has that light taken its first small, immeasurably
brave step into the darkness than the great forces of evil that have
spawned in this place and been allowed, even encouraged, to prevail,
have even rushed and gathered to cruelly, heedlessly, fearfully stomp
it out like the merest infant in its cradle ere it challenge their reign - as
indeed your distant forefathers attempted to do with such a
serendipitous light when it appeared once before as a very newborn
in your midst showing you the true path, at which time you coldly



  13Chapter 1: Court is convened

slaughtered, with the horrible screams we all heard, thousands of new
lives even as, in a fashion so typical of the ultimate incompetence of
evil, failed to kill the one light you sought - but then destroyed him
most cruelly later as he gave himself to you in a wonderful coura-
geous gesture of offered peace, the very highest human gesture, as is
your mindless barbaric way, ever to follow like mindless sheep those
who champion the dark path by choice for their own power, to seek
out the Darkness and allow it to control you like the insane drivelling
fools so many of you are!

"And it was this great gathering of evil that suffused throughout
the very ether of the universe like a hideously foulsome odour and
alerted us as well - normally the balancing dark force is not so eager to
get involved in the circumstances of small beings any more than is the
Universal Oneness. So it was observed, and thought curious - and the
Balance was finally moved to come once again, to see for ourselves,
and examine this situation, bring the Light to shine on it. And now
either you will change your ways when the Light of Truth is shown
you in a way you cannot deny, or you will continue to destruction in
the fire of your endless despicable lies - be certain I tell you there will
be no further interventions in this place. We will regret with our tears
the loss of one small flame of Hope. But we will rejoice with our laugh-
ter and joy the passing of another evil, a truly great evil that has
discomfitted us for many long eons.”

Another pause, until the One continued after a few seconds of
perusal. A pause in which I suspect some very unwelcome thoughts
were going through many heads, but thoughts which would not be
denied.

“It pained us greatly to see this Light, this Hope we have waited
for on this small planet for millennia, about to be so cavalierly snuffed,
and because it was that close to the final judgement for everyone any-
way, the enlightened races and citizens of the universe decided to make
this intervention with you all this one final time, to give the Light, and
you all, this one final chance. It was a long-contended decision, but
the view that you could be as great at some point in the future as you
have been evil in the past, as such is occasionally the Way, prevailed,
and it was a chance we could not pass, painful though our experience
of you has been to date. The Universal Balance takes precedence over
all and will not, cannot, be denied, and if that balance holds true be-
yond this event you may have great things ahead, if given a chance.
We must not be a bad Samaritan, to remind you of one of your own
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stories, and leave that chance to die by the side of the roadway, or
more accurately, to be cruelly and foully murdered by those who have
no greater purpose than a blind hatred of freedom and truth to main-
tain their own power, when it was within our power to push back that
evil briefly to give the Truth this one chance to find some support in
those who should support it among you, and survive until it had found
the strength to beat back the evil itself, as Truth always will, given the
chance.

"Thus you have, as you like to put it, your day in court. All of
you."

"You will be seated now, and speak again when spoken to, as
instructed.”

The suit who had been the instigator of the entire speech from the
One, released from the force that had held him, dropped almost
bonelessly to his chair with an audible wettish-sounding thump.

The Incarnate One then looked around the courtroom for what
seemed to be many minutes, pensively, seeming to take the measure
of each and every person there, many of whom I am sure were regret-
ting their rush to the spectacle, so unlike anything else they had ever
seen, so frightening, so serious, so real, unlike the television dramas
and whatnot that passed for 'reality' in most lives these days. All met
his/er gaze - I am sure many would have declined but there appeared
to be no choice. I felt her/is gaze for a short time myself, it was like a
spider of light loosed in my brain for an instant that lasted much longer,
but felt no malignancy in it, no desire for fear, just an all-encompass-
ing curiosity with overtones of something like a mother's firm but un-
questioning love that would guide as necessary, and for some reason
felt reassured that whatever happened this day, the right thing would
be done.

But it would be a long day.



Chapter 2

More arrives

15

M
r More! Mr More!" I called, in the direction of a slightly
portly gentleman stepping through the just opened slid-
ing doors leading from the runway into the spacious lobby

of the small Green Island airport (our new terminal with modern
jetways right from the aircraft to the interior was under construc-
tion, but for now it was down the portastairs from the Airbus park-
ing lot and walk in, rain or shine or snow). The man I addressed
didn't see me for a moment, as the small crowd flowed around him
as he slowed, looking around with a bit of a squint through round-
framed bifocals, then catching my eye. He observed me for a mo-
ment, then gave a small friendly, but a bit tired, smile, and a nod,
then turned to make his way to the edge of the milling people to
where I waited. As a young person of perhaps 10 years pushed in
front of him, the small smile reversed itself as he lifted a dark walk-
ing stick and gave the boy a small tap-tap with it, saying in a scold-
ing sort of voice "Way for elders, child, way for elders!'

The boy hardly paid attention, laughing and carrying on as
children do, but by then the man I had addressed as More was at
the edge of the crowd in front of me, slight frown and pursed lips
again reversing themselves as we again made eye contact.

"I'm so very glad you could make it, Mr More," I said, smiling
and reaching out my hand in greeting, "You do us all a great honor."

"Oh, come, now," he replied, laughing only a little self-con-
sciously as he took my hand in his somewhat smaller one, but still

...a small number of men

can hinder the descent of a great army...

- Thomas More, Utopia
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with a strong enough grip, "I'm not that well known at all in this
day and age! Why, my books are hardly selling at all anymore, you
know!"

"Ah, but interest in your dream of Utopia has never waned,
and with some rather modern communications methods, where
people read and think what they want, and more importantly share
their ideas widely and freely, you might be surprised at the inter-
est in your work. Indeed, as you know, that's why we've invited
you here, with a few others, to see what you all think of our rather
different versions of the same idea - I think you will find some
changes, some quite profound really, as many ideas have grown
over the centuries, but I hope you will not find them too objection-
able, overall."

He harumphhed, with an eyebrows-raised, lips-pursed look
of scepticism that I was to grow quite used to, "Yes, well, I've been
reading a bit since I first received your invitation, about which I
confess I don't quite fully understand yet, something we can per-
haps talk about sometime again, and some things about this era
are indeed quite shocking. But then we all change, and I am hardly
the man I was when my head was last attached to my body either -
you see here?“ - and he raised his head and tugged at his collar,
pointing at a neck which was a bit wrinkled, with a few of the
brownish spots old people always have, but nothing else of note -
"Look! No mark! No mark at all! So was I dreaming then, or am I
dreaming now? Or is everything a dream? Or is everything real
with rules we don't understand yet? God makes no mention of such
things in any of his books, and this Newton fellow doesn't seem to
have much to say about it either, although you can hardly shut him
up about some other things. But anyway, it is all a bit of an unreal-
istic sort of Utopian idea that I should be here at all. So I should
make no promises, other than I will try to approach it all with an
open mind and an understanding that things do indeed change
from one time to another. My, a longish speech - the habit of the
pulpit dies hard, trying to explain things to the flock, most of whom
have no real interest in anything beyond their next meal or fornica-
tion."

"Haha!" I laughed aloud at the glint of mischief which ema-
nated from his slightly squinting grey eyes that looked directly into
mine as he finished, and felt an immediate liking for the smallish,
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white-haired man with the, it must be admitted, somewhat largish
proboscis. There is a thing that often happens when the eyes of two
people meet - there can be openness, or curiosity, or blankness, or
hostility, or friendliness, or avoidance, many things depending on
the participants, in one notable case I recall physically recoiling as
I briefly met the eyes of a man through which blackly shone actual
reptilian, non-human malicious evil from their dark depths - but
with More I felt an immediate comradeship as our eyes met and
held for a few seconds this first meeting. There was an honesty,
and strength and intelligence, a sort of experienced wisdom really,
in his eyes, a man who had long ago left behind any fear of things
either inside or outside. I don't know what he saw in mine, but I
know that although I am as prone to mistakes as any other human,
my spirit is honest, and perhaps that was the bond, as I felt a silent
acceptance and perhaps approval from him also, as we released
our handshake. A good beginning, for which I was grateful - it is
very true, the old line about first impressions being important.

We turned together and he took my arm as old people have
always done with a younger escort, as I led him across the grey
marbled floor of the quite busy airport reception area to the nearby
luggage carousel to await his bags. Aside from the gnarly black
walking stick and wire-rimmed spectacles, his garb was a what
might be described as that of an English gentleman of the 16th cen-
tury in 21st century style, and he looked quite elegant in his bur-
gundy frock coat over a white shirt with only slightly ruffled collar
and striped trousers. He had a modest black tricorner hat on his
head, and black laceless shoes with slight heels and discreet silver
buckles. His cane was tucked under his arm as he walked with me,
but I would observe later that he really was quite fit, and used it
only slightly, and as much for a smallish weapon, as he had with
the boy, as anything.

In  moment we reached the carousel and came to a stop amidst
the clutter of passengers, More keenly observing as he always did,
tired or not. The Green Isle International airport was still only big
enough for smaller planes, although we were getting lots of them.
Our service was very efficient, and in a few moments the carousel
began to lazily spin, and the various items slip smoothly through
the curtained opening in the wall onto the worn black rubber (no
bouncing and falling luggage here, one of the many 'little things'
we had taken care of, as 'doing things right' was actually how we
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tried to live, rather than a cynical advertising slogan), boxes big
and small, sports bags of many colors, red FRAGILE stickers here
and there, the usual variety of luggage one sees from international
air travellers. More received the odd curious look, I suppose at his
apparel, but he was not that unusual of a sight in the now eclectic
land of Green Island, formerly the Canadian province of Prince
Edward Island, which even before the Revolution (or Revelation,
as some preferred, although the religious overtones did not sit well
with many) had for decades been a rustic haven for many hardy,
independent beyond-the-fringe types who were uncomfortable in
the modern urban areas of Canada and other parts of the world,
with their malls and freeways and systemic violence and dishon-
esty in an increasingly Americanised ratrace lifestyle, and was now
attracting many others looking for a different sort of society than
the capitalist 'dog-eat-dog' dystopia that had taken over most of
the world during the previous century.

"Rather busy," he remarked, turning to me, raising his voice
just a little to reach me over the small din, as we turned towards
the sound of another commuter plane taxiing up to the terminal,
"for what I thought was rather a small island?"

"Oh, well, yes, small indeed we are, at least in physical size
and population, but we do keep quite busy," I replied, "This is an
average sort of day, especially in the nicer weather of the short sum-
mer we have that's just got under way, and as you see, we have a
large number of visitors at all times who have heard about us and
are coming to see for themselves, and then we also have begun a
regular exchange sort of program with a number of other countries
in the world through our university, where our young people go
and theirs come here - and many older ones too! - to gain experi-
ence and see what other places and people are like, the different
ways of doing things, to get ideas about what to do or not to do
here on Green Isle. Just part of the whole improvement package,
really!" I finished with a grin, "but it seems quite popular."

"Oh, I would think so," said More, looking around with appar-
ent approval, "travel and meeting others and seeing other places is
one of the essential ingredients of a good education, of a full life, of
the growing of wisdom in the brain - it is quite essential for one to
not only understand that there are other ways of thinking and of
doing things, but actually experiencing them, and rise above the
parochial notion that one's own little box is the way it is every-
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where. It's a bit of a different scale with these flying machines cov-
ering distances in a few hours that might take months or even years
in earlier times, but the principle is still the same - going where you
have not gone before to where they do things differently, to see
how the people live there, and how they have arranged their lives
and communities."

"Very much so," I answered, " - as long as you learn from the
experience, of course! There is nothing quite the same for opening
the mind as being exposed to new ideas and seeing how people
live in other places, and how they do things differently.... "

"I say! There's my bag -" and he gestured and thumped the
black rubber of the revolving carrier with his cane.

I looked where he pointed, and reached over and plucked a
large, dark green carpetbag with a faded sort of floral pattern from
the carousel. The well worn brocade had gold trim and a polished
wooden grip, and although it bulged at the seams a bit did not
weigh a great deal.

I looked to More, "Only one, or are there others?" I asked.
"Just the one, Bigelow, just the one - travelling light is a habit,

you never know how far you're going to have to cart the stuff by
yourself, and at my age that's not far..."

"Good then!" I replied, "Let us be off, then, shall we? I don't
want to rush you at all, but we might as well get you settled, and
continue our talk as we can, eh?"

He nodded, then again took my arm as I led him through the
door and the connecting covered walkway (there were more hours
with rain or snow than without during the course of a year on our
lovely little Island here, or so it often seemed) to the nearby airport
GRIS-RT platform - the Green Island Rapid Transit rail line, which
we had constructed the last few years and now, although not com-
plete, connected the handful of major points from one end of the
small island to the other. As we emerged into the open area of the
platform the sun was breaking through and showing us one of those
lovely Island summer late mornings that contributed so heavily to
the former tourist advertising of the place. The dark clouds of a
squall that had passed just before More's plane arrived were racing
off like noisy exuberant children to the north with their gusty winds,
with a lingering small breeze keeping the temperature pleasant,
even though temperatures all around the world, including here,
had been rising rather alarmingly the last few years - and global
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warming was something of a serious concern for an island with
considerable major habitation within a meter or two of sea level.

"Well, a train should be along shortly," I said as we settled our-
selves on one of the benches that ran along the center of the plat-
form in two back-to-back rows, "either a regular from the east part
of the Island or a special to-and-fro City Commuter that are sent
specially when a plane arrives."

"Oh, no hurry, no hurry," he said, making himself comfortable
with his cane between his spread legs and hands resting atop, "No
hurry at all! Why, in my time we'd be flagging a coach-and-four or
something similar, and trying to avoid soiling our shoes - usually a
hopeless endeavor! This seems much more civilised altogether -
quite unbelievable, actually," he finished, turning to look back over
the terminal where still another commuter jet was floating in over
the runway just before touchdown - our new Green Isle experi-
ment had certainly picked up the international tourist trade the
last couple of years, with many serious tourists coming from all
over the world to study what we had done in only a few short
years, and how we had managed to do it.

 "I say! What's that thing?!!" More suddenly exclaimed, point-
ing off to the west where a rather large zeppelin had just come into
sight from where it had been hidden from our view behind the
ATC tower, angling down for a docking at the airport, coming in
crosswise to the main runway to keep out of the flight path of the
jets. It was something of an impressive sight, being a good hun-
dred-plus meters long and twenty-five or so in diameter, painted a
rather ostentatious red with large green and black lettering to make
sure any aircraft in the vicinity would not would miss it. There was
a large GIZ logo on the side and a passenger basket hanging un-
derneath, where we could see faces lining the windows.

"Ah," I said, smiling with some pleasure as I answered, "That
is a Great Green Blimp, as it has become popularly known. We
have a few, and they’re an experiment we are conducting in sort-of
mass transit using alternatives to carbon-based fuels, which are be-
coming somewhat scarce on the planet, and are also causing all
kinds of environmental problems. Our Athenia scientists have de-
veloped a hydrogen-based gas that is essentially non-explosive,
which was the primary argument against these great airships in
earlier years when there were a couple of spectacular explosions,
and also of course now we have efficient electric motors with bat-
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teries that can be recharged at every stop - nowhere is too far away
on Green Island. For a small island we thought this mode of travel
might be a good alternative, although how they would fare in larger
population areas with greater distances and more air traffic is still
something of an open question. We just try different things, to see
what works and what doesn't.

"Our experimental models carry 50-100 or so passengers com-
fortably, and a good chunk of cargo as well, and we can run one of
these zeppelins for a month on the fuel it takes one jet aircraft to fly
for an hour. Green is our name, and Green is our motto, a very
important one in the modern world. And it’s a much more pleas-
ant experience for the passengers, also, than the cramped spaces
and many problems with airports people must deal with in the
planes.”

"My, my," said More with a smile, "I really do hope we get a
chance to go for a ride on one of those someday! The big plane was
certainly interesting, but not that comfortable as you say, and you
can't see much from the height they travel at - this low-flying, lei-
surely speed thing looks much more interesting."

"Well, we don't have really a firm schedule for you, and I will
see if we can arrange that. It is quite popular just as a tourist thing
now, and since we don't have many of them in service just yet get-
ting a reservation sometimes takes a few days, but we can prob-
ably manage something before you leave. I've only been up a cou-
ple of times myself, and it is a memorable sort of experience - none
of the great noise of jet engines, and g-forces on takeoff - more like
a sailing ship, with the silent wind pushing you around."

"Heh heh," smiled More again, poking me lightly in the arm,
"it's plain to see you haven't done much sailing, my friend - the
wind can be very much not silent at times in the English Channel!"

"Haha!" I laughed along with him, "Oh, yes, of course, we're
no stranger to a good wind here on Green Island, I assure you! -
but just in general, my friend, just in general - it's nice to have a
peaceful skysail sometimes at a lower sort of altitude rather than
inside the metal body of the big jets with their constant noise. Speak-
ing of  - you have just completed a trip in a matter of hours which
would have taken weeks or months in your day. Have you any
thoughts on it all?"

"Thoughts on it all?" he repeated, looking first at me and then
off into the distance, over the golden fields of yellow daisies and
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other early summer wildflowers mixed in with potato and early
corn and hay and other crops, and green hedgerows, and herds of
grazing cows, down to the blue Northumberland Strait just visible
in the distance, leaning forward over his cane and nodding his head
for several seconds; "Thoughts on it all? Well, I suppose I must ad-
mit that I never thought for a minute that my little works of satire
and fantasy would be remembered so long after my own time -
they were, after all, written simply to try to knock some sense into
the fossils of my own day! - and, I guess, to show the people of my
time as well, those whose minds seemed to be enclosed in the con-
strictive box constructed for them by the leaders of the day, that
other worlds, and better ways of doing things, were at least con-
ceivable. And I've always believed, you know, that if we can con-
ceive it, why, maybe we can do it! - and actually, of course, the
converse of that is that if we cannot conceive of something, then we
surely have no hope of doing it!"

He looked over to me and, with a little grin and wink and
chuckle that I would soon recognize as habitual, said, "I suppose
that's not what you mean, however, eh? You wonder what I think
of all this -" gesturing with a broad sweep of his arm to the airport
to our side and the rail track in front, "- and my own presence too,
after a rather abrupt parting from my previous existence here, a
certain parting of the ideas and the physical representation heh heh!
Passing strange, I'll give you! Passing strange indeed! But then when
you've spent your life in the company of philosophers and their
thoughts, and writing of unworldly affairs, and in service to God
(although I'll allow I had a lot of questions about all that towards
the end, and have - ah - changed my views on the entire thing some-
what since), I guess by the time you reach my age, if you've spent
your time thinking rather than killing your brain cells in one of the
many available ways this world has of doing so, you realise that all
things are possible, and a few short years on this small planet do
not encompass more than but a small portion of the wonders of the
universe. So - strange indeed, and wondrous - but I must confess,
you know, my thoughts in general are much the same as they were
yesterday, or last week or times long before - at times indeed on
the metaphysics certainly, but then more often than not on rather
more mundane things, you see, the tiny but irritating ache in my
shinbone or the hunger pangs in my belly - or even - “ and he turned
to me with a grin and a wink again, gesturing with his chin to where
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a rather lovely young summer island lady was passing by - “to the
pleasures I once knew but alas know no longer!"

I laughed aloud with St. Thomas More as he finished speak-
ing, and again felt that I was going to enjoy our week together, or
however long it turned out to be.

He wasn't quite finished, as he looked up at the zeppelin, from
which some mooring lines were being thrown - "I read somewhere
recently a thought from someone, something like 'Right now, you
occupy a point where three lines reach across the expanse of time
and space and intersect only there, and that you and only you pos-
sess...' - rather simple, but then often the most profound things are
the simplest - the beating of a heart, the opening of the eyes and
brain in the morning, the spiritual pleasure we feel at the sight of
something beautiful - ahhh.... "

His voice drifted silent as he settled his frame a little more com-
fortably into the platform bench, a few seconds later reaching idly
for a newspaper that some earlier traveller had left in the slot at the
end of the bench, designed to hold the paper and make it available
for a fellow traveller rather than blowing all over the place with
our frequent winds. As More pulled the paper open and glanced
over the front page, I checked my watch, and looked up and down
the train tracks for a sign of our ride.

To my right, the GRIS-RT line stretched off into the distance,
eventually passing near Greenways, the farm where I lived with
my wife Brittany Forrest, whose property it actually was, and on to
Souris, some 60 miles away at the northeast end of the crescent-
shaped island. To my left, the track began a long slow turn into
Charlottetown, historically and still the capital city of the Island,
only 4 miles or so away, passing through Athenia University about
halfway from here to the city center (city in the Island sense of 'the
biggest place here', rather than the metropolis sense of great num-
bers of people - the whole island still had under 150,000 residents,
with perhaps 25,000 of them in the greater Charlottetown area, and
most of the rest in or around small hamlets and villages of no more
than a few hundred). As I looked, the red and black engine of an
Airport Express Special appeared from behind a small woodlot,
and the crowd of passengers along the platform from the recent
flight arrival around us began to gather along the trackside, lug-
gage in hand.

I looked over to More, and he was frowning in concentration
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as he looked over the paper. I leaned over to see the nameplate,
and saw it to be the 'Prince Edward Island Colonial' - the paper, as
it had always been, of the old Island gentry; among many other
things, they were not willingly accepting the new name of the prov-
ince, regardless of the overwhelming popular approval of the
changes that had been made over the last few years - popular ap-
proval again being something that had never been much of a factor
in the decisions of the gentry here, there or anywhere else for that
matter. I could well imagine the tenor if not the exact details of
what More was reading. He looked up at me even as the thought
crossed my mind.

With the frown still on his face, he spoke.
"I say, old chap," he queried, in a neutral sort of voice, "can this

be you that they're referring to in here?"
I smiled with rather grim humour back at him.
"Oh, I expect so," I replied; "The Colonial and I aren't exactly

the best of friends these days. I don't believe I've seen today's issue
yet - I was tied up with some meetings early this morning before
coming to meet you - what is it they're saying now?"

More looked at me with his mouth turned slightly down, and
shifted ever so slightly away from me on the bench.

"Hhrrmpphh," he snorted, looking from me to the paper he
held, then frowning somewhat, and rolling his eyes up so they
peered at me over his round spectacles. He finally looked back down
to the paper he held and read.

“ 'Bigelow Vows End To Democracy' reads the headline here,"
More began, looking up over his spectacles once again with his lips
slightly pursed, up to me to see if I was listening, or perhaps to
gauge my reaction. I smiled and nodded to him.

"Yes, I've heard this sort of thing before," I said; "Please do
continue....."

“ 'In a speech yesterday on the steps of the Prince Edward Is-
land legislature,' " More read on, " 'Stephen Bigelow, the revolu-
tionary Marxist communist with alleged terrorist ties...' “

“Ha ha ha haaa.....,” I couldn’t help myself, I laughed out loud
- the writers of the Colonial rarely ceased to amuse me with their
lack of imagination, the repetitive use of their somewhat limited
supply of derogatory adjectives. More frowned a bit as he stopped
reading at my interruption; “No no, please go on,” I said, control-
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ling my mirth, “we can talk about it all later. “
“Hmmmmph,” snorted More again, turning back to the pa-

per, “.....  whose small band of followers has taken over the True
Island government these last few years, by means widely suspected
to be illegal and currently under court challenge, vowed once again
that he will put an end to the rights of all Island citizens to own
their own land....

“In a speech as full of anti-democratic propaganda as anything
this writer ever wishes to be subjected to again, Mr. Bigelow also
promised that many other Island traditions would once and for all
be thrust into the trash can of history - our schools, churches, legal
system, the market-driven economy that has proven to be the source
of prosperity we have enjoyed for many years - these and much
else would go the way of the dinosaur should he and his ‘com-
rades’ continue to have their way.

“It is no secret that the staff of the Colonial, along with many
other highly respected citizens of Prince Edward Island, are very
much opposed to these measures, which will effectively bring an
end to a way of life cherished by all of us for, it is not an exaggera-
tion to say, hundreds of years. Please see the special supplement in
this issue of the Colonial for a full exposition of Mr. Bigelow and
his 'comrades', and in-depth explanations from our leading citi-
zens as to why his proposals in next week's so-called 'People's Ref-
erendum' must be soundly defeated if we are to return to our cher-
ished way of life, and put Mr. Bigelow and his kind to pasture once
and for all!'"

As More finished reading and looked up for my reaction, eyes
wide and challenging, the Airport Express glided into the station.
The electrically-powered motors were relatively quiet, and the
whooshing of the air brakes was the loudest thing about it. As the
large doors slid back, a dozen or so passengers stepped down, and
the crowd from the recent arrival gathered around and started to
board. There were lots of spaces on the four full-size cars, however
- our computer people coordinating such things had a very good
command of arrival times and passenger numbers and how many
would want the train and how many had other arrangements, and
could predict quite accurately the number of seats needed for new
arrivals to be seated comfortably with no crowding; here on Green
Island, people comfort and convenience was our priority, rather
than maxing profit for some investors somewhere by squeezing
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the max possible number of bodies into the minimum possible space,
screw the comfort factor. Don't get me started.

I looked at More, who was regarding me still with a slight
frown, obviously waiting for a response, and rose to my feet.

"Please, Thomas, if I may, I can assure you that the picture is
nowhere near as bleak as the Colonial likes to paint it," I said, smil-
ing; "Quite the opposite, as a matter of fact - as with all modern
mainstream media, as I think you will learn here, of which the Co-
lonial is the charter Island member, the truth has never been a par-
ticular consideration in what they print, their underlying goals be-
ing somewhat different and considerably darker than the simple
dissemination of news for we the people. But one of the reasons I
have invited you here is so that you can have a good look around
and judge the situation for yourself. Please," I finished, reaching a
hand to help him to his feet, "withhold your judgement for a few
days until you have seen for yourself what we are doing, and talked
to others and read other points of view, which you will have full
freedom to pursue, I assure you. And now we really should board
the train..."

"Yes, yes, of course, Bigelow," replied More, pausing with the
frown for only a further second before making a decision, and fold-
ing the paper and sticking it in a large side pocket as he leaned
forward to get to his feet, taking my offered hand to pull himself
up, "I really should not let myself be unduly influenced by a few
comments in the press. Lord knows I've had my share of
slanderously unfair, untrue and biased comments directed at me!
And what I have seen so far of you certainly has not led me to
thinking you are a bad person - and I've already commented on
my first impressions of this Green Island, which certainly seems a
fine place - I suppose it remains to be seen whether in spite of you,
as they imply here, or because of you, as were my first impressions
when I learned of this place..."

We walked the few steps over to the train, where most of the
others had already boarded. I waved him up the steps ahead of
me, and, with his bag in hand, followed him into the car. We easily
found a couple of empty seats, and I heaved More's bag into the
luggage rack overhead before settling down in a seat across from
him.

"So what is our schedule, then?" he began as I sat, looking over
at me; "I hope there is not a lot on for today, as I am rather tired



  27Chapter 2: More arrives

after the journey, and would like to get settled in first?"
"Yes, I had thought that you might like a quiet first day," I

answered, "and we are in no great hurry, so I had just planned to
take you to your accommodation at the university, and show you
around there a bit along the way. The real look at our little experi-
ment here will get under way tomorrow, when we are off to a lovely
little seaside town called Georgetown for a visit, and then another
nearby called Montague."

"Georgetown and Montague!" he said, smiling, "You capture
my imagination already! I look forward to it."

The train began to pull away from the airport station with just
the slightest of jolts as the electric motors engaged, and More turned
his attention outside the window, watching with interest the out-
skirts of Charlottetown rolling by as we slowly made our way in
from the airport - the old, well-treed Sherwood Cemetery, various
building and construction businesses, the Community Garden for
city apartment dwellers who liked to dig in the dirt a bit, a large
shopping mall with its parking lot only showing a few cars - a dy-
ing breed, both the malls and cars, at least on Green Island, with
our support for both public transportation as much as possible, and
also small businesses, and the increased understanding of people
that large malls and box stores and brand-name franchises owned
by investors thousands of miles away were not good for local peo-
ple or local economics.

"Ah - this seems to be a lovely spot," More said after a few
minutes, turning to me with a smile. We were just entering the uni-
versity grounds, and I nodded with pleasure at his approval.

"It is indeed," I replied; "Some of us are very proud of what
we've accomplished the last few years - it's always been quite beau-
tiful here, of course, but we have, I think, added to it considerably,
by turning back some of the less pleasant aspects of modern indus-
trial society."

The GRIS-RT tracks passed through a hedgerow of spruce and
wild apple trees, which separated the shopping mall property from
the university grounds. Just inside the hedgerow, a low, rectangu-
lar reddish sandstone monument - the bedrock of the Island - had
imprinted the name of the university - ATHENIA. As always, the
sight of it brought back a host of memories, generally pleasant, as
when one recollects the lengthy struggles leading to an achieved
goal.
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The grounds of Athenia - the former University of Prince
Edward Island, with considerable changes - now covered several
hundred acres, a natural outgrowth of our central philosophy that
a civilized community depends upon a fully educated and engaged
citizenry, and the tools for providing this must be a priority, from
the days of primary education to the other end of the spectrum,
where educated minds were given the freedom to pursue what-
ever knowledge they wished. The well-kept lawns which sur-
rounded the buildings and walkways were liberally shaded by a
wide variety of native trees, and a small pond nestled in the valley.
More noted the many students working on the grounds, cutting
grass, painting some older buildings, doing the general upkeep
work that was constantly required in such a large institution, being
engaged in their community and lives in a practical way. Where
we now entered the grounds was the newer section of Athenia, all
built within the preceding few years. The centerpiece of this sec-
tion was the College of Social Economics, a four-story, semi-circu-
lar building made of Island sandstone, set partially into the valley
slope and fronting on the pond. Its appearance was based some-
what on the classical Greek style as a testament to our past, but
adapted very much to our local conditions and situation and ideas,
with red sandstone and dark hardwood giving it a distinctive Is-
land appearance. Its many classrooms and halls were well lit and
open, yet there was a sturdiness about it which foretold and re-
flected both the long Island winters and the stability of its ideas.

As the train slowed for the central Athenia stop, we had a
minute or so to watch as the CSE slowly passed alongside the train.
There were many people around the pleasantly landscaped
grounds, sitting in small groups or strolling along the pond or pur-
posefully striding between buildings, taking advantage of the pleas-
ant sunny summer weather, one of the things in perennially short
supply on Green Island. On the far side of the campus off to our
right was University Avenue, the main road connecting
Charlottetown to the western part of the Island, with a few auto-
mobiles passing, although traffic had much diminished everywhere
since the inception of the GRIS-RT and the embracing of a good,
reliable public transit system by the ecologically-conscious citizens
of Green Island. A few seconds later the train slid gently to a stop,
and the doors hissed open. Over the PA system a soft, pleasant
androgynous voice announced, "Athenia Station; Athenia; the time
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is eleven twenty-two AM; Athenia Station; this train will leave in
two minutes; next stop will be Hillsborough, and then
Charlottetown Centre. Don't do anything I wouldn't do. Have a
nice day."

I saw More look from the side of his eyes at the last comment,
and grinned. We tried to be reliable but not too serious about things
on Green Island while making sure things like the GRIS-RT ran on
schedule - serious was for bureaucrazies and capitalist beancounters
out to max profit and keep people's noses to grindstones of one
sort or another, and we felt that although there were times when
precision and due care and concern were necessary, life in general
was, as Mr Vonnegut said, for farting around and enjoying your-
self. As long as you didn't hurt anyone and the necessary wheels
kept turning, we were fine with that outlook. Most people who
want others to be serious about things have ulterior motives - such
as increasing their bank accounts. Most Green Islanders, these days,
after finding that one could actually be free and prosperous and
happy without being chained to a capitalist assembly line of one
sort or another, didn't do very well on that score. And didn't much
care. Oddly enough, the less we concentrated on making money
for others, the more wealth and prosperity we had for ourselves.

More saw my grin and grinned back, in the spirit of things. It
was, after all, a new society with new ways of doing things.

I stood and reached to the overhead shelf and pulled down
More's bag, then held out my free hand once again to assist my
guest from his seat. "Well, here we are - your home for the next
little while - I think you'll enjoy it here."

"Already!" He grunted as he pulled himself upright, and bal-
anced with his stick. "Too many hours, too many days and months,
in a cold and wet prison cell," he said, looking at me with a rueful
smile, "Now these old bones are a little stiff and goutish. Still, it
doesn't stop me - just slows me down a mite! Onward, then, Bigelow,
I'll be right behind you!"

The few others who had been disembarking at Athenia had
already left the car, so there was no-one to jostle us as we made our
way down the shallow steps from the train to the station. Hardly a
station, actually, more of a shelter where travellers could wait for
the train out of the frequent summer rain or winter snow. A station
was hardly needed - the wide doors at the back through which I
led More opened into the main hall of Athenia Central - gathered
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under the one large roof were such things as the bookstore and
news stand, the main campus dining hall, bread-and-basics mar-
ket, drug store and health centre - the campus was small enough to
make this practical, with no place being more than a leisurely ten-
minute walk from where we stood. Tables were scattered through-
out the central hall where people could meet for coffee and conver-
sation, or bring their food to eat, or just sit and read or relax a bit.
At either end of the concourse wide doors opened into the campus
proper, with smaller doors here and there leading to the sheltered
walkways which connected the major Athenia centres with pro-
tected paths for stormy days - we had made many strides in im-
proving life for the people of Green Island, but doing something to
shorten the winters or induce a Camelotian rain regime was not
yet achievable.

We stepped to the side as More gently held me back while he
had a look around at the many students and others going about
their business of shopping or meeting friends or studying or chang-
ing classes or the many things students get up to.

"My, my," he said, "So many people, so young and healthy, so
alive and happy looking! It looks like a very good place!"

I grinned back at him; "We certainly like to think so - true learn-
ing, and searching for knowledge, is certainly one of the most re-
warding human activities - and a lot of fun as well, and we encour-
age it all as much as we can!" I answered; "Shall we carry on to
your home away from home then?"

"Yes, of course," he replied, "only ..." I looked over at him, won-
dering at the hesitation in his voice.

"Is there something you'd like?" I asked; "Are you feeling ok?
Do you need to use the washroom? Would you like a drink ...?"

"Well," he said, "Do you suppose we could sit for a minute at
one of these tables here? It is so full of life - I would just like to take
it in for a minute."

"Why, of course we can," I replied, "That is what we're here
for, after all! We won't be able to dally for long, I'm afraid, as I said
I do have some things I have to do today, but we can certainly stop
for a few minutes, perhaps enjoy a cup of the very good coffee one
of the shops here has."

I led him over to an empty table near the middle of the hall,
where he lowered himself somewhat carefully into one of the chairs.
As he settled himself, after inquiring as to his preference, I went
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over to a nearby beverage bar and got us both a cup of hot, fresh
Island FTA (FairTradeAid) coffee. As I set the cups down on the
table upon my return, More was in the act of waving over a young
student, who was soon standing beside him.

"Good morning," she said, looking at the old gentleman with a
smile, "Is there something you'd like, Sir?"

I reached into my shirt pocket and pulled out a pack of GIButts,
sitting back and lighting one to have with my coffee while More
spoke to the young lady - I didn't smoke a lot, but there were times
one went well with a coffee during the day, or a cold beer in the
evening. I found the new local tobacco to be quite enjoyable, and
the cigarettes were free of most of the harmful additives of com-
mercial brands. The smoke spiralled upwards, caught in the venti-
lation system any public room where smoking was allowed was
required to have to placate the small but vocal anti-smoking crowd.

"Yes," he said, looking from her to me, "There is, dear, there is.
First I'd like to know your name, and then I'd like to hear what you
think of young Bigelow here and the article I just read from this
morning's paper calling him all sorts of nasty things."

His comments took me a little by surprise, although he gave a
smile and nod towards me as he spoke to the young woman, show-
ing, I took it, that he was not being unfriendly, as he pulled the
paper from his pocket and showed it to the girl, whose name, she
soon informed us, was Sharon. As she looked from the paper to
me, and recognised me, her eyes widened a bit.

"Oh!" she exclaimed, "It is you, Mr. Bigelow! I - I -"
She seemed a bit flustered, but I smiled at her in a friendly

way, encouraging her.
She looked at me, then spoke to More. "Well, Mr. - ah -"
"More is my name, Thomas More," More said to her, realising

what she was looking for; "Call me Tom, if you like - I don't believe
in too much formality."

She frowned, as if she'd heard his name before, when he men-
tioned it, but she quickly carried on.

"Well, Mr. More, or Tom," she said, "yes, I saw that story this
morning too,  and it's the same sort of bullsh - that is, ah, garbage -
they've been saying about Mr. Bigelow for years. You shouldn't
believe a word of what they say! Why, if it wasn't for Mr. Bigelow
and the people around him, Prince Edward Island would still be
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the backwater of Canada and North America, whose main indus-
try was unemployment and poverty, with a government of pup-
pets whose main interest was kowtowing to the powerful and get-
ting itself reelected! Why, just look around you! Without Mr.
Bigelow, there'd be no Athenia, no GRIS-RT, no dream, I know I'd
be waitressing somewhere as there was no way our family could
afford university for me with the huge tuition fees there used to be
and related expenses ...."

As Sharon spoke, looking over towards me occasionally from
the sides of her eyes, I could feel my face flushing a bit. It wasn't
long before I held up my hands and interrupted.

"That's all very nice of you to say," I finally said quietly, al-
though with a small smile to thank her for her compliment, as
Sharon stopped speaking, looking at me as students tend to look at
a senior lecturers everywhere, even in the free halls of Athenia,
"but there are an awful lot more people than me involved with all
of this, and don't forget that in the end, really, we only do what the
entire populace of the province has discussed at length, and agreed
on and supported. We .."

"Oh, I'm so very sorry to interrupt, Mr Bigelow, but I have to
be going!" said Sharon, rising from her seat while looking at her
wristwatch, "I have a class in five minutes and I'm leading the dis-
cussion on 'Economies in Transition' and Mr. Leslie is a bit cranky
if we're late. But here, Mr. More, or Tom," she finished, as she scrab-
bled through her collection of books and papers and finally found
and pulled out a newspaper of her own, "I think you should talk to
a few more people, and read some of this before you make any
judgements about Mr. Bigelow based on that Colonial crap. This is
the real Green Island newspaper, and is much more indicative of
how the majority of people feel around here, I tell you for sure. It's
been so nice meeting you too, Mr. Bigelow - and I'm very much
looking forward to your seminar next semester!"

So saying, she set the paper on the table, and, with a final smile
to both of us, turned and half-trotted to the side of the hall and
scampered up the stairs, evidently to one of the lecture rooms on
the second level. As More looked down in front of him, I saw that
Sharon had left this morning's copy of the 'Island Voice', the Is-
land's other major daily newspaper - which had been originally
funded by the government (but was now entirely self-sufficient) to
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give space to the many interests and voices - a majority, really -
which were not represented by the major newspaper chains in the
country, one of which owned the Colonial. (Such things as the Voice
used to be called 'alternative' newspapers, but here they were main-
stream - it was the likes of the Colonial and the other Canadian
mainstream dailies that were still available that were now recog-
nized as the real 'alternatives', speaking for a privileged minority
as they did).

More picked up the 'Voice', and examined the front page
thoughtfully over his spectacles. I had had a quick look at the head-
lines when Sharon laid it on the table, and they seemed to deal
primarily with the upcoming referendum, which was a topic of
considerable discussion at this time. The 'Colonial' and the 'Voice'
were very different papers, in philosophy, style and content which,
in my opinion at least, was good for everyone. The people of our
community got strong arguments on each side of the controversies
of the day, which, along with the many internet options for sharing
opinions, gave them most of the information they required to make
decisions on the issues they encountered in their lives. They also
got differing coverage of the 'news' of the country and world, and
with differing emphasis. And they also, after determining what
was actually factual after a lot of checking around, and comparing
what they read on the internet and the Island Voice with what was
available in the mainstream Canadian media, got some fairly rel-
evant, practical lessons on the presence and use of propaganda and
such things in modern society - a necessary lesson if people any-
where are to get out of the Box.

More finished his quick scan, and put the paper in his pocket
with the copy of the 'Colonial' he already carried there.

"So sorry, Bigelow," he said, looking over to me, "Quite rude of
me to read while you're sitting there. Just curious, though - I'll be
certain to read both of these papers carefully when I have a little
free time - I presume they will be pertinent to our discussions
throughout the coming days. Quite a nice young lady, I say - she
seemed to have quite a different view of you and your work than
the 'Colonial', hmmm?"

"Well, yes, of course," I replied, following his glance to where
Sharon was just going through some doors at the far end of the
second level concourse; "The Colonial for years was the main pa-
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per of the Island, you see, and it was run essentially by the ruling
classes - oh, yes, I know, it's not supposed to be a 'class' society, but
the facts indicated otherwise, as I'm sure you are aware. In any
event, the 'Colonial'  had - and has - a certain world view which it
supports, and I and the present government do not fit that
worldview, so it is quite outraged and has been trying for years to
undermine us - and when they can't find anything truthful to use
against us, they simply lie a lot, as they always have. Frankly, in a
way I'm glad it is doing this - it keeps us honest and on our toes
and also, as more and more people understand what it is doing, it
helps them to understand how much their lives have been shaped
by the propaganda of earlier times, and how important it is to be
very, very careful in what things you believe."

"Yes, but I think back to my own days also, I have often won-
dered - should a paper be allowed to publish what are often gross
exaggerations bordering on outright lies?"

"Yes, I think so - freedom of speech has to be one of the para-
mount freedoms in any truly democratic society, and with an edu-
cated citizenry, obvious nonsense or lies will do more damage to
the reputation of those who propagate them than to those they are
attempting to discredit through such things. There is the obvious
necessity, of course, of a competing paper or media outlet which
publishes, with the same frequency and coverage, the opposing
point of view, at least when facts rather than opinions are at issue,
by which means the citizens are challenged to think for themselves,
and to sort among the various things offered, talk with their
neighbors, evaluate actions as well as words, and eventually come
to their own conclusions. It is a sad but true fact that for many
years this has not been the case in most of the western world, as
most of the major media have been controlled by a very few peo-
ple, and instead of fostering any sort of dialogue of competing ideas
have been lecturing from a common pulpit.

“Since about 1990, however, a rather strong alternative media
became available through something called the internet, and has
contributed quite significantly to our accomplishments here on
Green Island through educating the people. And actually, here on
Green Island, what used to be an 'alternative' media is pretty much
what people consider mainstream now, and vice versa. I think a
well-educated people can distinguish for themselves which point
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of view holds more credibility, when there are competing stories
provided by different outlets. The real danger, I think, is when there
is only one point of view constantly placed before the public, and a
certain course of action pushed on people based on that point of
view, as was the case when the 'Colonial' was the only paper here -
and Colonial clones are still the norm now in most of Canada, for
instance, owned by the wealthy and pushing the point of view de-
sired by the wealthy.

“I think that you're going to find our people here on Green
Island are now very well educated in almost every way about our
world and society - and a great deal of that education has come
from the media, which on Green Island play just such a role, as
opposed to the largely propagandistic role they have been playing
in most so-called western democracies the last few decades, and
doing their best to stop people from thinking rather than encour-
aging it. However, Thomas," I finished, with a bit of a rueful smile,
looking up at the large clock on the north wall of the hall, "Although
I usually can talk for hours about such things, as many of my friends
will probably tell you!, I am afraid I do not have the time for a long
talk now, much as I am looking forward to many of them in the
near future. I have promised my wife I will meet her this afternoon
about some urgent business, and the appointed time is quickly ap-
proaching. I would like to get you settled in without a big rush, so
perhaps we could be on our way?"

"Oh, certainly," More replied, lifting his cup and drinking the
last of his coffee, "Quite a delicious coffee! I did not mean to detain
you, but I am the kind of person who likes to take action as re-
quired, and I did want to get a second opinion on the piece I read
in the 'Colonial' at the earliest possible time to have some remedy
to unpleasant thoughts forcing their way through my brain - and
that has been accomplished! With the added bonus of the sound
and sight of a lovely young woman to speak to! It has altogether
been an auspicious and pleasant beginning to my visit to your new
society here, and I am content - and  yours to command, Bigelow!"
he finished, rising from his chair.

I was smiling once again with him as I crushed out my ciga-
rette in the ashtray on the table, then rose and picked up his bag
from beside the chair.

I suppose we made an odd couple as we strolled down the hall
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- the short, aged More with black gnarly walking stick and tricorner,
with his hand grasping the arm of a tall, slim younger man, chat-
ting and laughing companionably together as we slowly passed
the length of the hall and exited the doors into the bright noonday
sunlight of Athenia of Green Isle. But perhaps not so much - we
were surrounded by visiting Athenia students from all over the
world, with a wide array of styles and human forms, every one of
them doing what they could to make their lives and communities
better places, all in a spirit of joy and sharing.

As we stepped through the large glass doors, More stopped at
the edge of the walkway of colored brick, looking down the tunnel
below the overhanging branches of maple and beech and oak, and
took a deep breath.

"Ah, such beautiful, clean, fresh air, such a lovely setting, and
such lovely people around," he sighed with a tired smile; "One could
indeed believe one was entering Utopia!"

But even as he spoke a cloud passed over the sun and a cool
breeze shivered us both. Little did either of us suspect that some
very un-utopian things were about to come our way.
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We must be the change we wish to see in the world.
- Ghandi

====================

Curse not the darkness - light a candle.
- old Chinese proverb

====================

A small, well not actually small, more of a medium size, girl
tossed in her sleep. The night was dark, the hour late, the moon
dim behind high clouds flowing along in the cold jetstream winds
like thoughts whirling around in a dusty old bottle. A somewhat
milder breeze from the nearby bay caused the branches of the big
old maple outside the window of the small but much loved bed-
room of the girl to scratch at the windows a bit; this happened of-
ten, usually she slept through such small disturbances without even
being aware of them, tonight she was restless. In a dream she heard
a barking dog in the distance, a familiar barking dog, but in her
dream she did not recognize the animal, only that the barking was
angry, warning, one, two, three times, and then stopped, suddenly.
She almost woke then, eyelids fluttering, but was too close to the

... making the earth say beans instead of
grass — this was my daily work.
- Henry
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deep REM sleep and not close enough to the end of the dream, and
soon she was deep asleep again, flying in the dark like a disincor-
porated angel spirit searching for the dog somewhere in a black
night in a place she did not know, because she knew the dog was
her friend and if the dog was trying to warn her of trouble she
must go to it. It was all confused as dreams are, but there was also
a message swirling around somewhere in the air of the dark night
and she sensed it was an important message if she could only get
to it.

And soon another sound came ever so dimly into her dreams,
the scraping sound of an old window no longer well-fitted being
slowly lifted. Another familiar sound, but at a wrong time, causing
her to turn once and then back again in her small bed. Some sec-
onds after the first window sound there was a muffled sort of thud-
ding sound, and the sound of another voice, a human voice this
time, a somewhat uncontrolled but whispered exclamatory angry
grunting sound like a frustrated stupid animal might make, a pig
trying to get to some food and finding the way blocked or some-
thing, and this time the girl did wake up, her eyes snapping open,
turning immediately as they always did to the one place there might
be a source of dim light from a moon or from one of the yard lights
that were usually on all night to get her bearings.

But there was something blocking the window, a shape, the
shape moved as she looked and then stopped, she saw it was a
human shape, and then it moved again, covering the short distance
from the window to her bed in two quick silent steps, evidently
seeing the reflection of the yard light in her open eyes as she saw
the same reflection in the eyes of the figure as it looked towards her
shape in the bed. She had time to take a quick deep breath to scream
for her mother, but not time to let the scream out before a heavy
black-gloved hand covered her mouth. The hand held a cloth with
a funny, sweetish sort of smell, a very strong smell, and it was no
more than a few short seconds before the girl's eyes blinked rap-
idly a few times, then closed once again and she dreamed no more
and knew no more.

====================

“Otro mundo es possible.”
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====================
We have all become an artificial product of corporately 'ad-

ministrated' modern life.
- Joe Bageant

====================

But I could have told you Vincent
this world was never meant for one
as beautiful as you.
- Don MacLean

====================

 Either we take democracy into our own hands, or others will
take democracy from us.

- Bill Moyers

====================

NEWS RELEASE: March 21 20XX

NUNS (Nordic Union News Service) - The long-awaited event
finally arrived today, as Norway, Sweden, Finland, Denmark,
Lapland, Greenland, Iceland and, somewhat unexpectedly, Scot-
land and the Outer Hebrides, formally announced their economic
and political union. The various states will still retain considerable
autonomy, but a Nordic Parliament has also been established,
through which they will act on many matters in cooperation and
speak with one voice at World Councils.

"There are two primary objectives here," said Ms Aleth Groland,
Swedish Prime Minister and first Interim President of the new un-
ion, "First, we were unhappy with many of the newer economic
objectives of the EU, which seemed to be going in the same direc-
tion as the US and Canada, countries like that under the primary
influence of American capitalists, using rather invalid (if I might be
polite) economic excuses to take power away from the people and
making business profits the official purpose of government, with
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many added detrimental effects on the security and wellbeing of
the citizens overall. Here in these countries of northern Europe we
feel, have always felt, quite differently. Here we believe that our
governments should be of the 'one citizen one vote' kind, rather
than the capitalist system of one million dollars one vote.

“We believe that the wellbeing of the majority of the citizens
who do the actual work to create and maintain our society and
produce its wealth should be paramount over the business inter-
ests of the few who have been lucky enough to amass wealth in our
society, wealth which in many places gives them power far beyond
their natural single democratic vote. Also, we were and are all very
unhappy about the so-called 'war on terrorism' that has been propa-
gated by many countries these last few years, led of course by the
United States and Great Britain, and bringing far more terror to the
world than it has ever stopped. These people seem to feel that they
can fight whatever terrorism there is in the world by brute force,
while many others, us included, feel that such a course just increases
violence and instability in the world, which may be of considerable
benefit for the US and British arms industries, and others, but not
so good for the majority of average citizens of the world who only
suffer when people whose minds could barely conceive of a spear
are given modern weapons of mass destruction such as AK-47s
and planeloads of bombs and turned loose on people who desire
only peace.

“Here in the NU, we feel that the roots of terrorism lie in pov-
erty and disempowerment and power struggles among those who
would be kings, and eradicating these scourges from the planet is
the proper path to take."

Ms Groland had much more to say, particularly about the es-
tablishment of a small but ultra-modern NU Viking Peace Force
and the beginning of a serious war on global climate change and
those most responsible, and war on unnecessary wars - see our full
report tomorrow.

====================

.. .In the early ages of the world ... there were no kings; the
consequence of which was, there were no wars...

- Thomas Paine (Common Sense)
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====================

A society of sheep must in time beget a government of wolves.
- Bertrand de Juvenal

====================

If a man does not keep pace with his companions, perhaps it is
because he hears a different drummer. Let him step to the music
which he hears, however measured or far away.

- Henry David Thoreau

====================

(from OGWA-SE-GETP-EPCTP 2,0XX-06-22-GMT-03:02:01++:
Witness Umbala-Shivea-*&?>)%%%%;)(<):):)
To BigPussTopDog of the Galactic Development Council (translated

from LinguaGalacticaOne to local idiomatic vernacular):

Look, you guys, I know about the non-intervention policy and
all that crappola, but I really think you should check this out - the
proto-humanoids have put up a pretty good fight here on this planet
in the face of some pretty serious resistance - there’s a lot of good
souls here, but the retro-reptilian strain seems to be on the verge of
wiping them out (along with everything else, of course). We’re run-
ning out of planets, you know, at least in this part of this universe,
and I know there’s been quite a bit of controversy in SOME circles
at least over some of the other races we’ve let perish because they
couldn’t overcome this universal evolutionary conundrum of hav-
ing a consciousness built on the pure survival proto-human-reptile
instinct-based CNS that pretty much invariably precedes it as a nec-
essary evolutionary step out of the mire etc. But these guys are
SOOOOO close, and if you really want to add to the number of
'sentient' races in this galaxy, as you keep saying you do, I think
just a SMALL intervention might not be out of place here, regula-
tions or laws notwithstanding - ya gotta remember, we wrote em
we can change em, eh?

I really do recommend it - the bad ones here are really bad, no
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argument, par for the course in these situations, and we sure as hell
don’t want them running around intergalactically trying to do to
everyone else what they do to one another here. Howsomever, I
think, speaking honestly, part of my reason for recommending this
intervention is that this is surely one of the most beautiful planets
we have found, even after a millennium of attack by some of these
lesser-developed inhabitants, and the psychotic reptilians in their
usual completely out-of-control, no-thought-for-the-future way are
probably going to destroy it completely with their more modern
tools of exploitation and simple destruction if we do not intervene
- and the good ones, it seems to this observer, seem to have the
potential to be really good, which is also part of the classic pattern,
as you know, such a fine line between the Dark and the Light, the
cusp in situations like this always seems to be like a spinning coin
on a table, we can never tell which way it will fall.

We’ve lost races like this before when the GDC dicked around
until the decision was made for them by the race in question, or at
least the craziest individuals thereof, who managed to unleash some
sort of planet-destroying holocaust, which some of the reptilian-
brain-dominated rulers here appear to be capable of and close to
doing rather than relinquish control to the democratic movements
that are becoming ever more widespread and demanding, and I
really think we ought to at least give the good ones here, who have
fought so long and well, a chance to get on to the next stage and see
what they can do - we can always let them go later if we have to, if
the reptilian influence proves too strong.

I await your instructions -
Shivea
(*Office of the Galactic Waveband Archive (OGWA),

Sol+Earth+GETP (Galactic Era Time Period) LTR (Local Time Reckon-
ing) 2,0-something (SolSavingTime)

====================

Men occasionally stumble across the truth. But most of them
pick themselves up and hurry off as if nothing had happened.

- Winston Churchill

====================
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As the Brits say, `Here come the Americans, all gear and no
brains.'

====================

Every violation of truth is not only a sort of suicide in the liar,
but is a stab at the health of human society.

 - RW Emerson

====================

The problem with corporate officialdom is that it leaves peo-
ple in the hands of men who make no music and have no dreams.

- Russell Baker

====================

DIVORCE  JUDGEMENT

SUPREME COURT

PROVINCE OF Prince Edward Island, CANADA

BETWEEN : Brittany S. Black (nee Forrest) (Applicant)
AND : Joseph C. Black (Respondent)

Delivered from the hand of Justice Arthur X. X. Campbell

Dated this 14th of August, 19XX

The Court finds as follows:

1. The contestants were legally married in Toronto on March
21 1989

2. For several years they appeared to have had a happy, even
ideal, marriage, with the Defendant working as a lawyer with the
firm of Black, MoreBlack and Geezushowblackcanyouget, a lead-
ing law firm in Ontario with branches throughout Canada and
closely aligned with large firms in other countries, notably the
Beelzebub et Fils Satanic Law Franchise of the USA, and quickly,
through exceptional natural talent, rising to the position of Partner
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in that firm, and the Applicant forgoing a promising career in Sci-
ence Journalism to bear and raise children and be a Society Wife.

3. Although the Defendant denied it, this court finds the evi-
dence compelling that he began a sexual affair with a junior lawyer
in one of his firm's subsidiary offices here in Prince Edward Island,
and carried on that affair for several years, thus creating an Irrec-
oncilable Difference between himself and the Applicant, once she
learned of this betrayal and the Defendant's disinclination even then
to end his extramarital affair. There were various other allegations
of marital problems, but nothing conclusively proven on either side.

4. Issue from the union was one child, a girl. The court finds
that given the apparent lack of contrition concerning his infidelity
of the husband, the Defendant in this hearing, the child will be
awarded to the sole custody of the mother, the Applicant, with cer-
tain visiting rights to the Defendant as set out in Annex 89,612 of
this document.

 5. Considering the relative situations financially of the Con-
testants in this matter, and considering that the Applicant willingly
sacrificed several of the most productive working years of her life
to raising the child and maintaining the home of the Defendant,
and considering the Supplications of both parties, the court hereby
awards the main residence of the couple in Toronto to the Defend-
ant, Joseph Black, and the summer residence of the couple, known
as Greenways, located in the province of Prince Edward Island,
Canada, as described more precisely in Annex 5,456 to the Appli-
cant, Brittany Forrest. All other properties of the contestants to be
divided as per the previously agreed upon Separation Agreement,
Annex 11,312 to this document. Child support payments shall be
addressed following submissions from the counsels, and less the
usual outrageous take excuse me standard commissions of the rep-
resenting council.

Dated this 14th day of August 19XX, Charlottetown, Canada

====================

Charlottetown Colonial - We cover the Island forever like a good
mulch, and help the potato heads thrive and keep out them damned weeds
of truth... (on the mast one fine day after a small but fine clandestine
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Scopalomine-plus-grass-plus JD experience of a group of summer
students, all editions immediately recalled, editor immediately fired,
Homeland Computer Security immediately contacted, multiple
high-five's and whoops and various other celebratory antics at a
certain university chem lab with instant fame in certain circles and
much encrypted email traffic about recipes...)

====================

Human beings, who are almost unique in having the ability to
learn from the experience of others, are also remarkable for their
apparent disinclination to do so.

- Douglas Adams

====================

June 21 2xxx - New Island Government - maybe...
Dateline Charlottetown

Future uncertain - possible TERRORIST connections to new gov-
ernment....

Islanders this morning wake up not sure who their next gov-
ernment will be. For the first time in the history of the Island, no
clear winner has been selected by the voters, with the Liberals and
PCs both receiving 7 seats, the NDP 5, and the so-called "Independ-
ent" candidates being elected in 10 ridings. There was widespread
speculation last night that the Independents and NDP would form
a coalition, but developments overnight make that eventuality less
certain. ‘We’re still looking into our options at the moment,’ Lib-
eral Party spokesperson Clarity Bell said in an interview, ‘but it
would seem that with less than 50% of Island voters supporting
these Independents, they have no clear mandate to form a govern-
ment, and, as you know, between the Liberals and Conservatives
we have over 50% of the vote, so we are considering what arrange-
ments might be made to give Islanders the government they voted
for. There are also a number of irregularities we are looking into
concerning the election, even possible Terrorist Connections we have
just learned about, questionable financial deposits and so on, but I
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don’t want to comment further on that now.’
The Colonial was unable to contact Mr Stephen Bigelow, the

acting leader of the Independents, for comment, but Loftusmusmus
Garrullouspuspus, a Political Science Professor at UPEI, said that
the allegations of ‘terrorist connections” were just too ludicrous to
comment on, and also that it was more than a little hypocritical for
the Liberals or Conservatives to be complaining that the Independ-
ents and NDP did not have 50% of the vote, since majority-of-seats
governments with less than a majority of the votes were quite a
common result of First Past the Post (FPTP) elections, as are held in
Canada - indeed, very few majority governments in the country
have ever received a plurality of the votes, according to
Garrullouspuspus.

“Even though we have been trying to get the governments here
to institute a more fair Proportional Representation system for years
now, they have always resisted, and one of their main arguments
has always been the security of a strong majority government, even
lacking a plurality of votes - so it is a bit hypocritical, to say the
least, to hear them complaining as they are now. They have had
plenty of time, both parties, in power, to change the system, and
have always chosen not to, as long as it was working in their favor.
However, they should be relieved - it was, as you will recall, one of
the main campaign promises of all of the Independents, and the
NDP as well, to institute a new electoral system based on PR, so in
the future the Liberals and Conservatives both will be treated more
fairly - indeed, it is their own strategists and policy makers they
ought to be complaining to, for if they had of gotten off their behinds
at any time in the last 20 years and rewritten the electoral laws as
they were repeatedly asked to, they would not now be in this posi-
tion. But as we so often see, those most anxious to throw blame
around rarely look where they ought to look first - in a mirror.
hoho.”

The strange, very unexpected results can be explained to some
extent by voter dissatisfaction with the Liberals, with recent spend-
ing irregularities exposed involving several overseas 'meetings', and
the rather large salary, benefits and pension increase they gave
themselves last year (while, as usual, telling the provincial employ-
ees there was "just no money" for small raises they had been ex-
pecting which had been cancelled). Several other issues appeared
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to be making for many unhappy voters, such as the cancellation of
the dental pre-school program, which angered many; the recent
shameful exhibition of 'pass-the-buck'-ism of both major parties
concerning the collapse of the Northumberland Strait lobster fish-
ery left a bad taste in the mouths of many voters as well, and an
assortment of lesser issues could be mentioned as well, all of which
were contributing to considerable voter unhappiness at this point
in time.

Pre-writ polls indicated that the voters were mainly upset at
the idea that the Liberals were performing inferior work but award-
ing themselves superior pay and hefty raises for that incompetence
and malfeasance - and by the election of a new PC leader only a
few months ago, Stanley Newconrightwingwacko, whose some-
what conservative ideas concerning privatized health care and cut-
ting taxes for the wealthy and UI for the unemployed, seem to have
spooked some of the traditional PC support they might normally
have expected as people looked around for a change of govern-
ment - most Islanders are rather attached to both the healthcare
system and unemployment insurance, both of which policies Mr.
Newconrightwingwacko referred to as unnecessary drains on the
public purse and encouraging a 'culture of dependency', and pro-
grams the Island simply could not afford, in this era of increased
shareholder activism and obscene bank profits - “And, as we all
know,” he said on one CBC interview, “you’d have to be crazy to
get the banks mad at you hahahaha!” - well, Mr.
Newconrightwingwacko, perhaps it’s not such a great idea, in ret-
rospect, to get Islanders mad at you either. Hahahaha.

Mr. Newconrightwingwacko, who is not a native Islander but
comes from Ontario or some place in Upper Canada and whose
last job was with the Constant Republican Alliance Party (frequently
referred to by the less polite as the 'CRAP-pers'), was last seen pack-
ing his bags - rumours of financial irregularities have surfaced
around his name also during the last couple of days, and he appar-
ently has little desire to remain in PEI after having been rather
soundly defeated (along with Liberal George
Wevebeenonthetakeforfuckingeversuckershahaha) by Dobie 'Duck-
ling' Swale, the NDP candidate in Charlottetown Central where
they competed with one another.

So the Liberals and Conservatives, splitting the traditional Is-
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land vote fairly evenly, each wound up with some 30% of the vote,
and evidently this left the door open just wide enough for the NDP-
Independents coalition to sneak in, using a tactic never before seen
in Canada - something they called 'strategic voting' - if the NDP
had a strong candidate in a riding, the Independents supported
that candidate rather than running against him or her, and like-
wise, where the Independent candidate was perceived to be strong,
the NDP did not run anyone, but supported and worked for the
Independent. The coalition also used an innovative internet cam-
paign due to a shortage of money, which seems to have been sur-
prisingly effective.

The strategies that defeated the traditional parties did not sit
well with the Liberal or Conservative party strategists, or a number
of influential Island pundits. “Where the hell do they get off play-
ing these kind of 'away' tricks here on our beautiful PEI, I’d like to
know,” wrote Candidate Freddy 'Puffpuffy' MacDonald the day
before the election, “they all ought to be driven to the far side of the
Confederation Bridge and dumped in New Brunswick if they don’t
like the way we do things here - it’s worked great for the last 100
years or whatever, and there’s no place for these newfangled ideas
here, in my opinion. There’s a lot of us out here who think that
kind of stuff is just plain cheating, and we’re looking into legal
ways to see if we can do something about it - I'm sure there's a law
about not running candidates for tricky purposes or something we
can make up, that is to say, find already on the books. I know many
Islanders are as outraged as we are that these CFA losers chose to
take advantage of our great democratic system this way, and we
really think maybe they ought to be disenfrenched or whatever it
was Uncle 'JB' Johnny said - just like the damned French, sorry,
don't publish that, ok?”

Apparently quite a few PEI voters disagreed. Said
Garrullouspuspus in a last word, “I can’t imagine why I haven’t
heard MacDonald complaining like this before, when it is common
for federal governments to get a majority of seats because the par-
ties opposing them split the vote."

It should be an interesting time ahead for all of us.

====================
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PNAC: Project for a New American Century, Washington DC,
founded 1997

"REBUILDING AMERICA'S DEFENSES" – A Summary Blue-
print of the PNAC Plan for U.S. Global Hegemony, September 2,000

- a plan for American hegemony, pinpointing 'problem areas'
of the world and suggesting regime change of unfavourable gov-
ernments so that eventually the whole world will be unified under
the banner of 'American democracy'...

“... The history of the 20th century should have taught us that
it is important to shape circumstances before crises emerge, and to
meet threats before they become dire...." (from PNAC Statement of
Principles).

====================

The men the American people admire most extravagantly are
the most daring liars; the men they detest most violently are those
who try to tell them the truth.

- H.L. Mencken, newspaperman and curmudgeon (1880-1956)

====================

America... just a nation of two hundred million used car sales-
men with all the money we need to buy guns and no qualms about
killing anybody else in the world who tries to make us uncomfort-
able.

- Hunter S. Thompson

====================

Report of the Legislative Committee on a New Electoral Sys-
tem for Prince Edward Island

March 12 1989

(excerpt from Executive Summary)

“..... although many excellent submissions were made on the
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various forms of a voting system known as “proportional repre-
sentation” - indeed, 24 of 27 submissions recommended this - we
in the Committee feel that since such a system is currently in place
in no other province in Canada, or federally, it is not the position of
Prince Edward Island to lead the way with such radical changes to
our traditional ways of doing things, which have served us, we all
believe, admirably well to this point in our history.....”

====================

Yeaaaaaa Democracy hahahahahahahahaha
- RM

====================

He who does not understand history is bound to repeat it.
- Santayana

====================

Crystall’s Journal - XX-YY-ZZ

- well it’s been over a week since I sent the letter to all the lefty
so-called journals in the country, and not a word of reply. Strange
to say the least - scary as hell if I’m right (hahaha what a terrible
pun! - another reason to get all these guys behind bars, to regain
control of our language.. this framing shit has to stop sometime)

April 1 199x

TO: The Editor, Island Rebel Rousers Emag - Island Voice of
the Left! - but not left behind!!

CC: Charlottetown Colonial, various
FROM: Crystall Central (or Christine on Thursdays hahaha -

not to mention Cathy - oh, when I feel a certain way, you know...)
SUBJ: Fifth column in Cdn left?!?!?

To Good Canadian Rubbles, Island Rebel Rousers - and any-
one else who says they speak for, or provide a forum for,
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'progressives' in Canada (that is to say, those whose allegiance lies
somewhere besides the 'PC'-Lib Bay St tweedledee-dum corporate
governments we have been living under for the last 20 years in this
country):

Well, we've recently had ANOTHER disastrous election in
Canada (as defined by renewed 'mandate' for corporate govern-
ment with the support of maybe 25% of Canadians...) - that's at
least 7 in the last 20 years just federally since this country really
started on the skids - and what are you all doing, what are you
recommending, to try and improve our chances in the next elec-
tion, which is going to be coming up fairly quickly given the mi-
nority government, probably within a year, almost certainly no more
than two?

Diddly squat, as far as I can see - which makes me question
your actual commitment to change in this country, which is NOT
going to happen spontaneously like some act of god or because the
Bay St Boys wake up some morning after a Scrooge experience of
some sort, realise the error of their ways and give us our country
back. We the People will get control of our country when we TAKE
control of it - and we will not EVER do so by sitting around be-
tween elections twiddling our thumbs or whatever and hoping for
something better the next time by doing the same stuff we did last
year, and the election before that, and the election before that, etc
and etc. (I hardly need point out that is one workable definition of
'being out of touch with reality' to put it politely - continually do-
ing the same thing while hoping for a different outcome...)

If I was a fifth columnist of some sort in Canada, working for
Tom da Qizling and the CCCE and the bankers etc, what you folks
are doing is about exactly what I would want done - don't actually
suppress anything - the mainstream media is tightly controlled,
but in a 'democracy' we must not be seen actively shutting people
up - so give the people who are unhappy about things, who have
some understanding of what is going on, a few places to bitch to
one another on the net (this is also quite helpful in identifying those
the corps-bankers et al need to be most worried about, in case
roundup day ever comes as well), but make sure they don't organ-
ise in any way that might actually threaten us in the next election.
Nobody even TALKS about organising effectively in Canada - for
some reason one night I had the dream of a metaphor of a bunch of
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bad guys that we want to get rid of living on the moon - and through
various wiles they've got us all talking about the best kind of sub-
marine to build - or whether or not we even need a submarine - if
we just wish and hope hard enough, the bad guys will go away -
and look at this interesting article on bad guys on Pluto dear - what
a bunch of crazy conspiracy theorists they all are - nono, our only
hope is to continue supporting the Do Nothing Party, as we always
do! hahahaha - I'd be a great fifth columnist! And oddly enough, I
have written several letters like this over the years to various ‘pro-
gressive’ mags - and they won’t publish the letters. Man, if I was a
conspiracy theorist there’d be some pretty fertile ground around
here hahaha.

Well, I have much else to say, but I know that even progressives
quail at the sight of more than a page of writing from someone not
carrying the Officially Recognized PCer Card Who Must Be Read!!,
so I shall leave now, and continue later, although more complete
writings can always be found on Cathy.Cum (oh you silly misprint!)
- but for those who do read, and are truly interested in change -
well, cum sorry (but that too if you like, it's better by far than shoot-
ing people or taking valiyumyums) come to the Green Island dis-
cussion board, where we are talking about putting some plans into
action here, rather than talk talk talk and complain complain com-
plain, which is what most of you there in the big UC seem to prefer
doing.

Crystall-cum-Cherry-somedays-cum-Cathy too (ooo you’re bad
Sweetie!!)

====================

Not doing harm to others,
Not bowing down to the ignoble,
Not abandoning the path of virtue –
These are small points, but of great
Importance.
- Nagarjuna

====================

Traditionally, the only consequential difference between our

50
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two parties has been that one was in power while the other shiv-
ered in the cold.

- Richard Gwyn

====================

My dear old friend Diogenes,
It has been such a Pleasure to get to know you these last few

years that have Winged by so quickly. I have enjoyed our Noctur-
nal Conversations greatly - we both seem attached to Unattainable
Dreams! I fear that is why I write, actually, I am once again em-
barking upon the Sisyphean road, having accepting the Editorship
of a small Journal in a land in the midst of yet another Revolution!
It promises to be Interesting - for perhaps the first time in history,
this revolution was accomplished without turning to Arms or hav-
ing to Massacre the current nobility and hordes of peasants - at
least yet. We must wait and see whether this new course is more
Fruitful in the long run - certainly the Newly Dispossessed are not
going quietly into their own good night, but Plotting and Schem-
ing frantically to Reacquire their former Fiefdoms according to all
appearances - hardly unexpected, of course. But I shall be lending
my trusty Feathered Sword to the fray, and hopefully my Words
will help equal the Combat a bit - the pen can be mightier than the
sword, as we well know - but then, one must never forget as well
that one Brutal Sword can silence many Bright Pens, as we have
also seen, far too many times. It is too soon to tell who will Prevail
here, my old Friend, but I shall certainly do my Damnedest, yet
once again!, to help lift our Species to that Elevated Place I have
always felt we belong, where truly Common Sense and the Rights
of us All guide our Lives. And the Reptile Brains shall equally con-
tinue their determined battle to drag us all back to the Fetid Black
Swamp, brainless and ugly and fearful, eat and be eaten, where
their particular skills allow them dominance over those far more
deserving of what we consider a fit Human life.

My ship leaves this evening, the Great Expectations, or some
such thing, borrowing a phrase from that Dickens fellow whom it
is rumored may be visiting this new land as well, and I shall be
crossing some great Metaphorical Strait, and perhaps through some
other Universal Discontinuities as well, as those Science Aficiona-
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dos call such things, although but a few of our own nautical miles,
to begin my new adventure. Do feel Free to come for a visit if you
like - you and that Lamp you have been Shining around in the
Dark for so long might have a use here, you might even find what
you've been looking for - everything I have found about these folks
seems to suggest they have a lot of your, or our!, kind of people.
Who knows - maybe both our Quests will find an Answer here!

Well - I see my coach has arrived to Whisk me away to the
Docks, and hence I must be Off! - wish me well, my friend!

Yours, a lover of Truth wandering in the Darkness to another!
Paine

====================

Two things are infinite: the universe and human stupidity...
and I'm not sure about the universe.

- Albert Einstein

====================



Chapter 4

Return to Walden

55

T
he GRIS-RT station and University Central Hall were situated
more or less in the center of Athenia's campus; as More and I
came out of Athenia Central the campus spread around and

before us, with the College for Social Economics (CSE) visible behind
us back towards the airport and the original university grounds ahead,
through which lay our destination on this day. I loved the old cam-
pus, having done an undergraduate degree  in Biology here myself,
followed by a Doctor of Veterinarian Medicine four years later. Some-
what to my regret, I had never actually practiced as a vet, as through
a combination of circumstances, or the serendipity of the times and
my life, I had decided that fighting to save our province, and our coun-
try and world if that does not sound too pretentious, was a more im-
portant path for me to follow when I finished my studies. It had been
a difficult decision, and I still had copies of the James Herriot books
not far away from my bedside where I wondered some nights as I fell
asleep with pictures of his many amusing encounters with eccentric
farmers and animals if I had missed a life as eventful and interesting
and fulfilling as his. But then I had been quite instrumental in the Green
Island of today, which was not a bad life nor legacy either, and fulfill-
ing. And one not finished, not by any means.

"I'll just give you a very brief tour of the area on the way to your
rooms, to help you get your bearings," I said to More as we stood for a
moment in front of the big hall; "There's a map and several books on
the city and campus and history and your computer and things wait-
ing for you in your room to help you get oriented, but it's a nice day to

If you have built castles in the air, your work

need not be lost; that is where they should be.

Now put the foundations under them.

- Henry David Thoreau
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take the long way there.”
(I noticed his eyebrows rise a notch when I said 'computer', but

he didn’t say anything, and I thought I would save any explanations
for later.)

As we began walking, I gave a bit of a running commentary.
"What you see ahead of you are the grounds of the old University

of Prince Edward Island, which was formed during the late 1960s,
over 40 years ago - hardly the history of Oxford, but then PEI was still
the land of the Mic'maq when Oxford was turning out Newtons! At
that time it amalgamated two older institutions, St. Dunstan's Univer-
sity and the Prince of Wales College, both of which dated from the
mid-to-later 1800s, and you can still see many of the old buildings
from that time, although somewhat refurbished - Dalton, over there,
Steele ...."

I pointed various things out to More as we paused for a moment
under the great old birch tree in front of the central admin building,
and we shared a brief tale or two about our undergraduate days at
university - we were both struck by how similar some of our memo-
ries as undergrads were, although the periods we spoke of were al-
most 500 years apart in time. Some things, as they say, never change.

We left the main square and wandered past the large vet college,
and on across the GRIS-RT tracks into the newer section of Athenia
which, with the CSE, were the main additions we had made over the
last few years physically, along with some fairly major philosophical
changes - MBAs were no longer offered at Athenia. Directly in front of
us a short ways ahead was a pond, maybe a dozen acres in size with a
couple of small islands in it connected to the 'mainland' by little stone-
arch bridges, surrounded by paths and small greens and marshy ar-
eas and copses of trees, many of the trees with small information
plaques to identify them and tell a bit about them.

In the recent couple of decades before Green Island, claiming fi-
nancial distress and keeping up with the times, the old UPEI had aban-
doned much of its liberal arts calling and become a glorified business
school, but now it had become refocused and with the return of the
liberal arts so central to a decent education and the banning of MBAs
to schools in other places which valued such things, and in addition
the biology and natural history programs were very central to the new
direction of the entire university. On the other side of the pond, fronting
on Mt. Edward Road and the eastern boundary of the campus, was a
large building, built somewhat in the shape of a large, thick, squat
mushroom, with an upper structure sticking out of the top that could,
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if desired, from certain directions in a certain kind of light and with a
certain openness of mind, be taken for a hookah-smoking caterpillar,
especially when the solar panels were not dealing with the cold or
overcast, and one of the boilers was fired up and smoke curling from
the chimney. The design had outraged some of the Island’s more con-
servative members and had been expunged from the original plans
by one such committee, but the new Green Island government was
disinclined to let ancient taboos, reflective of the control of citizens by
a paternalistic elite which we were disengaging ourselves from slowly,
influence our new outlook and the caterpillar stayed, one of the early
'We the Citizen' decisions pushing back against 'Sit and do as you’re
told as you always have!!'. Our Green Island Hookah was now quite
famous all over the world, actually, as any grisoogle-search revealed,
and a popular visiting place, not only for the design but for the envi-
ronmental displays and activities and research findings that were a
central part of its purpose, and the openness of thought and ideas
which it represented.

"This is one of our pride and joys," I said to More, stopping for a
moment to let him take it all in, and pointing out a couple of things for
him before directing his attention to the Hookah, as the building was
often referred to. "It was just opened last year - the Earth Sciences and
Environmental Center - ESEC for short. Our planet is in pretty serious
shape these days - human carelessness and greed and, really, simple
stupidity, over the last hundred years or so have caused a great deal
of damage to the air, the water, the oceans, the great forests that once
covered large areas of land, and so on - we've been destroying things
for much longer, of course, but only recently has the scale become so
all-encompassing that the planet's natural defences and resilience can't
keep up with us. Although our little Island here didn't get ravaged as
badly as many other places with major industries, we've still suffered
our share of damage also, with the loss of original forests, serious de-
pletion of ocean fish stocks, river siltation, loss of topsoil, pollution of
the groundwater, general degradation of the land we live on, and in-
coming ocean and air pollution from other sources. The ESEC was
established to conduct research into our own problems here on Green
Island, and also world problems, since everything operates in a holis-
tic sense on the planet, all things being interconnected. I am not exag-
gerating when I say our small university is conducting a lot of research
on the leading edge of anything done today - such research, I am sure
you appreciate, is more a function of attitude than anything else, and
with cutting edge funding and priorities, we have managed to attract
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some of the world’s leading people in environmental, holistic research,
and cutting edge thinking in general, and the fact that we do not put
everything we do through the 'how much direct profits will this pro-
vide for the ruling capitalist class we have no use for anything else'
filter makes a big difference in how we set our priorities. It is also a
teaching center, of course - thus the pond and other things. Our stu-
dents first learn about holistic ecosystem functioning, and how to con-
duct research on both macro and micro levels, here - since water is the
source of life, and the life of a pond is endlessly fascinating in its own
right, we feel it is a good place to start. You can’t see it from here, but
we also have a facility which fronts on the pond underground for quite
a large area, making it accessible year-round, in the frozen months as
well..."

As I began to get carried away with my enthusiasm, for I truly
loved the ESEC, I could see More looking up at me out of the corner of
his eye with his white eyebrows slightly raised. I stopped speaking
and gave a little laugh.

"Sorry," I said, grinning ruefully, "but I do tend to still get excited
whenever I see this place - must have something to do with my wife,
Brittany - it's her dreamchild, and I've taken on a lot of her enthusiasm
over the last quite a few years as we helped it grow from talks over
late night scotches even before the revolution to what you see in front
of you, through many changes and problems. And of course I am a
biologist in another life as well, and have always been fascinated by
the wonders inherent in living things and systems. But whether or not
you are a lover of nature, I'm sure you'll enjoy walking around it in
the evening - you'll be staying almost beside it."

"Will I indeed?" replied More, with interest in his voice, "Excel-
lent! In my younger days I was something of a city man, but as I grew
older I found the natural world to be of considerably greater inter-
est..."

"Well, you should find lots to interest you here," I said; "Shall we
go on, then?"

We moved off along the packed gravel path which was the main
thoroughfare around the pond. A small flock of  mallards, black ducks,
and teals swam and dove near the shore, black webbed feet waving in
the air as they poked and splashed around the shallows. The air on
this beautiful Island morning in this beautiful amalgamation of hu-
man and natural spaces was spiced with the varied sounds of birdsong,
some sweet, some raucous, some soft, some penetrating - finches and
martins and robins and sparrows and canaries and crows cawwwing
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from the treetops, a few chattering squirrels joining in at times, scold-
ing and complaining about something as they do, the hum of flying
insects passing by occasionally adding to the chorus. As we strolled
along the pond edge snippets of conversation reached our ears from
small groups of students and teachers examining the intricacies of the
apparently simple pond, or just using it as a pleasant place in which to
conduct their studies -

"...but why should it matter to the bluejay, Miss Seng Tzu, if the
tiny algae gets poisoned or mutated by pesticide in the groundwater
...?"

"...so you see, the very business of living requires dying as a final
act, to make room for someone else, and something else - that is not to
say, however ..."

or again -
"...but the words of a true poet are eternal - they have new mean-

ings for each generation that reads them anew ..."
or from behind some bushes as we happened past -
“Bobby! not now!! Geez! Think of something else for a change!

This paper for Ms Forrest is due tomorrow, and she just kicks people
out of the class who don't do their work - and ...” some giggles ....

I could see that More was taking it all in with interest, a small
chuckle at the last comment, turning towards the impassioned voice
of a young man, or reaching out to a chattering squirrel, and laughing
in delight as the tiny creature almost let More touch him, then scamp-
ered up to a higher branch to turn and chatter down some more at us
as we walked on.

As we rounded the corner of the pond, soft guitar chords could
be heard, a not uncommon sound in a campus filled with young peo-
ple in the nice weather, accompanied by words we could not yet make
out, and on the path a few yards ahead I could see the person for
whom I had been watching sitting on a bench and looking out over
the water. He was a sort of curious looking fellow - late middle age,
wearing a loose white shirt and baggy dark trousers, with a long dark
coat draped over the bench beside him, large pockets bulging, some
folded papers sticking out of one of them. His footwear was long black
laced boots, which were now casually lying beside the bench - his faded
red woolen stockings were quite worn, and had several holes, some
darned and some showing patches of pinkish flesh. He had a book in
one hand, closed at the moment with a finger inserted to mark his
place, and an open notebook with pencil resting on his knee. Shaggy
black hair sprinkled with white, hooked nose and bushy long sideburns
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framing a wide mouth with somewhat sunken cheeks, and deep black
eyes gave his face a memorable cast.

Between him and the pond, sitting on the grass with one leg
stretched out in front of him, was a youngish looking man, long blond
hair flowing from under a well-used, dusty white baseball cap, strum-
ming an equally dusty and faded, but good-sounding, sunburst gui-
tar which rested on his knee, and singing. As we approached, he turned
to the man on the bench, smiling, and they sang out together, the older
man's deep baritone a bit hesitant but strangely compelling under the
younger man's tenor -

“Wa wa wa wa, waltzing with bears! Shaggy bears, raggy bears,
baggy bears too! There’s nothing on earth, Uncle Walter won’t doooooo
-  So he can go waltzing, wa-wa-wa-waltzing, So he can go waltzing -
waltzing with bears!”

- and they finished, the young man with a guitar flourish and the
man on the bench with a burst of happy laughter, sharing a joyous
moment. As his laughter died down, he followed the gaze of the young
man, and turned and saw us approaching.

More and I had paused as the two figures finished their singing,
smiling along with them, sharing the happiness they were spreading
around, and as the last sounds of the final guitar chord faded in the
afternoon air we approached.

"Henry!" I said to the figure on the bench, "Hello! How goes the
writing?"

He pushed his long, knobbly fingers through his hair and turned
to face us, the grin still on his face.

"Why, Bigelow!" he said, rising slowly to his considerable height,
"I was beginning to wonder if you'd gotten yourself lost somewhere -
but no problem, as I have enjoyed the morning here, and been well
entertained otherwise, somewhat unexpectedly, as you can see!” - and
he waved to the figure on the grass, who struggled just a bit as he got
to his feet - struggled, I say, because as he rose we could see he had a
silver knee-brace on one leg, the kind I hadn’t seen for years, when a
child a few years older than me in my village had been stricken with
polio. But it didn’t seem to slow him down much, and he stood with
the guitar held in one hand by the neck with the end resting on the
ground, and swiping his cap from his head with the other hand, trans-
ferring it to a couple of the fingers holding the neck of the guitar and
sticking out his hand, at which I reached forward to give a quick shake.

“Howdy! - at your service - songs and laughs and words for a
world gone astray, as they say!” he finished with a flourish and bow,
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taking back his hand.
Henry interrupted, unable to contain himself, “Why, this young

man knows ever so many songs - and songs with wonderful words!
Have you heard, oh what was it, ‘The Blowing Wind’?”- he looked at
the young man -

“Blowin' in the Wind,” he smiled back at Henry.
“...yes, yes, Blowing in the Wind, an amazing song, Bigelow!, so

very reminiscent of the struggles in my time with freeing the slaves
that I took a small part in - and I had thought that by this time that
would have been done! - oh, but I’m sure you know them all, of course,”
he said.

“Well, yes, I probably know a lot of them,” I said, turning from
Henry to the young man, “but I am interested in your singer - I don’t
think we’ve met before?”

He smiled back at me. “Just a singer, man! A travellin man, they
call me Abraham at times, or other stuff at other times - not impor-
tant. Heard about your new university and stuff here and thought I’d
come take a boo, y’know? Pretty great, I think - really cool, the ESEC.
And it’s been really cool meeting ol Henry here - his writing has in-
spired me many times, and now maybe I've returned the favor a bit -
all this karma stuff is so cool!”

He glanced up to where the sun was more or less overhead. “Look,
it’s almost noon already. I promised a friend I’d go visit her - she’s
kinda down. It’s been real great meeting y’all - hope to see you again!”

And so saying, to a chorus of surprised “Good-bye”-s from the
three of us, he was gone, swinging his guitar around to hang some-
what troubadorily by its strap jauntily over one shoulder, his braced
leg arcing a bit to the side on each step. As we watched, he then reached
into one of the many pockets on his worn blue overalls and pulled out
something, smacked it on his leg a couple of times, and brought it up
to his face. The haunting sounds of a harmonica floated back to us on
the wind. I frowned a moment wondering what the harmonica riff
reminded me of, and then I recognized the unique sounds of one of
the first Beatles songs from the 60s, Please Please Me, perhaps, or Love
Me Do?

We stood quietly for a moment, small smiles on our faces - the
young man seemed to have a mesmerising effect. Henry was the first
to speak, after a few seconds.

“Most interesting young man, I say. Oh, the writing, Bigelow, you
asked about the writing? Oh, the writing is as usual - slow and often
ponderous, rather painstaking to get just the intended meaning from
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the brain to the paper sometimes. It is so much easier on the mind to
sit and contemplate the pond and the mysteries around us - or to spend
a few pleasant minutes just listening to songs! - than to organize the
thoughts into coherent fashion and set them to paper. I fear, as al-
ways, each hour of writing in the journal will mean a day or two some-
where down the road trying to sort it all out into some sort of sense.
But that can hardly be of interest to you and your companion. Mr.
More, I presume?" he finished, holding out his hand to my compan-
ion; "Henry Thoreau, at your service."

More looked back at him, and met the bony fingers with his older
ones.

"A pleasure, Mr. Thoreau, a pleasure," he said by way of greet-
ing; "You are, I take it, a writer, then?"

"Oh, not so much a writer, not so much," replied Thoreau, with a
small chuckle, shrugging his thin shoulders as he took back his hand,
"I fear my prose is somewhat dry compared to many. More of a quester
after the mysteries of the human spirit, I suppose, a seeker of the proper
way for a man to spend his years on this very pleasant earth we in-
habit, whether tis more fit to quest for riches of the material world or
riches of the spirit, or the appropriate balance, that sort of thing - I
spend much time on the shores of one little pond or another, or roam-
ing through a forest, and speaking with my fellow humans here, and
reading things that seem to offer some ideas on what it's all about, and
then reflecting on what it all means, and trying to put some ideas into
practice, very much as they seem to be doing here on Green Island -
what is the proper life for a man to live, if you see, based on the expe-
rience of real things?" he finished, dropping his long frame once again
onto the brown wooden slats of the bench. With eye and hand he ges-
tured to More to join him on the bench if he wished. "And what of
yourself? Bigelow here has been somewhat unavailable the last few
days, and has done little more than warn me you were coming. You
are, I gather, the More who wrote the book 'Utopia', concerning the
establishment of an idealistic society in the early sixteenth century?"

More had taken Thoreau's offer and joined him on the bench,
stretching his legs out and watching interestedly as he spoke.

"Yes, that is so," More answered Thoreau, taking off his tricorner
hat and placing it on the grass beside the bench; "I once wrote a book
of that name. I wonder, looking around me today, if someone hasn't
actually accomplished something similar, if this university called
Athenia is anything to judge by on first appearances at any rate! What
I have seen so far seems quite admirable indeed - and some others
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quite wondrous too! Look there - another of those - ??"
I was just setting More's bag down by the bench, and looked up

to see another GRIS-pellin (we had several names for them still, none
having yet become dominant in popular speech) sailing by a few hun-
dred yards south of us, probably on a Charlottetown - Wood Islands
run, where passengers could catch a ferry to the mainland - we were
still having trouble finding places off of Green Island which would
accept the big sailing ships of the sky, but there was a growing de-
mand for them, as citizens who truly wanted sustainable societies
fought with governments which worked for business which wanted
max profits - and zeppelins did not burn huge amounts of aviation
fuel, which was a considerable blow to certain powerful businesses.
They were also considerably more flexible in terms of where they could
land, which made it much more difficult for governments obsessed
with control of citizens' movements to watch, which was also a point
of contention, as on Green Island we preferred the idea of innocent
until proven guilty, but the New Governments of Canada, using the
pretence of 'a terrorist under every bed!!', was slowly but surely train-
ing everyone to the very orwellian philosophy of 'if you have nothing
to hide, you won't mind us watching you all the time will you?'. Nei-
ther More nor Thoreau yet understood how close our little experimental
Utopia was to a much larger version of a Mordorian dystopia. They
weren't long from finding out, however. Unfortunately. But I get ahead
of myself.

The GRIS-pellin was slowly fading in the distance when Thoreau
started with a smile, and turned to More, responding to his last com-
ment.

"Oh, it isn't so bad here, alright," he said, in the quiet voice with
the not-quite-a-smile twitch of a corner of his mouth that was a char-
acteristic of his. He looked up towards me, then back to More. "Bigelow
and his crowd have a few good ideas, from what I’ve seen, but a lot of
others don't agree with them - as is ever the way, it seems, one man's
freedom is an affront to others and so on - a contrary bunch we are, no
doubting it. They're having a bit of a problem this week, I understand,
but I expect he'll be telling you all about that soon enough if he hasn’t
already."

The two on the bench turned to me where I was still standing,
catching a look at my watch.

"Well, I'm certainly glad that you two seem to be hitting it off
alright," I said; "Mr. More, I hope you won't take it amiss, but I'm go-
ing to have to leave you with Henry and get on to my meeting. He's
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agreed to let you share his lodgings for the next few days - I thought
you might be good companions - so he knows where to put you and
the like. And yes, we'll undoubtedly be talking about some things that
are happening this week about our Green Island's future - but for now
I must ask you to forgive me, as I really must be on my way..."

More looked up to where I stood. "Oh, not at all, Bigelow, not at
all," he said smiling, then reached over and patted Thoreau on the
shoulder, "I am quite sure that Mr. Thoreau and I will have no trouble
at all in amusing ourselves - he seems like a man of ideas, as am I, and
that usually indicates any number of hours of interesting conversa-
tions when two such cross paths for the first time. And I am ready to
freshen up quite soon, and perhaps even have a small nap under one
of these trees by the pond if my new friend will indulge me - it looks
most peaceful and inviting! So don't trouble yourself on my account,
oh no, not at all. I leave myself completely in your hands - or Henry's.
And thank you for taking the time to arrange for my visit here, and
meeting me - I am thinking again it will be a most interesting, and
thus enjoyable, time."

"Well, good then," I said, smiling at the two of them, "I'll be off
then. If I don't make it back this evening, I'll be along about nine o'clock
in the morning for our first trip into the country, alright? And thanks
once again, Henry - very much appreciated."

So saying, with a wave I turned my back on the pair and strode
quickly off down the path towards the ESEC where I was to meet Brit-
tany. Even as I left, I could hear Thoreau's deepish voice speaking
behind me:

"So, Mr. More, what do you know of ponds? We call this one
Walden, which is somewhat of a pleasant coincidence, if coincidence
it indeed be, one never knows these days what the great moving hand
is getting up to. Look, let me show you the most amazing and sweet
smelling little flower...", and as I took a brief look back I saw Thoreau
rising from the bench, taking More by the arm to help him up, and
pulling him towards one of the new Green Island short-season hybrid
pear-apple trees that were being developed by some of our biologists
- the delicious fruit was already quite famous, another 'foreign ex-
change' earner for us.

A number of thoughts vied for time in my mind as I quickly paced
around the perimeter of the pond towards the ESEC. As I walked, my
eyes again strayed over the new Center - its beauty and size and func-
tionality were still a source of joy and pride to all of us involved with
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its planning and construction. From the domed greenhouse and sur-
rounding gardens on the south exposure to the atmospheric balloons
tethered to the north, the whole structure was one of the most ad-
vanced on the planet, and already drawing ten times the number of
applicants - for both students and faculty - than we could possibly
accommodate. Most major environmental organisations were look-
ing for office space on the Island and offering research money, as were
a leading few multi-national corporations who were belatedly realis-
ing that they had better start spending some of their huge budgets on
preserving the very source of their wealth - we were having some in-
teresting discussions with some of them, trying to convince them to
change their actual behaviour rather than spending money on PR while
carrying on business as usual behind the scenes.

And if there was one driving force behind it all, it was Brittany.
From the very day - the very memorable day, of joy and disbelief

and celebration and euphoria almost five years ago now - that the
bedraggled group of determined visionaries calling themselves the
Prince Edward Island PEOPLE’S Coalition had taken control of the
Island legislature in an election which saw the traditional parties de-
void of original ideas and rocked by scandal (neither particularly new,
axiomatic really, but both at rather unprecedented heights that one
time), Brittany had had one goal, one dream, one overriding ambition
- the Earth Sciences and Environmental Center. The rest of us could
worry about the economy, the justice system, the hidden worms of
power and corruption, the constitution, women's rights or whatever
we wanted - Brittany had decided that her particular vision was the
ESEC, because the home and the Island and the planet she loved so
very dearly were threatened, and she was going to help, and the ESEC
was the vehicle that would take her - and everyone else - to a better
place.

Case closed.
I had found over the course of years since our marriage that when

Brittany Forrest made her mind up about something, Brittany Forrest
usually prevailed.

As I approached the great entranceway to the Center - in the shape
of a trail into a green woodland, with branches above and a well-lit
clearing beckoning ahead - I could see her standing with two other
people. Still, after all these years, the sight of her sturdy body and
sandy-reddish hair caused a brief tightening of my stomach muscles,
a flutter in my heart, and a quick sense of fulfillment in my mind. An
instinctive desire to use my veterinarian tools to emasculate any male
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who threatened her without benefit of anaesthetic, as I perceived from
the body language the pair who were with her now were doing, flooded
my bloodstream and increased my heart rate, although I had learned
quite thoroughly that Brittany was more than capable of holding her
own with most people.

I increased the pace of my steps, and could hear the cold anger in
Brittany's raised voice as I approached.

"Don't even think of it, Joseph, or the only court you’ll be attend-
ing this week will be at the Pearly Gates - and I don’t imagine for a
second even you are stupid and arrogant enough to suppose that St.
Peter will have any mercy for you!" she was saying to the man in front
of her, whom I recognised as her first husband, Joseph Black.

The sight of Black took me by surprise - I had had no idea he was
back on the Island. He was dressed in his usual impeccable, expensive
fashion, as befitted his profession (slimeball lawyer), grey business
suit with a blue tie, well-fitted over his somewhat paunchy frame. His
dark eyes still had that insolent glare with which he viewed the world;
that a few of his greying hairs were out of place was ample indication
that Brittany was taking her toll on his demeanor. The other person
present was another I would have preferred not to see, although I was
forced to spend more time than I cared to in her presence as we both
met regularly in the chambers of the Island legislature - Daphnid
Hewlett. Hewlett had been the chief lawyer for the previous Island
government, up to her brown page-boy haircut in back-room deal-
ings and local graft and corruption - one simply doesn't join the inner
circles of power in capitalist societies without such connections and
dealings. A formidable opponent in a court of law, however, and one
of the primary movers in the present push of the old parties to regain
power on the Island.

Hewlett was just beginning to speak when I joined the little group.
She barely acknowledged my presence with a glance.

"Listen, Brittany," she spoke in a low, threatening voice, "I'm not
going to stand here any longer listening to this crap. We've made our
final offer, and if you have any idea of what's good for you, you'll
accept it and keep your mouth shut." She turned to her companion.
"Come on, Joseph, we're leaving this fantasy world. We have work to
do."

And she turned on her heel and headed off for the small parking
lot which fronted on Mt. Edward Road at the other side of the ESEC.

Black looked at her, then back to Brittany.
"Wait a minute, Daphnid, please," he called, waving at her rap-
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idly receding back; there was no slowing in the swishing of her stern
blue business dress. He turned to Brittany with anger in his eyes, "You'd
better listen to her, Brittany. I have plans, and I need and will have
Greenways back!"

With this final warning, Gray turned and hurried after Hewlett,
who was just disappearing through the far side of the center. Brittany
watched his retreating back for a few seconds, taking a deep breath.

"Black!" she shouted.
He stopped and looked back at Brittany.
"What do you mean 'back'?" she said, "You never had Greenways

to begin with! When we took over the farm, it was just a run-down
house with a little barn out back, and I don't think you set foot on the
place twice after that! Everything that Greenways is today was built
by me! It's mine, Black, it always has been, and you'll never get it!
Never!"

Black stared at her for a few seconds after she finished speaking,
his mouth in a thin line, then dropped his gaze and turned and hur-
ried after his companion.

Brittany raised her hand, looking at the piece of paper she held in
it, then crumpled and flung it angrily to the dusty cement at her feet.

"Damn!" she said, turning to me at last.
"Hello, Sailor," I said with a small smile, not appropriate in the

circumstances, but I could rarely not smile when seeing her after even
short partings, "long time no see. How about a hug before we get seri-
ous?"

“Oh, Stephen," said Brittany, grinning back a bit I think in spite of
herself, “it’s good to see you."

And she reached her arms out to me. I buried my face in her hair,
and spent a few seconds rubbing her back, feeling her heart and her
breath warm on my neck.

As we slowly detached ourselves, I could tell from the worried
frown on her brow that Brittany was very upset.

"What is it, love?" I asked, taking one hand as she reached and
retrieved the documents she had recently flung to the ground with
the other, and leading her away from the main entranceway of the
Center to a bench under a tree in the lawn around the pond, "It all
sounded pretty serious there, with Hewlett and Black. What's he do-
ing back in town, anyway? I thought he was long gone, and good
riddance! And Greenways...? Surely I didn't hear what I thought I did?"

"Yes, so did I think he was long gone, Big," she said in a moment,
using the nickname she had christened me with the strange and memo-
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rable night we met, "So did I. But I guess the son of a bitch just wasn't
finished causing me grief yet. Why is it that good things take so much
work, and are so fragile, yet evil seems to constantly return and darken
everything with no apparent effort? I just don't understand sometimes."

She paused for a long minute, then looked at me, with just a twinge
of fear mixed with the anger in her eyes and voice, as she spoke so
quietly I had to strain to catch the words; "They want Greenways,
Stephen - and Hewlett says they can get it. The 'offer' she mentioned is
that I pack and leave with what I wish, they'll be happy with the basic
land and physical infrastructure, or I go to court and they go for eve-
rything, including custody of Elizabeth by declaring me mentally un-
balanced for not taking their great offer, and there was some sort of
additional threat coming through that they didn't make clear, some
bogeyman stuff, I don't know. I don't know what they have up their
sleeve, but they sounded pretty confident."

The shock must have been extreme to her, to have her this sub-
dued - Brittany was a fighter from way back, with just a bit of Irish
temper lurking under those red locks, and normally would reach a
point after a certain amount of prodding where she reacted to adver-
sity the way Alexander is said to have reacted to the Gordian knot. If
Black and Hewlett really had a serious plan to take Greenways from
Brittany, however, and her, or our really, now, child, the reaction was
understandable - Greenways was Brittany's life, as much as her daugh-
ter Elizabeth or myself or the ESEC. She had made it her dream over
the last decade, fought for it and built it almost singlehandedly - it
would be as good as taking her life to take Greenways from her now.

"I can't believe it, "I said, taking her hand again where she had
clenched it into a fist on the bench between us, "Your title to Greenways
is rock solid, is it not? There were no restrictions on it when you won
it in the settlement, were there? No conditions or grounds for repeal?
Rock solid ..."

"That's what I thought, too," Brittany said, looking over the pond,
"No, not just what I thought, but the way it was. Judge Campbell was
clear - in return for my years of unpaid contribution to the marriage,
and his career, and my own lost working years Black forced on me,
that the farm at St. Peters was fair compensation. Clear title, no ap-
peal, it was an agreed decision in the end. The title deeds are in my
name. No doubt at all." She paused once again, thinking, then turned
to look at me.

"But Hewlett laid it on the line, Stephen, although you certainly
won’t find it in any written papers. Black has a lot of friends in Ot-
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tawa, and in the Canadian government, and she says he's gotten pow-
erful enough to call in some favors. She says that the Supreme Court
of Canada can overturn a land decision made by a provincial court -
and that Black has been assured that if he reopens his case, and ap-
peals to the Supreme Court of Canada, that they will declare the di-
vorce settlement null and void and turn the property over to him -
and quickly, some sort of ‘expedited’ decision. And apparently he has
done so, and the SCC is going to be hearing the case this very fucking
week when they come to Green Island on the other constitutional case!"

I listened in disbelief.
"That's absurd, Brittany!" I finally managed to say, shocked at

what she had told me.
"Oh, don't think I don't know that," she replied, a little warmly,

"But what would you think? You know Black, and you know Hewlett,
and you know first hand as well as I the kind of corruption that is
possible in the old court system of this place! So as absurd as it may
sound, I do believe that they have come up with something they think
will work - and knowing Hewlett, I have to take it seriously, and do.
She even made some reference to 'being respectful to your soon-to-be
new leader' - and as that very obviously does not mean he's going to
be my husband ever again, they seemed to be talking about leader of
the province - which is equally crazy - I don't know, Big, but they have
something planned, and it's not good news for us!"

"Yes, you're right, of course," I said, sliding closer to her on the
bench, and placing a hand on her knee and squeezing to show I was
with her (one of the strengths of our relationship was that we were
both 'touchy-feelies' - we liked being close, in physical contact, a great
deal of the time; in times of stress we tended to share our problems in
this manner as well). "You're right - they have to be taken seriously.
But I still can't believe there's any real threat to Greenways - you've
had exclusive title to it for what - ten years? The title was uncontested
for that long - what grounds could they possibly raise to take it from
you that any court even pretending to legitimacy could use to justify
it? And without even giving you some sort of warning in advance - I
know we've been going backwards in Canada for a long while now,
but surely they can't call you a terrorist and go after you with a secret
trial???"

"I wouldn't bet the farm on that one - for all you've managed
here, Stephen, you're still pretty naive about at least a few things. Like
too many others. Anyway, let's see," said Brittany, shaking out the
pieces of paper she had retrieved from the dusty sidewalk before we
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sat down; "There should be something here."
She quickly read through the top sheet, and turned back the page

to read the second. I leaned over to read with her, her eyes narrowing
slightly, lips pursing and chin beginning to jut out - sure signs that her
fine mind was taking in what she read and making computer-like con-
nections with the stored information in her brain. As she finished she
raised her head, looking thoughtfully out over the pond with a slightly
desperate look on her face under the anger and fight. Like David may
have felt as he saw Goliath approaching. No shortage of courage, but
-

The gist of it was simple enough, although couched in some puffy
legalese even at this preliminary stage.

The essential contention was that Brittany was not a Canadian
citizen - was, in fact, an illegal alien, and therefore not entitled to hold
property in any Canadian province - should, in fact, in consideration
of her previous false representations concerning her past, and 'rather
significant national security considerations arising from this criminal,
intentional dishonesty and related matters' be deported back to the
country she came from immediately and any property presently held
in her name thus be reverted to its former owners as property acquired
illegally and thus with no legitimacy to any titles thus held, and fur-
ther with suitable compensation as suggested by the Court hearing
the matter to compensate the rightful owner for lost benefits, and vari-
ous other thuses.

I knew a bit about Brittany's past. We didn't have any secrets from
each other, but we had never gone into her past in any great detail, as
her failed marriage and some serious emotional trauma following was
something of a black hole in her life she preferred to leave in the past,
and I had not pushed her on it, thinking she would get to it when she
was ready; I trusted her completely so was content with that, but I
was aware that her father had been one of the so-called 'draft-dodg-
ers' during the American war on Vietnam, and, along with several
thousand like-minded young men, had moved north into Canada
rather than be conscripted into the American army to be sent to that
small country to murder small yellow-skinned people and be involved
in other acts of unspeakable barbarity in the service of one of history's
more barbaric governments.

There had been some sort of general amnesty, I had thought, from
the U.S. government years back - and also, I had thought, some sort of
acceptance by the Canadian government of these refugees - and, of
course, their families. Not according to the Statement of Claim given
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to Brittany by Hewlett, however. But many things had changed in the
years since the beginning of the reactionary rightwing revolution in
the 1970s, and even more since the Americans had arranged the 'war
on terror' to replace the cold war.

According to the allegations of the claim, Brittany had been born
in the United States, had never formally applied for nor been granted
permanent Canadian residency, and therefore, quite simply, was an
illegal alien. As such, of course, essentially her only legal 'right' was to
a 'fair' deportation hearing before they chucked her out of the country
- a deportation 'hearing' conducted before a tribunal of patronage-
appointed officials basically serving the government of the day - not
officially of course, oh no no - but in reality. I wasn't that naive.

I looked over to where Brittany sat, still deep in thought.
"I take it, then, that the charge is true?" I asked, "You never have

become officially a Canadian citizen?"
"Well, yes, I guess it is," she replied, slowly, "I just never thought

to do it. I mean, really, Big, I've been living here for over forty years,
working, paying taxes, Canadian licence and passport and everything!
Can they really do this to me? Now?" She reached over and took the
legal documents from my hand. "Oh, Stephen, I can't believe, after all
the years of fighting, that it will end so - so - ridiculously!"

"I don't know what to say, Brit," I slid over and put an arm around
her shoulder and squeezed, "I do know that Hewlett is a bright lawyer
with the books, and so there must at least be grounds for the case; I
also know that there's still a lot of corruption in the legal system here
that we haven't got cleaned up yet - when Campbell retired last year,
we lost the last really sort-of honest judge, and the rest from before the
election are hanging on like grim death waiting for the return of their
buddies in the legislature, and we just haven't dealt with them as maybe
we should have, since we now use the Citizen's Courts for almost eve-
rything and were waiting for them to just die off from attrition, I guess.
So the guns may well be loaded for one last big shot in their favor, as
we know the Canadian government is going to insist on using the old
courts and not the Citizen's Courts - that will be a given. But that's not
to say we can't prepare a strong defense and maybe think of some
other things we can do in a Green Island sense - and there's no way
they're going to get it without a fight, you know that!"

"Yes - and I'm married to a true blue Canadian citizen now," she
smiled at me with those eyes I still liked to get lost in even after all
these years, "So that will muddy the waters for them too. I guess we'd
just better not get lost in maybes, and I'll go down and see MacGregor
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or someone this afternoon, eh?"
"Yes, MacGregor would probably be good," I answered, "or that

Indian guy, Zhistin, who's been working with Paine, if he's not too
busy. Whatever, my love, you make the calls and/or visits this after-
noon, and we'll think about it and talk about it tonight, decide what
we're going to do. And by the looks of things - "

- I said, looking down at my watch -
" - we've sort of eaten up the time instead of our lunch, and there's

some people coming to see me this afternoon about some glitch with
the security system on AGORA for the referendum and a couple of
other things that need to be dealt with, so no lunch today. I guess I'll
see you later when we get back to Greenways and feed the cows, eh?"

I rose from the bench, smiling as I finished, and reached out a
hand to her. Life was at times a bitch, as they say, but as long as there
was Brittany and Greenways, I could live it and enjoy it. And if some-
body else wanted to get serious, well, we could do that too.
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T
he great swirling eyes looked with no apparent emotion be
yond a rather mild, coldish curiosity into the room and, from
what I gathered afterwards, into the soul of every person therein

and probably every person in the world watching the proceedings via
the courtroom television.

"So - we are gathered here today, then, to adjudge the situation of
those who would put forth Hope in the world one final time, and also
to hear the rationalisations, the justifications, the explanations if they
have any, of those who would extinguish that light yet again one final
time for their own selfish and short-sighted and pathetically stupid
reasons.

“And to allow, to encourage, to require all humans to examine
their own souls and find an answer as to why they have allowed such
patently undeserving creatures as we see in the Dock of the Accused
at this time become their leaders, their judges, their defenders, their
advocates, who should instead in an intelligent society be mercifully
euthanized at birth so as to erase such gene lines expeditiously with-
out weakening the greater need. Such remnants of earlier evolution-
ary processes are unnecessary in a society based on intelligence rather
than tooth and claw, indeed are not welcome where true civilisations
flourish. The reptile brain is fine in reptiles and reptiles have their place
in the universe and on this planet, but this is an evolutionary impedi-
ment to true intelligence, and all other advanced species have slowly
overseen the removal of such remnants which have no further use

There are more things in Heav’n and Earth

Horatio, Than are dreamt of in your philosophy ...

- ol Will
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from their brains - it is a fairly simple medical process for advanced
species. Strength is needed by all, but strength in a human society is
much more than the simple exercise of brute force in the name of
power. Strength guided by a reptilian mind is not conducive to ad-
vanced civilisation. Human intelligence controlled by reptilian com-
pulsions is even more destructive. However I understand such wis-
dom is beyond you yet, and the likes of these we examine here today
would simply turn such ideas to terrible ends, as they have so turned
every other advance the intelligent among you have made to violence
and destruction and horror. So they too shall have full opportunity to
explain to those whose lives have been made miserable as the planet
dies and to those countless who, at least without our intervention at
this time, would not have had a chance to live on this once bountiful
planet why they will have no lives, and no Eden-like planet upon which
to spend a few years in joy and plenty and happiness and feed the
universal balance with good things on its path to the Final Light and
Awakening, and perhaps to some of the countless others who came
before who were tortured in the many ways your barbaric forefathers
and mothers invented - "

As the One (so I came to think of him/er) spoke, it was like the
whole room was a theatre of his/er mind and ideas swirling there
became briefly visible in the void around him/er - as s/he spoke of
death, the room briefly became rather like an open field in the nighttime
lit by electric fires from below, an enclosed Stonehenge of a sort, with
above us the black sky of the universe, with stars and an endless pa-
rade of ghostly apparitions, ghosts of many things, a torture stake with
a blackened body, mouth wide and blackened eyesockets mute testi-
mony to indescribable pain, a huge plain full of the hideless corpses of
tens of thousands of buffalo with tens of thousands of buffalo spirits
floating bewilderedly, eyelessly, above, lowing pitifully an eternal cry
as equally large legions of ghostly horses ridden by ghostly uniformed
men with rifles circled, shooting randomly and whooping with crazed
joy, a young child screaming in pain while being brutally raped, a
man screaming on a rack, an impaled woman suddenly rending the
hearts of most of us as her terrified eyes shrieked out an endless
WHYYYYYYY!!!!???????, a whole history of horror filled the universe
above us, battering our spirits mercilessly as others had been battered,
in the very first seconds as the One spoke this first time, leaving our
brains reeling in shock and denial but the denial was not allowed, this
was not to be a merciful day, as s/he continued -
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" ... For this, I say again, we are gathered here today, in the first
instance, to see what you all have to say about the endless horrible
scream of terror and agony your kind has unleashed on our universe.
You have much to answer for, and the day of reckoning is upon you ...

"And then in the second instance we must come to a fair judge-
ment as to what shall be done in this situation - to determine, that is,
whether we should we intervene in this process, which is natural and
has occurred countless times in our universe without our intervention
in any way, as species both greater and lesser are tried in the crucible
of life and intelligence and found wanting or not, and in the game of
Russian Roulette they have chosen to make of their priceless gift of
life the Great Oneness, the Great Wheel, the Great Random Chance,
bestowed upon them, have pulled the trigger once too often..."

- in the swirling blackness around us as the Tao expanded to fill
the entire courtroom area at times a series of novae shone brighter for
a few seconds above us, another parade of strange species swirling
around, being sucked down, eyes or whatever passed for eyes on their
strange faces wide in terror for the few seconds we saw them as they
disappeared down a huge black whirlpool like funnel in space, glow-
ing red mushroom clouds or exploding volcanoes or boiling seas
around them, as we reeled again as these were not only eye pictures
but the endless screaming fear of those destroyed beings was chan-
nelled into our brains again and again and again until a second, an
eternity later -

"I the One the Balance am not alone, that would not be Balance,
that would not be [the Way I think s/he said, but it was a white noise
roar]. And my impatience at times should be tempered by more con-
sidered measures. I have little patience for those who choose death
and darkness when the True Path is so evident to any who wish it.
Behold...."

- and there was a second figure in the void, every bit as large and
awesome as the One, unmistakably a female figure presenting as the
mythological goddess of Justice, down to the Roman-style white toga
she wore, one shoulder bare, blindfolded head held high and proud,
with the proverbial scales of justice - a rather large but plain balance -
shimmering in the ether just over her outstretched left hand. At this
beginning of our day in court the scales were very clearly neutral, in
balance from one side to the other, a flame flickering from a shallow
bowl on the top assembly, burning strong and bright. Her right hand
lay, palm open and up, on her lap, and fastening her robe where it
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passed over her left shoulder was a large black and white broach in
the form, again, of the Tao yin-yang symbol, the face of the broach
slowly revolving, wheels within wheels, spheres within spheres, uni-
verses within universes.

And clearly over her right shoulder could be seen the great flash-
ing glimmering silver hilt of the fearsome and terrible Sword of Jus-
tice protruding from a scabbard whose broad belt, black as the void
but speckled with bright points of diamond-like lights, passed over
her right shoulder, between her Venusian breasts and around her left
hip, a great single eye embedded in the very apex of the hilt of that
Sword - a great eye with a silvery-golden-greenish pupil that slowly
opened as the attention of all in the courtroom was drawn to this new
figure, following the gaze of the One, a fearsome ray of reddish-golden-
greenish light emanating from it, seeming to take all the room in with-
out moving, perhaps all of the universe - for a brief moment, everyone
in that room felt as if that great eye was engaging them directly, look-
ing into their very souls, aware of everything in their lives and judg-
ing them, not harshly or unfairly, but then again not mercifully, but
judging all against Truth.

There was some kind of sub-ethereal wailing sound that began
all through the court room with the opening of that great eye as every-
one felt that every wicked thing they had ever done in their lives was
about to be judged, and not especially mercifully - and being a room
full of humans there were a lot of bad things simmering in that room
that day, especially with all the suits and lawyers present, considering
how our modern world encourages injustice and great crimes against
truth by holding so few to account.

But as quickly as that allseeing eye had opened and terrified eve-
ryone, it as quickly closed again, as all understood that the Great Eye
was not concerned with minor transgressions of any sort that day - or
any day for that matter - but was being disturbed from its lofty uni-
versal infusion and assuming a corporal presence only to judge far
greater matters than the petty sins of we mortals and our petty social
or moral failures, although such things were surely adding their grains
of sand to a certain side of the universal balance (and such things, for
those who survived this day, would be given much more attention in
days to come).

"This is Your Lady Justice. Your Lady Themis, Your Lady of the
Lake, Your Lady, your Mercy, your Justice, your Goddess, as you first
recognized Her before allowing the Darkness to replace her," spoke
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the One. "She is here now and she will as we continue this proceeding
judge the many of you during your time on this planet who would,
who have, given the chance, murder the very concept of Truth in your
small world, who would kill the very idea of Justice in your societies,
who would destroy the entire concept and knowledge of Freedom that
was the very birthright of the human species, as an integral and neces-
sary part of that great random event we call Intelligence that surfaces
occasionally in this universe. For in the end, that is why We are here,
and these things will be judged on this day. There is, there can be, no
separation between Justice and Truth, or between Truth and Beauty,
as one of your kind knew at least, and in the end between Truth and
Freedom and Life itself. When Truth is as necessary to, is as much a
part of, your very survival as breathing is, then will you be part of the
Being. Until then - well, we shall see more of that today, I think. It may
be you will find a door today. A door that will open but once."

My eyes were drawn to the other side of the room, where I de-
tected a certain additional tension swirling around or through the 'de-
fence' table, an overlayer of beginning apprehension perhaps, a tight-
ening of eyes, and shoulders under the suits. Some kind of additional
presence, although there was as yet nothing substantive to be seen.
Rulers of large empires and their powerful mandarins are used to chal-
lenges, and if they gave in meekly at the first sign of such a challenge
would never have become rulers in the first place. But the concept of
being truly, openly called to account for their crimes was undoubt-
edly not an idea those exceptionally powerful people wished to think
much about, and perhaps they were beginning to understand that on
this day they were in the presence of a power here that very well might
be able to inflict that judging, and administer the justice that would
follow. It must have been a frightening thought for many of them.
Their personal days of reckoning had come, and they were ill-pre-
pared. And becoming - an emotion unused to most of them - appre-
hensive, perhaps, of what was about to happen on this day. I saw
some cell phones being retrieved from pockets, then shaken a bit, and
returned to pockets, evidently still not working.

They were, perhaps, too far from home now.
“I think,” spoke the Omniscient, “that you can have no argument

with She who sits with me on this day to witness these proceedings
and participate as necessary, who represents your highest ideals, al-
though falsely, hypocritically, lyingly praised by most of those you
choose or accept as leaders for lo these many millennia until She has
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been forced to hide her eyes from you that you would not see the end-
less turbulent river, the roaring torrent of tears forced by your endless
atrocities against Her pure name, your endless terrible lying in the
name of Her Truth! - and then your true ideals as shown over and
over ad infinitum by your behaviour day after day after despairing
day - the lies of the human species are greater in number than the
endless stars in the sky!! And the truths you tell?

You do have Truth, and truthful people - but they are as the buf-
falo once were on the great American plains, hunted and killed en
masse (the brief ghostly passage of buffalo spirits and buffalo killers
we had seen earlier once again rolled throughout the void around us
as the One spoke) by those who take pleasure in such things until
almost all truth and those who speak truth have been mercilessly,
mockingly killed, and the few remaining live in apprehension every
day, such is the existence the great joy Truth is forced to endure in
your human societies, to the great shame of every single one of you.
And the great loss - you apparently really have no idea of the joy that
is so close, that you refuse to embrace, in the name of whatever black-
ness rules your broken souls.

"So My Lady Justice -” - who moved not as the One spoke, who
turned not her head with any acknowledgement at all, but sat silently,
waiting, no movement at all except the great breasts rising and falling
as She breathed, the small flickers from the fire atop the great Scales of
Justice, the occasional flash from the Great Orb in the Sword, indicat-
ing perhaps it did not sleep but was aware of all, “ .. in whose name so
many, many malodorous actions have been rendered by you and your
predecessors, not least the perversity that was perpetrated in this very
building yesterday against the small assertion of Truth and those who
live by Truth we have seen on this small Island the last few years..."

 - I could see the Supremes cringing a bit behind the table where
they sat, for some reason, and the Great Eye in the Great Sword opened
just briefly and gazed for a moment quite balefully at those three, whose
eyes were busy in various places, but could not meet that look -

" .. will be watching and listening on this day, and I think that
some of you may well be concerned that her terrible swift sword will
indeed, with no more mercy than you have shown those you your-
selves have declared guilty of some crime, cleave the guilty from the
innocent ere this day is finished.

" ... so then - Let us begin."
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I
t is not necessary, may even be counterproductive, to regard
our many corrupt businessmen and politicians with anger and
a thirst for revenge for the great damage they have wrought

during the last decades of the 20th century and into the 21st, both
to our societies and our planet and its other inhabitants. Similar
individuals have undoubtedly been doing similar things since hu-
mans first gathered together in societies, but in many ways, it may
be argued, they have little choice in their actions - as the deer in
the forest eats leaves and the predator eats the deer and the car-
rion eaters eat either when they get the chance and the
decomposers eventually deal with them all and everything is a
natural cycle, every niche is filled, so a certain type of 'business-
man' and politician, and those who follow them, lacking in some
essential 'human' genes and dominated by a more primitive, rep-
tilian compulsion, unnatural beings like a pack of werewolfs loose
in our midst appearing human but very much not so, are born
feeling it is their way in life, their right and even obligation, to
attempt to dominate others through lies and chicanery, backed by
violence and bribery or any other means that achieves their goals,
and when meeting with a certain high level of success which en-
courages this behaviour, as they have been doing since their as-
cendancy through the so-called ‘Washington Consensus’ in the
1970s, are urged on to ever greater excesses in what can be seen,

...the hidden hand of the market will never
work without the hidden fist...
- Thomas Friedman
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in 'modern' society, as a suicidal feeding frenzy as each crazed
feeder blindly, thoughtlessly, mindlessly seeks to outpace his (there
are few 'hers' at the significant levels of this evolutionary appen-
dix) rivals.

Such inapposite human predators are no more capable of liv-
ing the calm, useful, non-greedy, non-frenzied, peaceful, commu-
nity-oriented way of life of a non-predacious, fully human citizen
than the lion or wolf would stop hunting and try to survive on
leaves and berries or the rain would consider falling some other
time than over your picnic. And it does little good to rail at the
vagaries of nature or genetic compulsions.

But as the gazelle does not lie down with the lion who would
eat her, so also we who wish to live in civil and peaceful human
communities must unmask these unnatural semi-human killers
and drive them from our midst, and shun them, and control them,
if we are to create a human civilisation.

As we deal with nature’s harsher aspects, as we have built
warm houses to shelter us against the snow and cold and survive
and even prosper in such harsh climates, as we have constructed
mighty machines to carry us across oceans in hours or even to
other planets, as we have built great communications systems that
allow us to communicate with anyone, anywhere, anytime, so we
are quite capable of devising systems of government and society
which first names these human predators for what they are, the
essential first step since much of their power relies on secrecy and
enforced blindness, on the fear most people have of opening the
closet door where the bogeyman lives, of confronting the elephant
in the room, on people not recognizing them as the unhuman mis-
fits they are, these creatures so obviously born with nothing a civi-
lized people would recognize as higher human morality or ethics,
or even purpose, and then firmly and finally doing what is re-
quired to put a stop to their destructive behaviours and manipu-
lations, of excising this cancerous growth from our body politic.

We are a new experiment on the planet, a species capable of
predatory behavior, but with a herd rather than a pack or travel-
alone instinct - a dangerous combination when left uncontrolled
by higher intelligence, a species capable of predation, but without
the inbuilt instincts against wanton destruction or destruction of
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kind all other less sentient predators have.
The battle between these two natures has long been waged,

and small steps to such ends have been made continuously since
the first Erectus struck down the first Neandertal to steal their
food, or cave, or woman, or all of these things, and the other Erecti
then gathered together to lay an even bigger strike on the remain-
ing Neandertals and claim their booty until there were none left
at all.

In ancient Greece a system of citizen participation in an or-
ganized community was first tried, on the fields of Runnymede a
Great Charter was born, and 150 years ago American gunfighters
in the Wild West were forced to lay down their sidearms for the
greater good and peace, at least legally speaking, although in the
brutal history of that country since then the law of non-violence
against innocents has been recognized much more in the ongoing
government-sanctioned breaches, the general ‘do as I say not as I
do!’ attitude than the following thereof - and this can be said with-
out forgetting that there have also been some very strong fighters
for the Light come from the ideals of many of the people who
came to that country looking for freedom from earlier oppressions.

It was not an easy task in previous times to corral or control
these cunning and resourceful human predators, honed in the
harsh school of natural selection where all mistakes are of the high
consequence variety, as they learn from their mistakes and devise
new strategies to circumvent or even trump our efforts at control-
ling them. They have always as much as possible infiltrated the
governing bodies which we have established to work together to
control them, until, during the last few decades of their ascendant
power, their roll of the dice for all or nothing, they control many
of our largest governments outright through bribery and corrup-
tion and violence and simple indoctrination of the modern trained-
to-be-passive citizenry and their promotion of the ethically and
intellectually weakest among us to high office in our now faux-
democracies, and thus are in an ideal situation to block or dimin-
ish our efforts or desires to control them. But control them we
must. Their madness, their hubris, their blindness to the destruc-
tion they wreak, previously somewhat at least localized, now
grows as mighty and far-reaching as the machines we build, and
threatens to destroy us all.
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As the phoenix prepares its pyre it looks to rebirth; it may be
that the huge, unsustainable doomed construct we have allowed
these predators to impose on us called the 21st Century Global
Capitalist Market Society, where predators and their greed and
lies and the arms trade rule and the deaths of thousands unneces-
sarily each day because the capitalist profit is more important than
any human life is meaningless to the elite rulers if less so to those
who suffer, will be the tinder igniting the phoenixian pyre herald-
ing the great conflagration signalling the end of the 2nd age of
man and the dawn of the 3rd millennium, the new Aquarian soci-
ety long spoken of in Wicca and other ancient wisdoms, to arise
from the ashes of the old.

Is there no other way? Must most of us perish like the phoe-
nix in a vast vindictive fire storm of environmental and social
armageddon that our offspring inherit a new, better world when
the terrible flames subside and the new shoots break through the
ashes?

It is not yet known.
The portents are, however, not favorable.
Hope and fight for the best - prepare for the worst. The cusp

is upon us.

==================

“Hi Daddy Daddy! Are we going to feed the fish now?”
The bright voice of Elizabeth floated in through the back door

just before the door itself opened with a rush and a bang and the
patter of footsteps raced across the grey wooden floorboards of
the old woodshed which separated the kitchen proper from the
outdoors. Flashing blue eyes, waving yellow hair, brown sum-
mer freckles and a happy smile with what seemed to be constantly
upturned corners of her mouth stopped and stared expectantly at
me over the edge of the table where I was finishing my toast and
coffee while reading the last of yesterday’s editorials from the
Colonial and Voice on GI-AGORA, the Green Island Citizen Net-
work. I could not help but grin at this apparition which greeted
me like this almost every morning, her enthusiasm for life never
flagging, but growing each day.
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“Of course we are, Sweetie!" I said, looking up with a grin
myself and reaching out to ruffle her hair, "Gimme about two min-
utes while I finish a note and then rinse my dishes, ok?“

As the door banged shut again behind a flying blond wave as
she finished her u-turn through the kitchen with an "Okay dadeee!"
floating behind her, I clicked away from the news site to my GW
account to write a short note to Brittany in response to the short
one she had left earlier - she was usually up hours before me, it
was her 'alone' time that she treasured mightily; mine was more
apt to be at the end of the day rather than the beginning. We were
opposite in many ways like this, but very alike in the ways that
counted, and, as with the early-late dichotomy, our differences
tended to intersect like a jigsaw puzzle, complementing and
strengthening our lives rather than complicating them. Everyone
needs alone time, and in our lives we did not have to deny the
other time while getting our own reflective moments. Today she
had left me a note saying she was meeting with our legal people
this morning to talk about the Greenways action, and would be in
touch with me later, and I just wanted to let her know I got the
note, and my plans had not changed from what we had talked
about the night before.

Brittany's lawyers had been unable to find out anything for
sure yesterday afternoon, but, like her and I, they felt that there
was no realistic, legal way that Greenways could be taken from
her, and certainly there was no cause for any kind of alarm on
such short notice, so even though it was a nuisance that must be
dealt with, we shouldn't spend a lot of time worrying about it.
Our lawyers were good people (there had always been a few good
lawyers even on corruption central Prince Edward/Green Island,
and more now as the worst of them found no more business from
the government and business corruption was being severely cur-
tailed. Also, many legal matters were more and more being han-
dled by our Citizen's Courts and the corrupt legal system itself
was under serious attack, so many of the worst 'lawyers' had slunk
off to places where their 'talents' were more appreciated, along
with their exorbitant and frankly ludicrous hourly billing rates.
Like many things lawyers are necessary and good and useful in
certain proportions in an open society, where they even have a
chance to be good citizens, but harmful if indulged in overmuch
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or given too much power, and with the NWO the so-called 'legal
profession' had become cancerous like so many other once-good
(or at least benign) institutions in our society, and had become
like a malignant tumor on the body politic several decades ago,
and metastasized their evil ways throughout society. Getting rid
of this cancer was a painful process, like dealing with any cancer,
but we were working at it).

After leaving the note for Brittany, I gathered up my cup and
plate to give them a quick rinse at the sink and leave them in the
drying rack - a prime rule both individually and socially, if people
want to get along together in an equal sort of society, is that tidi-
ness is better in all ways than chaos, and don’t leave your messes
for someone else to clean up. Rinsing a cup may be a smallish
matter in itself, but it indicates a much bigger underlying sort of
attitude if you think you are too busy to do it but someone else is
not. Not to deny division of labour and such things, but we all
live here and we all share in the work. If you think you have some
sort of superior right to assign unpleasant tasks to others, you
won't find a home on Green Island.

As I pushed out through the back screen door into a slightly
cloudy Island morning, taking a deep breath of the clean air, not-
ing the smell of an overnight shower and the earthen smells it
released that I loved so much, noting the chirps and trills of some
of the many birds that inhabited this spot of the planet with us, I
caught the eye of Elizabeth. She watched me stretch with her big
eyes, dancing impatiently from foot to foot.

“So - what have you been up to already this morning, eh,
Sweetie?” - like her mother, her inner clock was timed to wake
her up with the birds, and Brittany loved to get out together with
her daughter for a few private moments some mornings of mom-
daughter stuff as they watched the sunrise and the dawning day
from one of several beautiful vantage points around Greenways
on the shore of St Peter's Bay. They rarely told me anything of
what they talked about together, but I knew that my two most
important people had some quality mom-kid time a lot of morn-
ings together - one reason, perhaps the most important, Elizabeth
was turning into such a fine human - fine teachers tend to have
that result, and they didn't come much better than Brittany, a real
Earth-mother type, I had thought from the first.
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“We went and fed Goober the bunny his lettuce and carrots
that we got from my garden, and we went and talked with my
pony Jangles - Daddy, can I get a big horse soon? I think Jangles is
really nice, but I’m almost a big girl now and you said when I was
a big girl I could get a real horse like you have so we could go and
ride along the big trail by the Bay together some days you know
with your big horse Aragorn and maybe Mommy too on Arwen
and I want a horse called Baggins and Beezer can come too and
we can take a picnic too and...umm - ”

I finished my stretch as Elizabeth ran down and paused briefly
for a breath and maybe to figure out where she had started and
where she was going with that thought, and smiled in sheer joy at
the innocence and beauty of the slightly puzzled look on her face
as her brain tried to catch up to her mouth, took her by the hand
as we headed down the steps to the gravel path that weaved
through the many fields and gardens and meadows of the prop-
erty, pausing for a second while I slipped into my rubber boots I
had grabbed from the summer room.

“One of these days, Honey, we’ll get you a real horse for sure
- maybe for your birthday next month, eh? Jangles is getting a bit
old as well, and I imagine you’re getting a bit heavy for him. So
we’ll certainly be thinking about it if that’s what you really want.
Did you have a nice time with Mommy this morning?”

“Oh sure, Daddy, it was really neat you know when I got up
at about six I went outside and saw Mommy standing on the new
cement base for the new windmill, you know? down by the new
goat field - and she was just standing there looking out over the
Bay and the dunes watching the sun come up, with her hands in
her coat pockets and her hair blowing just a bit - she was standing
so still, Daddy, but she looked so strong, it was like that silly, that
silo, oh that sillyharry thing, she was all black from the back when
I saw her with the sun coming up on the other side you know, but
standing like a giant on the windmill base, I just watched her for a
minute Daddy it was really like she had one of those halo things
all around her head - but then I went and got her, you know, and
then we went and looked at some mud worms at low tide at about
6.30 and they're really neat you know! and there was a big flock of
ducks and a opsrey way overhead just circling around without
even flapping its wings you know like they do you showed me
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lots of times and lots of birds, and we came back and I had break-
fast with her and walked her down to the gate about seven thirty.
She showed me the Horsetails by the little bridge - the Eck - Ecka
- oh, what? Eckaseemes? - you know what Horsetails are, Daddy?
She was a bit quiet this morning and maybe looked just a bit wor-
ried even though she smiled and said everything was ok I hope
there's nothing wrong - ”

After wincing at the idea of getting up for a 6:30 AM field trip
I chuckled at her attempts to grow her vocabulary, which was
pretty substantial already for an 11 year old, the people who in-
vented the word 'precocious' must have had Brittany's offspring
in mind, and helped out - “Equisetum, Sweetie, equisetum. Yes, I
think I know what Horsetails are. And it's os-prey, not opsey or
whatever...”

"Os- prey, os - prey .." Elizabeth repeated, with a small frown
of concentration, she liked to get her words correct, as we walked
on.

We had been walking as we talked, of course, and by now
were almost at the large aquaculture ponds which were some-
thing of a new addition to the Greenways projects. We had spent
over a year planning for the aquaculture system, working through
as many variables as we could based on permaculture and envi-
ronmental accounting principles and the tidal flow in the bay, and
thought we had things pretty well covered for a sustainable,
enviro-friendly fish-growing operation - fish were a much more
efficient source of protein in every way than red meat - this year
would be the big test. We had located the pens themselves about
50 yards inland from the high tide strand line of St. Peter’s Bay, in
a bit of a gully to minimize the vertical distance the salt water
needed to be pumped (and the amount of digging that needed to
be done) - three large plastic-lined tanks about 20 meters by 30
meters by 2 deep, two for growing and one for use as a settling
and neutralizing tank for the filtered flushing-through water. There
was a constant flow-through of bay water, driven by our wind-
mills, and 99+% of wastes were removed from the water before it
was returned to the Bay, well out in the main channel to minimize
any pollution effects, (and released, of course, only during the
ebbing tide for impact-free tidal cleansing), and 99%+ of the wastes
were recycled on the farm. In theory, anyway - how practical these
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figures were would be determined over the next couple of years,
after a full growth cycle or two. But such theory held little interest
for Elizabeth, at least yet, who just loved to get out on the gang-
ways between and around the pens and throw handfuls of feed to
the fish, who made a great commotion jumping around and gen-
erally roiling the water. Fortunately she hadn’t started naming
them yet - it was always traumatic when we had to kill and eat
something she had made a pet of first. The "You're not putting
Hermy in that boiling water!!!!!" incident after her first visit to a
lobster pound when she was four years old will be long related in
this family, I am sure. She seemed to have gotten over it, but when
Brit and I wanted a lobster we generally went to one of the 'Lob-
ster Dinner' tourist places still.

We opened the little shed where the feed and scales and other
supplies were kept and measured out the feed for the two grow-
ing tanks, and I watched Elizabeth happily walk out along the
boardwalks between the tanks throwing fistfuls of feed and laugh-
ing at the splashing fish while I undertook a look-around, a visual
assessment of the farm, as I liked to do each morning for a general
overview to make sure everything was looking well - and just
because I loved the life and property here so much, and felt so
lucky to be living here.

About 100 yards up a slight incline was the big old farmhouse
called Greenways, a rambling wooden and stone structure built
over 150 years ago when this part of PEI was still a fairly impor-
tant ship-building center, and this very property, somewhat ironi-
cally considering our strong environmentalism these days, home
to one of the larger ship-building businesses in the area - but we
considered it all a kind of big-picture redemption. A large three-
story central block facing north towards the Bay was flanked on
the east by a two-story wing, at the back by a largish greenhouse
we had added for the southern sun and a one-story conglomera-
tion of back sheds eventually leading to the kitchen. Wrapped
around the front and west side was a big old verandah with a
somewhat sagging roof where we liked to sit when we had a
chance on a summer’s evening and watch the fishermen making
their way home or checking their lines or nets around the Bay,
although we didn’t seem to get much chance to do that these days.
The whole thing was based on yellow, but it hadn’t been painted
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in about three years and was pretty patchy-looking at the mo-
ment, although we had started a paint job a couple of years back
and got all the trim painted green and blue (‘to be contrary’, Brit-
tany had said), which was now fading a bit. Add to this the vari-
ous pastels (also faded) in different sections of the building, and
the weathered grey of the sheds, and that was Greenways the
multi-hued house - not your average ticky-tacky, as Brittany was
fond of saying when describing it to someone new. In various
areas around and near the house were little herb-rock gardens
we’d been working on for a few years - quite peaceful and beauti-
ful spots now that they were maturing - we’d both been familiar
with permaculture principles for many years, and Greenways was
our chance to see what could be done on PEI, where the climate
presented a serious challenge.

Elsewhere, there were half a dozen large white modern wind-
mills scattered throughout the property, 80-100 feet high, rarely
still, all lazily spinning problem-free this morning. With the al-
most constant breeze over the Island, and our direct north shore
frontage, we had a combination of windmills and solar panels that
provided almost all of our power requirements now, and were
almost ready, after some considerable discussion about pros and
cons, to put a small but efficient and supposedly quite powerful
experimental tidal generator into St Peter’s Bay to give us some
extra KW. There was a growing power industry on Green Island,
and with researchers from Athenia, we were now on the verge of
energy self-sufficiency - something undreamed of a few years ago,
when private power companies were loath to spend the neces-
sary money in such a low-population area and the best the gov-
ernments could do was promise 5-10% self-sufficiency decades
into the future. As with many things on Green Island, the power
situation was another example of what can be accomplished when
the capitalist-'investor' (some of us felt the term 'blood-sucking
parasite' to be somewhat closer to the general situation) profit
motive is removed from necessary social infrastructure, and pro-
gressive, sustainable communities become the major focus.
Quickly, too, when governments are truly concerned with the
public weal, rather than maximizing corporate profits by looting
the public purse in various ways.

About another 100 yards east of us was the Morell River,
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fronted by a thickness of yellowy-green scrubby alders along most
of its length, although we had cleared an area behind the bar for
our vessels where remnants of the old ship-launching ramps still
existed. Across from our property on the east of the Morell was a
large area of salt marsh, which was a haven for many species of
birdlife (both Brittany and I were avid birders, something that had
helped bring us together in earlier days), and a few hundred yards
upstream the Morell railroad bridge was visible from the shore
area. To the south and west the property was bounded by wood-
land, primarily scrub pine and spruce, poplar and birch, but we
had been encouraging the re-establishment of the more durable
hardwoods such as maple and beech, hoping maybe Elizabeth's
kids could have a chance to experience something of the original
Acadian forest that had covered the Island before the shipbuild-
ers and mercantilist traders came along, whose worldview said
that trees in the forests were best used to create human wealth in
the present generation, rather than something to be honored, used
sparingly and preserved for future generations, as the inhabitants
before them had believed, and had so preserved their heritage for
thousands of years, a world view we were trying to restore at least
to some extent.

Much of the space between the house and woodland on the
upper slopes was given over to our large market garden - we were
almost entirely self-sufficient ourselves in the basic veggies, and
growing enough to save in various ways for use through the long
winter, and even enough of some things to sell at the St. Peter’s
Farmer’s Market on the weekends through the summer, or occa-
sionally the Athenia Market in Charlottetown. Chemical-free pro-
duce had a large and growing customer-base, now that most peo-
ple were aware of the great damage done to the environment by
the years of heavy chemical spraying that had been the basis of
agriculture on the Island for many years, not to mention their own
health from ingesting all the agricultural chemicals and hormones
that were such a central part of the so-called 'Green Revolution' of
the 60s. Like so many things related to capitalist infrastructure,
the very name itself was a perverse lie - it was indeed a 'revolu-
tion', but it’s purpose was no more 'green' as environmentalists
understood the term than 'free trade' agreements had anything to
do with trade or freedom, at least for most of us. The big fish kills
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in Island rivers during the black years of the 1990s and later had
created a movement to strictly regulate such chemicals, however,
and the government had finally been forced to do so, against the
loud protests of the agro-chemical-farming industry, a protest
which was not yet silenced, although as the few large potato op-
erations became Green Island Black Sheep and were sold off and
subdivided into numerous mixed-crop organic operations more
like they had originally been with the advent of the new govern-
ment, the pesticide lobby was fading away, as were the pests (two-
legged and otherwise) that had thrived in their monoculture op-
erations.

I completed my sweep back - the few minutes I managed many
mornings like this was something of a meditation for me, calming
me for the coming day’s activities with a firm base to stand on as
I parried the blows from away and struck back as I could in our
local version of the Great Conflict, looking along the vista of the
big St. Peter’s Bay out beyond the fish cages, stretching from St.
Peter’s Village off to the south, the church spires barely visible in
the distance, to the small opening to the Gulf of St. Lawrence off
to the north, where the large sand dunes of Greenwich were vis-
ible even from here. The gently rolling hills, divided into a farm-
er’s quilt of fields, divided by hedgerows and stone fences and
trees and shrubs - countless shades of green interspersed with the
yellows of early grain and red soil - of the north side of the Bay
captured my attention for a few moments - their great beauty never
diminished, nor the patterns formed by the endlessly shifting
shades of colors and shadows playing together. A smile on my
lips, I looked down a little closer to home where Elizabeth was
just throwing the last of the feed into the near pond, laughing and
tossing her head in such innocent joy as the fish jumped up to
capture some in mid-air before the others had a chance to get it.

With a sigh of resignation, I looked at my watch.
“C’mon, Elizabeth,” I called to the small blond wonder still

entranced by the jumping salmon, “let’s walk you over to the
Dellington’s. I have to get into Charlottetown to meet some peo-
ple. Let’s go!”

She poked her face into the fish feed bag to make sure there
wasn’t a last handful to drag it out another few seconds, saw there
wasn’t, and turned the bag upside down over the cage, scattering
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the crumbs for a last morning snack for the never-satisfied fish.
“Okay - on my way, Mr Minster!” she laughed at the nick-

name she had created for me one evening a few weeks previously
when hearing me referred to as a government minister on one of
the news shows. She returned the bag to the shed and closed the
door, then skipped over to where I waited and took my hand. We
forged a new path through the morning dew and grass-spider
webs glistening on the green grass as we turned our steps towards
the grey stone walls of what at one time was the carriage house,
but many years ago had been turned into a guest house, and now
served as the home of Lilac and Abellard Dellington.

The Dellingtons had come with the farm, as it were, when
first the Blacks and then Brittany herself took possession; the farm
had actually originally been theirs, but like so many others in the
increasingly grasping capitalist ascendancy of the 70s and 80s and
onwards world they had lost it to the banks when the growth in
farm income failed to keep pace with the growth in interest rates
charged by their local friendly bank (interest, somewhat ironically
although typically, on loans the bank had encouraged them to
take in the first place to 'modernize' with the 'green revolution'
promising great profits for all, turning into just another bank scam
to acquire ever more of a country's assets, never giving a single
damn about the people and lives they were destroying along the
way), and Joseph Black had got the farm at a fire-sale price.

He did, however, at Brittany's insistence, as she was feeling
somewhat guilty about the situation, not being a capitalist at heart,
keep the Dellingtons on to do the actual work, as he was more
interested in being a gentleman farmer on the Island colony (as he
always referred to it), with some vague plans of restoring some
grandeur to the old ship-building property as a fitting base for his
perceived position as one of the Elite. He had never made a go of
it, never really tried, and then lost the farm to Brittany in the di-
vorce, but the Dellingtons had stayed, and had worked the fields
of Greenways as a mixed farm for many years. It was one of the
things we were lucky about with Greenways, that it had never
been turned into a potato farm like so much Island land, thus the
soil was less depleted from years of monoculture soil depletion
and chemical usage than in many other farms. The Dellingtons
were a wonderful old Island couple, honest and big-hearted if a
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little conservative in nature and suspicious of new things, had
never had children of their own for some reason, and had taken
to Elizabeth like a long-lost grandchild coming late into their life,
as she had to them.

As we approached the door of the carriage house, it opened
and Mrs. Dellington stepped out, fanning her full-length apron to
shake the flour from its folds - fresh baking every day was both an
old Island tradition now being revived in many places and a most
welcome dietary staple at Greenways. It had been a bit of a con-
test for a few months to get Lily, as we usually called her, to switch
from her traditional white flour to the much healthier and tastier
whole-wheat flour, but now she was an enthusiastic convert, and
usually had a large basket of whole wheat breads and rolls and
tarts and other treats for the Farmer’s Market on the weekend -
something new in her life that we had introduced her to that she
had come to love.

“Nannie nannie!” cried the irrepressible Elizabeth, dropping
my hand and running off across the lawn to where Mrs. Dellington
kneeled with open arms and wide smile. As always. Real people
are so good like that.

“Come to Nana, wee one! And how are we this morning?”
she picked up Elizabeth and swung her around, doing her own
small survey of things important to her, looking over to where I
was arriving at the edge of the steps.

“So, Mr. B,” she said, looking down at me, “and what busi-
ness with the new Island government will you be up to today
then?”

Almost five years since the election, but still new to Mrs.
Dellington, bless her heart.

Mrs. Dellington had never approved of the People’s Govern-
ment, although she, as many other Islanders, had not been en-
tirely happy with the traditional system the few years preceding
the change either. But as an Islander born and bred, who had spent
perhaps 20 days of her life more than 10 miles from her home in
St. Peter’s, it was firmly fixed in her worldview that the province
of PEI was governed by the Liberals and Conservatives, who took
turns in the completely natural, and comfortable, course of events.
They were special people, those who had run the Island since time
immemorial, and there was something out of place in her uni-
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verse that someone else was now speaking in her daily newspa-
pers who did not declare themselves to be either Liberal or Con-
servative and even, shockingly, accused them of even more terri-
ble things than they had formerly accused each other of. But Brit-
tany was part of the change, and she had loved Brittany like her
very own special child since her arrival, and, another practical
Islander trait, she was generally prepared to stick politics back in
the closet if it threatened to get between her and her family.

“Yes, Mrs Dellington,” I replied, smiling up at her, for I had
always had a great affection for her and her disapproval of some
of my recent activities could not change that, “I will be off to the
city today for some meetings - as you know, the Referendum is at
the end of the week, and there’s a lot of activity at the moment -
and then I'll probably be away overnight with a couple of guests
to the Island, showing them around a bit.”

“Oh, I know, Mr B, I know, about that referendum you're all
having,” she replied, “and don’t think Abellard and I ain’t talkin’
about it all, of an evening, either!” she warned, a glint of fire in
her eye, shaking a pudgy finger at me. But also the trace of a smile
on her face to be sure I understood the frown was not too serious
- even through her troubles, she recognized, I think, that although
I represented change to her, and was therefore basically suspect
by definition, I was not actually evil incarnate, and maybe, just
maybe, something good might come of it all.

“We've been to the St Peter's meetings too, you know, more
than one of them - Abellard, bless his soul, rather enjoys the chance
to have his say, and he actually feels that the other people are
listening and he is helping change things for the better, they usu-
ally agree about things you know, after a few hours of talking
about them. It's altogether a new idea, you know, making our own
decisions as a community and actually having the government do
what we want rather than having them politicians sitting on the
stage and telling us what they're going to do whether or not we
much approve, which I will say there has been more than one
time we were just a bit unhappy with that, you know, and we're
not just sure it's all true yet, it sounds altogether too communistical
to me, you know, like Joe Bibbleytongue keeps saying is all you
folks are doing, but then it seems to be working ok as well, so
maybe there's something I'm not quite understanding yet, maybe
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it's not really communistical or something, I don't know, I haven't
enough time to think about it all, you know. I've never under-
stood all them high-falutin ideas, but I know sure as I'm standin
here that Abellard and myself, now, we sure ain't no
communisticals but we sure can appreciate the chance to have
our say at them meetings and feel like we're actually being lis-
tened to, if you know what I mean - and if that's communism or
socialism or whatever, well, maybe I've been misunderstanding
some things for awhile myself, I don't know I'm sure, really. Maybe
we'll see on Friday, though, or afterwards. Abellard seems to think
you'll do ok, you know, he don't say much at times to you I know,
but he says to me when we talk at times that it would be a bad
thing now to go back to the old ways, and I think a lot of others
agree, even if they keep some opinions like that to themselves,
like they used to have to, you know, if they wanted the roads
plowed and stuff. But how about Brittany, dear? Is she all right,
then?" she continued, changing the subject, a small frown of con-
cern coming to her face, “When she come over this morning to
say she was on her way, then, she looked a little distracted, I no-
ticed that, I did, you know. And when I asked her if everything
was alright, she didn’t really answer. I figured something was
up....”

“Well, Mrs. Dellington,” I said, “you're very observant, as al-
ways. And yes, something has come up quite suddenly, and we
..”

I didn’t get a chance to finish my answer - suddenly Eliza-
beth squirmed in Mrs. Dellington’s arms, shouting “Beezer! Beezer!
Lemme down Nana lemme down!” leaping from Mrs. Dellington’s
arms as she did so, and taking the steps two at a time she dashed
off across the lawn to where a pony-sized ball of black fur was
gallumphing across the grass, long red tongue flapping in the wind
of its passage, not to mention two long black ears and a long black
tail and a couple of shiny black eyes. It let out a “Whoof!” as it
saw Elizabeth approaching, and slowed and stopped as she
reached it, dropped to her knees and flung her arms around the
great shaggy neck. The dog seemed to throw back its head with a
big smile, as the girl spoke.

“Hi Beezer!” her voice drifted back across the lawn, "Where
have you been all morning? We've been up for hours! I missed
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you, bad doggy!” And she hauled the compliant giant down on
its side beside her on the dew-wet grass, rolling and laughing.

I looked up at Mrs. Dellington, smiling. “Well, I guess she’s
in good hands, and I better be on my way. As I was saying, though,
something has come up with Brittany, yes, and it may be a prob-
lem, but I think it's not time to start worrying yet, and since it
mainly concerns her I think I’ll leave it for her to tell you what she
wants when she feels she should - I know she wouldn't want to
worry you.”

She looked at me for a minute, then returned my smile. “Ok,
Mr. B, I guess I understand. Have a good day then, we'll spend
the evening at the big house as usual until someone gets home so
the wee one can sleep in her own bed.”

“Thanks, Mrs. Dellington. I’ll try to!” I turned and waved and
called to Elizabeth. “Bye Elizabeth - have a nice day, and I’ll see
you tomorrow!”

She turned from Beezer the big black dog and waved, “Bye
Daddy Daddy!”, and then dashed off across the field with her
best friend and guardian loping protectively along beside her. I
watched for a second, remembering for some reason the carefree
days of my own youth not too far from here, then remembered to
breathe again and turned to leave.

I walked back past the house where I changed the rubber boots
for some comfortable sneakers, grabbed my jacket and small knap-
sack I often carried packed with a few toiletries and books and
papers and things, then strolled out the lane to where a bicycle
waited at the gate for the short pedal into Morell where I would
catch the 8:25 GRIS-RT, weekday regular route, Souris-Ch’town -
GRIS-RT trains were a bit notorious for being on time, and I didn't
really want to wait another half hour for the next one. I paused a
few seconds at the little bridge over a small creek that meandered
through the property to the river and saw where Brittany and Eliza-
beth had been looking at the Horsetails, and felt a brief twinge of
regret that life was so very full these days of work and what we
regarded as necessary political activity - both of us felt that time
was far more enjoyable and usefully spent building Greenways
and studying nature, such as the Horsetails at my feet, or the small
garter snake whose tail I saw disappearing through the grass on
the other side of the creek. Soon, we both hoped, there would be
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time for more.
But first there were some things to be done - things that would

not be easy and maybe even unpleasant, things that could go the
wrong way, things that could have unthinkable consequences if
we failed to deal with them properly. The problem of Joseph Black
and his desire to wrest Greenways away from Brittany and I, the
problem of Joseph Black and his political comrades who wished
to wrest our newly established democratic government and Green
Island away from us all.

Some things, it seemed, never changed.
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Where is everybody?
- Enrico Fermi

====================

Whatever you do will seem insignificant, but it is very impor-
tant to do it.

- Gandhi

====================

Letter from Brittany
Aug 20 19xx

Hi Mom -
I'm really sorry I haven't written or called in a few weeks or

returned yours - I want to talk to you so much, but face to face, see
your eyes, feel your arms around me with my face in your hair like
when I was a kid and scraped my knee or something - this time it's a
real big scrape, and it just seems impossible to talk about it over the
phone, it's embarrassing and awful and how could such a strong
smart girl like me ever get in this situation?!?!?! - and since I can't be
with you I'll see if I can get through it here.

It's just gotten worse and worse with Joe in the two years (geez

“Frodo: I wish the ring had never come to me. I wish none
of this had happened.
Gandalf: So do all who live to see such times, but that is
not for them to decide. All we have to decide is what to do
with the time that is given us.”
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the time went so fast!) since we got to Boston - I know I've been
telling you that things were fine and everything, but at first I still
thought that it was just a temporary thing with the move, and the
new job, and dealing with these Americans - some of them are really
nice people, but overall it's a pretty scary place down here, com-
pared to almost anywhere I know in Canada - there's so many crazies
out there, with guns and attitudes (most of the cops included, which
is REALLY scary! - Joe seems to move in circles that regard the cops
as their servants and thinks they aren't dangerous to us - but there
seems to be a fine sort of line about this, and I am not at all confident
about which side I am actually on - especially if Joe wasn't around...)
- it sure doesn't seem like the Harbour that you used to talk about.
But I guess that was earlier times, and different. And after the first
problems were over it seemed like it would be too complicated to
explain THEM as well - well, all kinds of things - you know the old
'slippery slope' story, or the 'frog in the boiling water' one - you were
the one who taught me that stuff, Mom, but I guess we all have to
learn for ourselves - it could never happen to me! - yea right!! You
told me that too - but you never really believe stuff until you've
gone through it.

I have. So many times I look out into the night and think I'd just
like to walk off into the dark and be out of here somehow - a lot of
times it's only been little Liz that has stopped me - I guess I don't
need to tell _you about 'a mother's love'! - I thought it was sort of
exaggerated in the story books and things - until it happened to me.
Like so many things - I thought I was so smart, knew so much, when
I was the ripe old mature age of 22 - what a laugh that was!

Anyway, that's a sidetrack, although not unrelated to every-
thing. I don't know quite where to start with all this - like I said -
after we got here, things started going downhill pretty quick. Liz
was only a year old, and we were fighting about my work - Joe was
adamant that I was NOT going to be some sort of 'working wife' as
he called it - said he had lots of money for everything, and it was
really important for him to have a good 'hostess wife' for dinners
and to be on his arm at meetings - gave him stability or something,
he said, he had such 'big plans!' - and he just dismissed all the things
I had planned for my own life, my writing, the books, the PhD, the
travel, as 'juvenile dreams' or something - I was SO infuriated! - we
had a huge fight about how (I said) we had moved to Boston and not
Stepford - he didn't get the reference, and when I explained it to him
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he had a good laugh and said it sounded like a pretty good idea! -
and that was the end of my first week in 'the land of liberty'.

It wasn't all bad, Mom, I guess you're wondering why if things
were intolerable I didn't just pack up and leave, since Joe never went
to the extent of 'bodyguards' or Frankenstein nannies or anything
like that - I was always free to leave, at least physically - and we did
have a lot of pretty good times when we weren't in some sort of
confrontation about our different visions for 'Brittany's life' or what-
ever you want to say. Joe's version wasn't a total disaster either of
course, like you always used to say, nothing is black and white - I've
met a lot of interesting people, and went to a lot of interesting places
during our two years here, and that sort of thing, and moving in
those circles can be pretty addictive too - I met the President a few
weeks ago, even, although that was less than thrilling.

That may actually have been around the time I decided to leave,
also, not only for myself, but for Liz - I overheard a talk that night
that I wasn't supposed to, but that literally made my blood run cold
- I know how melodramatic that sounds, but it's true - I had no idea
of the depth of the evil here before that - I guess I thought like most
people that the government here was doing some bad stuff, but it
was ultimately under some kind of democratic control, and would
only go so far before the people woke up and corrected the course,
or something. Man, how naive I was!

.....

Brittany sat in the corner of the great hall of the White House
sipping on her ginger ale and mulling over the brief encounter with
the President of the United States of America - the Julius Caesar of
the modern world, at least in popular mythology - although, it oc-
curred to her, Caligula or Nero would probably be a more accurate
comparison - these people really did seem pretty crazy behind all
the fine veneer the money and power gave them. The President's
arrival and procession had been impressive certainly, larger-than-
life in every way - but it had reminded her of two other times in her
life - once when she had been to an Eagles concert in Toronto as a
teenager, and thanks to some good luck in being a peripheral mem-
ber of the concert organizing committee had been in the hallway
beneath the old Maple Leaf Gardens when the band proceeded from
their dressing room to the stage, with their retinue of bodyguards



100 Green Island Book I:  Greenways

checking out faces along their route - it had been the same feeling of
larger-than-life, a lot of noise and commotion, but the five men who
could be seen between the guards looked surprisingly short and very
human away from the larger-than-life images of magazines and tel-
evision and movies - and again when her brother had dragged her
to a World Wrestling Federation ‘Super Bout’ a few years earlier -
the strutting bodies and bodyguards flashing by her seat at the edge
of the aisle they had approached the ring along had had the same
feel as the bodyguards with the President earlier on this evening,
and the stars they were escorting, while heavily muscled, did not
appear at all to be anything other than human, and their antics even
while they were making their way to the stage indicated that they
where even less in control of the baser human instincts than most
people - they were assuming a certain license from their position,
exuding an attitude that they were above the rules of normal peo-
ple, or something.

The President had stopped briefly to say hello to Brittany, as he
did with many others as he passed through the room - neither new
nor surprising, men had been doing that all of her life, politicians all
of theirs - and she had been more than a bit disappointed to see the
small curl on his lip as he smiled at her as he took her hand briefly,
the assumption in his eyes that she would fall gratefully in worship
at his feet (or anywhere else) were he to demand it - that this world
leader could be so shallow had been an epiphanic moment for her,
perhaps something she had not wanted to see before, but was ready
for now, after her brushes with the corridors of power, and the peo-
ple occupying those corridors, most of whom had struck her as, not
to put too fine a point on it, pond scum, on Joe's arm the last year.

After a few minutes of reflection, she rose from the chair to go
looking for Joe - the President had arrived late, as important people
usually do, and she was tired and had spent enough time here and
wanted to go home. She wandered down the hall towards the li-
brary and other parts of the Big House where she had last seen Joe
heading with the head of the Boston law firm where he worked,
behind the President's entourage. She came to a t-junction (it was a
BIG house), and saw nothing to the left, but when she looked to the
right, she saw the back of one of the secret service guards disappear-
ing through a door which he left slightly ajar, from where the babble
of voices could be faintly heard, and she decided to wait there for
him to ask if he knew where Joe was.
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As she arrived at the door, she heard a great burst of laughter
from inside the room, and the unmistakable voice of the President
emerging from the din a few seconds later -

"HA HA HA!!! I TOLD 'EM NO FUCKING WAY! IT'S MY
COURT, AND MY BALL, AND MY RULES - AND IF YOU DON'T
LIKE IT - WELL FUCK YOU ASSHOLE!!! HAHAHAHAH!!!!!!"

The sheer vulgarity of the comment offended her, and the juve-
nile posturing that went along with it, emanating from the world's
most powerful leader, struck her like a blow, not to mention the
laughter that indicated noone present felt the same offense as she,
but thought it appropriate and humorous. She had never really
thought about it much, but had always assumed, from what she had
seen on tv and read in the papers, that the President of the United
States of America would be a tall and strong and very ethical figure,
a Gregory Peck or James Stewart or Martin Sheen sort, always bear-
ing himself with dignity and decorum befitting his office - not some
vulgar, shallow mouth-breathing Sopranos mafia type - and she was
somewhat stunned at the world-change she had just stumbled over,
somewhat like a child accidentally coming downstairs a year or two
too early and finding her parents laying out the presents from Santa
under the Christmas tree.

She thought she detected Joe's somewhat shrill laughter in the
burst that followed the President's remark, but just then the guard
came back out through the door, pulling it shut behind him, and
immediately confronting her in a threatening way.

"Sorry, ma'am, this is a private meeting - you're not even sup-
posed to be outside this door. Would you please go back to the re-
ception area?" he said, taking a step towards her and forcing her to
back up to avoid having her nose and the rest of her face mashed in
his chest.

Never the shrinking violet type, she forced herself somewhat
instinctively to stand taller, and look him in the eye as she spoke,
even if she had to look up a little to do so; "I'm just looking for my
husband, and I was wondering if he was in there with the others,"
she said, "and I wonder if you'd mind checking for me? I think I
heard his voice ..."

The man did not even bother to respond - he simply reached
into his pocket and retrieved a device that looked like a cellphone,
but was evidently a walkie-talkie of some sort, as he pushed a but-
ton and spoke into it.
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"SS-two calling SS-seven, are you there? I have a security prob-
lem at One's door - she doesn't seem to be armed, but I want backup
right now to get her out of here. Do you copy?"

A clear voice came from the device in the guard's hand. "Copy,
seven, we'll be there in two seconds."

- and a door at the end of the hallway opened, and a tall man in
a grey suit came through it on a jog, followed by at least three uni-
formed policemen. Brittany was surrounded with her arms twisted
behind her back almost before she had a chance to realize what was
happening. And aside from that basically ignored for the next few
seconds.

"So what the hell's the story here?" the man in the grey suit was
saying to the guard whom Brittany had first met, "How the hell did
this person get here? What are YOU doing here alone? Have you
searched her yet? Does she have any weapons?"

****

About the only really good thing I recall from the last couple of
years is our trip to Prince Edward Island in June - I just fell in love
with the place, it reminded me so much of all the stories of you and
dad you used to tell, with the small communities, and farmers and
fishermen, they all (well, most! - Joe managed to find the scummy
side pretty quick, some lawyers' offices in Charlottetown - god what
revolting people they all are as a class, beneath their 'society' veneer
- sneaking and scheming and stealing and backstabbing and lying
and generally doing their best to make what should be a beautiful
world and society into a viper's pit! - what an eyeopener THAT week
was - I could write a book about that alone! - the judges telling sto-
ries and laughing about how they thought it was such fun to ham-
mer poor people and toss them in jail for drunk driving - when they
had a hangover from their party the night before from which they
had driven home - DRUNK!!!! - and told the cop who stopped them
to get lost! - I wanted to strangle them all!!!) were so down to earth,
so friendly, so honest and open, so willing to share - just like your
stories about the people you grew up with in Green Harbour in
Maine.

Anyway, we looked at a few places, since Joe was thinking about
buying a summer home near the sea (more as a status symbol I think
than out of any desire to be near nature or anything like that), and
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one place called Greenways - a big old rundown farm on some bay
on the north shore - was just perfect - I fell in love with it the first
time I saw it - it was like I had been there before, or lived there
before, I felt so at home. Joe wasn't that thrilled with it (not sur-
prised - it seems we agree on so little since our marriage - I just can't
imagine how I fell in love with this man! - I do spend a lot of time
thinking about that - and I think I am learning some things about
myself as well, but that is another sidetrack, and the book comes
later!) - said he needed something smaller, closer to the 'city' (hard
to call a place with 15,000 people most of the year a city!), more
'upscale' - but there wasn't much else available right then, and I con-
vinced Joe to put a retainer on it, and I think we will be buying it if I
have anything to say about it, and I still do - we do have another trip
planned to 'the Island' as the folk there call it for the end of Septem-
ber, some deal Joe was talking about with a local lawyer there called
Hewlett or something, and I'm determined not to let Greenways get
away - something inside me tells me it will be an important part of
my future, although it's hard to tell how right now - maybe it's just
like a dream to me, and I am in rather desperate need of something
like that right now, something good and positive in my life. (Besides
Liz, of course - she just gets sweeter every day but you know that!)

Well, anyway, Mom, I feel a lot better right now - there is some
catharsis in just getting this down on paper. I still haven't decided
whether to hit the send button or not.

Love you forever and always, Mom - maybe I'll just phone you
now instead - I think I could do that without breaking down now....

B

====================

Jonathan Franzen: "... one of the most important assets of the cur-
rent US government is the strategic national reserve of cluelessness
of its average citizen...."

====================

Are you a Budding Canadian Revolutionary???
The Quiz



104 Green Island Book I:  Greenways

1. If you could reduce your work week in half, and still main-
tain your current standard of living, would you do so?? (no strings
attached except you would have fewer consumer goods to choose
from - that is, instead of having 214 brands of shampoo on the
drugstore shelves, there might only be 30 or 40 or so. Or, we sup-
pose, you might attract the enmity of certain governments whose
initials begin with USA etc).

2. Do you think 'democracy' should mean that an actual major-
ity of the people of a country elect the government, and the govern-
ment does what that majority desires? (majority here being defined
as 50% + 1, in actual bodies, not 'majority' as defined in Canadian
election laws which usually means around 15-20% of the people)

3. Do you believe economic policies should be formulated with
the good of all the people in mind, or be formulated primarily to
increase the wealth of the already wealthy elite? (again, 'good of all
the people' being defined by the people themselves, and not some
business group or 'think' tank)

4. Do you believe that politicians who lie demonstrably and bra-
zenly to get elected should be fired?

5. Do you believe that the justice system should work for all the
people, or mainly for those who can afford $500+ per hour lawyers?

6. Do you think that politicians who never mention their sala-
ries/benefits packages during an election campaign should be al-
lowed to get away with considering their first order of business af-
ter being elected giving themselves substantial pay increases?

7. Do you think that people who can afford to pay $10,000 for a
'fundraising' dinner should be allowed special access to the Prime
Minister?

8. Do you think that if the government is short of money it should
allow commercial banks to create that money and then borrow it
from them at prime rates of interest which you will pay for with
your taxes, or that the government might better create that money
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itself through YOUR Bank of Canada, and not have to pay commer-
cial rates of interest??

9. Do you believe Canada should be a US puppet or an inde-
pendent country?

10. Do you have any idea what we're talking about here?

CONGRATULATIONS!! YOU'RE A REVOLUTIONARY!!!
LOOKOUT HERE COMES THE CSIS!!!!
HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

====================

Civil disobedience becomes a sacred duty when the State be-
comes lawless or, which is the same thing, corrupt.

- Mahatma Gandhi

====================

Who can enjoy enlightenment and remain indifferent to suffer-
ing in the world? This is not in keeping with the Way. Only those
who increase their service along with their understanding can be
called men and women of Tao.

- Lao Tzu

====================

Physical violence destroys the body. Lies destroy the soul.

====================

... you have to understand, Frannie, regardless of what the up-
per Canada papers are saying (lies and lies!!! it is SO frustrating!! to
read that shit, excuse my farancais, day after day, and send them
letter after letter and never see anything published!!) - what we're
doing here is not some kind of complete makeover of society or some-
thing, some idiotic communistic or socialistic 'totally planned'
economy, that would be a truly impossible dream, a ludicrous thing
to even try, and believe me we ALL know better than to even think
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of such a thing. Most of our daily lives are pretty much the same as
before the 'revolution' as they call it there, revelation is what most of
us think here, except better in almost every way as we have more
time and less work - less work overall, and the work we do do is
almost always work we are happy with, if you can imagine, no more
time clock slaves here! - all we're doing, really, is, how shall I say
this - we're removing a cancer from the 'body politic' as it were, so
we all can keep doing more or less as we have been doing, but with-
out the constant drain of a cancer sucking away all our energy, all
our creativity, a large amount of all our resources and output that
has to be continually replenished .... we still have jobs, and work,
and homes and money, and stress and problems at times, but I guess
the big difference is, we don't have 'representatives' making all our
decisions all the time, but we all participate in the decisions we are
making as a community or society, through local and province-wide
discussions on what we call the AGORA discussion list.

What we have done here, the huge accomplishment, is that we
have removed (or mostly removed, there are still some lingering
pockets of illness) the 'uber-layer' as someone called it, that great
invisible sucking vacuum above us all that used to suck half of eve-
rything we did or produced straight into the bank accounts of a gang
of bankers and 'investors' (read 'crooks', from my perspective) - im-
agine if you had some big parasite on your back, taking half your
blood every day, half your food, half your energy, imagine how you'd
feel if that lump was removed, and that's what we have done for
Green Island - and it's fabulous, you can have no idea until you see
for yourself what I am talking about - I know you are like I was, you
have no idea of the cancer, that is how well they have it disguised,
how well (forgive me but we do truth here!) they have you all indoc-
trinated, and you find it hard to believe - but it is real!! Please do
come and visit soon, and you can see for yourself how wildly suc-
cessful this is, so very quickly, how terrible the lies they are telling
you are - imagine yourself, when you have a debilitating illness of
some sort like that kidney infection you had last year, and take some
medicine like the antibiotics the doc gave you, and the illness goes
away overnight, how very much better you feel right away ...

====================

Journals of Cheryl Labrador, NDP member West Prince 1, 1st Green
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Island Government

June 29 2xxx

Well, it’s obvious now if it wasn't before that one of our very
TOP priorities has to be to get some kind of daily newspaper ASAFP
around here that at least tries to tell a bit of the truth - the Colonial
might better be renamed Pravda PEI or something, it is so blatantly
biased against us, so completely unconcerned with telling the truth
or what blatant lies it spreads about us. We knew this before, of
course, but at least before the election they made some token efforts
at giving us a bit of relatively unedited space, and printed columns
or responses to columns by some of us - now nothing but lies and
propaganda trying to destroy us. Absolutely disgraceful, no other
word for it. Stephen wrote to the Canadian Newspaper Council, but
they don’t seem interested. surprise surprise - “We’re confident that
the PEI press is in good hands, Mr. Bigelow - and if they need inves-
tigating concerning any of your rather far-fetched allegations, we
are sure they will request such a measure....”. As Burke or whoever
said - freedom of the press belongs to those who own one.

We’re looking around - maybe a miracle will happen or some-
thing. But if we don’t get something going soon, they'll bury us un-
der these lies. Jim McVeracity in Montanoguff does his best, but
he’s only weekly, and when I talked to him yesterday he also said he
was getting some hassle from the banks about his loans, and the
RCMP had been around to see him to warn him about things that
might be considered libelous or even 'terrorist supporting' (for
KRISTS sake!!!!!) and their policy in such things was to shut the pa-
per down until any allegations had been cleared in court, which
would of course put him out of business, and things are shaky there
too.

Thank god for the Net - we've got a big mailing list now and
growing daily, I think none of this would have happened without
the ability that gave us to reach a lot of people on a small budget, a
lot of new interest internationally too, which should help, and with
so many people having printers as well, they can print off flyers and
post them up in all the small stores around the Island, where people
gather and talk. And Stephen and some others are talking about a
new wide-open discussion board called AGORA or something. And
I know from my own travels that many Islanders are quite willing to
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give us a chance - we just have to take advantage of it fast, before
someone takes it into their heads that the Island needs a regime
change or something hahahahaha.

Otherwise things are just ducky hahahaha!!!! - we’re opening
the new session next week, and we have a legislative agenda like
this province has never seen before! All we need is some time .....

====================

The peasants work to get food so they can eat enough to stay
strong enough to work .....

- Bruce Patterson

====================

"ON the following pages I offer nothing more than simple facts,
plain arguments, and common sense: and have no other preliminar-
ies to settle with the reader, than that he will divest himself of preju-
dice and prepossession, and suffer his reason and his feelings to de-
termine for themselves that he will put on, or rather that he will not
put off, the true character of a man, and generously enlarge his views
beyond the present day."

- Thomas Paine, Common Sense

====================

Green Island Free Radio
Sept. xx 2xxx 20:00
How It Could (and Should!) Be - Broadcast # 1,247

GOOD MORNING GREEEEEEENNNNN ISLAND!!!!!
HAHAHAHAAA FLYYY!!! BE FREE!!!!

Announcer: Hi Merkydorky - So glad to have you with us this
morning again, on Radio Free Green Island - reaching ALL around
the world on shortwave and longwave and any other wave we can
find - and does THAT piss off certain people hahahahaha!! And what
are you going to talk about today, on How it Could - and Should! -
Be? - MugglyMerk?

Merk: Well, Mindableness, I thought today I’d take a look at a
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few stories from around the world that talk about some new devel-
opments in Community Living we have been following - there have
been some what I think are kind of significant new additions to our
rolls. As you know, as we've talked about before, the last 30 years or
so in the Western Capitalist World saw an increasing tendency - one
which we believe was not entirely coincidental, but we are waiting
for a bit more research on that from you Athenia people (hint hint
hahahaa) - for people to become more and more isolated from their
neighbours and neighbourhoods, and live rather solitary lives. Not
entirely friendless, of course, that would be too much, although the
trend was certainly to having any significant contact with fellow
humans to fewer and fewer such people after the great Paranoia
Drive (otherwise known as the 'War on Terror') began in the days
after the 911 Black Op - but to live as strangers in a strange land, as
it were - living in a suburban type area with many other people, but
not knowing most of those other people. And not trusting them much
either - the personal security industry was one of the great benefac-
tors of this time, with burglar alarms of all sorts being a necessity in
these new communities. This lifestyle - if we can call it that - was so
different from the worlds most of us older folk grew up in, where
we knew all our neighbours, saw and spoke with them regularly,
and locked doors or cars were unheard of.

Announcer Mindableness: Yes indeed, Murkydear, when I visit
my sisters in Upper Canada I have noticed that a lot of people have
locked doors, not knowing the people they have lived beside for 10
or 20 years or longer. And I also remember, like you but let's not get
into age things!, visiting my uncles and aunts when I was younger,
and going to potluck socials and things like that, where everyone
knew everyone else in the small communities. The general assump-
tion was trust, not distrust like you see everywhere today!

Mourk: Right, Mindableness-the-lovely, you're always young
and lovely to my eyes haha, and what we have been doing here in
the CSE Research Center is looking all around the world at a new
kind of community - Intentional Communities seems to be the popu-
lar term for them these days - where people who have been both-
ered by the impersonal lifestyles and ratraces forced on them by the
capitalist system have been organizing themselves into communi-
ties where a different set of values prevails - where they can live
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freely and safely, and meet with their neighbours on evenings and
weekends rather than watching tv, as most western people seem to
do now, when at least they are not at the malls buying more useless
stuff.

Announcer: Great, Morkymurk, just great. So where is the first
place you are taking us, on this etherian trip tonight?

Deardork: Hahaha good one Mindable! - Arthur in the ether!
well, it isn't Camelot today, although we are still looking for Merlin,
but one of the oldest such communities is called Findhorn, and it is
located in Scotland. I'll just let you listen to the words of Michael
BraveSpirit as an introduction......

====================

Like climbing a plateau, near the top, the steepest part when
you are tiredest. New ideas, new paradigms are difficult for the brain,
or at least my brain. Today, for instance, just thought I'd do a short
bit about the GI constitution, and I had not thought of this for awhile,
but as I wrote, it came out - a constitution is just another form of
predator control!!!!!! - and this is how the whole thing goes, ideas
build on ideas that have come before, one way or another, slow slow
slow, you take one step and find you are not to the light yet, and
look around for the next step - and then it all becomes clear, or at
least one more thing - EVERYTHING the predators do is a perver-
sion - they say democracy is wonderful, but they pervert it to their
own ends, the media, the courts, the education system, the law itself
- everything that should be good for 'we the people', and they indoc-
trinate everyone to believe is good - is actually something that the
predators have taken for their own purposes and use for control.
The constitution is instructive, though, as its original purpose, prob-
ably dating to the Magna Carta, it WAS good, as at that time the
monarch had absolute power, and the constitution pushed him back,
established some rights for the people - but now, when we are sup-
posed to be people-controlled democracies, the constitution is actu-
ally a barrier, a means for the behind the scenes rulers to maintain
their rule, whilst maintaining the illusion that we have a democ-
racy. And so democracy, so the schools, so the media, so the courts,
so the constitution, so everything. Evil bastards all the way around.
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But very good at what they do these days. I'm not sure if anyone at
all sees this besides me. My brother Copernicus!!

- journals

====================

Office of the Director of All-Powerful Communications Eaves-
dropping Devices USA

TO: JS McCarthy
FROM: Director Operations
SUBJ: GI Radio

McCarthy we've talked about this before. I’m getting sick of
your excuses - get these assholes off the fucking air. NOW!!!!

TO: Director Operations
FROM: JS McCarthy
SUBJ: GI Radio

Sir, I’m really sorry - we've tried EVERYTHING short of a nuke
- and I’m not even sure that would work. They seem to be able to
counter EVERY blocking device we have available. It’s getting a lit-
tle uncanny sir - the last time we bombarded them with Super Secret
Micro Wave Recipe XX89*&-GHUY++FUDOUBLEBIG - about three
seconds later the theme from that old tv show Twilight Zone started
beeping out of our headsets all through HQ here - it really spooked
some of the men, let me tell you. de de de de de de de de - all that
you know - and it really sounded like somebody was laughing cra-
zily way in the background - it was really eerie, Sir.

I really don’t know what to try next, Sir - maybe you ought to
consider the Final Solution or something??

TO: JS McCarthy
FROM: Director Operations
SUBJ: GI Radio

You ain't seen eerie until you've been examining your own rec-
tum with your own eyeballs stuffed up inside it. There’s gonna be a
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lot of Final Solutions happening around here soon enough. Be warned
- if I gotta call Ryan you’re really gonna be sorry, you know what
he’s like. And don’t screw up the email erase programs eh!!!????
You KNOW what happens when those IndyMedia fuckers or what-
ever they call themselves get ahold of this stuff.

====================

MOMMMMEEEE!!!!! You’re NOT putting Herby and Derby and
Scoobydums in the boiling water!!!! MOMMYYYYY DADDYYYY
MAKE HER STOPPP!!!!! AHHHHHHH!!!!!!

Honey, will you take Liz outside while I boil the lobsters?

Sure thing...

====================

EDITORIAL - Island Voice, Monday June 23 20XX

Constitution of We the People of Green Island

These may be words that have been said before, in a different
but nonetheless very comparable context, but it is no less true now
than it was previously - the Cause of Green Island is the Cause of all
Mankind.

The Referendum we will all participate in next week in which
the citizens of Green Island choose to formally accept or reject the
‘non-constitution’ Constitution we have all been working on for the
last two years is probably the most important day in our short His-
tory, though as we all know, every day has been important, as we
do all the million things needed to establish a brand new in almost
every important respect Society here on this small island, a society
unknown before in history although there have been a few Glorious
Attempts, a Society of Free People that truly, conscientiously looks
after all of its citizens and involves them in every important deci-
sion of THEIR government, their collective will, rather than mouth-
ing democratic platitudes while being another excuse for a small,
wealthy, powerful and secretive Elite to keep everyone working and
producing wealth which they Steal for themselves, leaving the pro-
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ducers of the wealth little more than crumbs and insecurity and a
lifetime of thankless, mostly miserable work to provide a subsist-
ence, shallow existence, while the Parasites feed off their Blood and
enjoy the best this world has to offer. It has been going on Forever,
in terms of what we know of human history - until, maybe, now.
Maybe now, after so many millennia, we will become worthy to call
ourselves, truly, Homo sapiens rather than Homo barbarius, or the dual
Homo elitus and their Homo serfus slaves.

Unlike the Constitutions of most other countries, including those
great pretenders to the Democratic mantle the United States and the
United Kingdom, or the farcical, interest-group dominated 'Consti-
tutional Debates' seen in this country the last few years, the Green
Island 'We the People' ‘non-constitution’ Constitution is not some-
thing dreamed up by a small group of people secretively in a Locked
Room bargaining furiously for advantages for different groups and
horsetrading with people's lives and presented for a Meech-style
accept it all or reject it all vote, as the Parasites prefer to do things in
a frenzied carnival atmosphere, the easier to Scam everyone (‘roll
the dice’!! - is that any way to decide on a constitution?!?) - the Green
Island 'We the People' Constitution on How we Want Our Society to
Function has been worked on for over two years now, right out there
in the open under the Bright Light of day where good things hap-
pen, in Calm Debates (perhaps just a Bit excited sometimes!) and in
Meetings all across the Island rather than secretive locked rooms in
the wee dark (and often drunk, sadly to say) hours of the night with
guards at the door, worked on and Studied and Discussed and with
input and refinements from everyone who was interested, from the
seniorest citizens to junior high school students and yes, even the
Tortuous Pleas and excuses for privilege of the representatives of
the elite were duly accepted and considered by all, all reflecting
deeply into the kind of society they and we wanted, and the mean-
ing of 'the Common Weal' and how to achieve and maximize it for
everyone, rather than 'what can I get for MEhaha?!?'

We have duly reported during this time on everything from the
submissions of so-called business groups with their belief (at least
they'd have us believe that they believe so, although it rather stretches
the imagination to believe that anyone other than Altzheimous former
actors could be that simple-minded) that society should maximize
their personal wealth through allowing them to back away from their
obligations to the society that allowed them to prosper through 'tax



114 Green Island Book I:  Greenways

relief' as it then trickles back down and everyone prospers, through
those who advocated a ‘special council of qualified people' to in-
struct all citizens on what to eat and how to behave safely 'for their
own good' and what it was allowed to think or not to think and
other such Abhorrent Paternalisms. We were and are pleased that
most citizens, after lengthy open debate, seem to have little use for
such Extremist groups from either side of the political spectrum (Big
‘Rich Daddy’ Brother on the one hand vs Big ‘Do As You’re Told
Children!’ Mother on the other), and these recommendations, and
many others of like ilk, are not in the final draft. We seek no extrem-
ists from any side or dimension, but a truly rational Middle-way
that will truly provide the Greatest Good for the greatest number,
with the Maximum Freedom for all, and Greatest Prosperity obtain-
able by Free Men and Women in a Free Society.

We were especially touched by a well-thought out Presentation
from a 10-year old from Tyne Valley last year asking for Guaranteed
School Lunches for some of her less well-to-do classmates, as printed
in this paper (and we do believe that her classmates are better off
now, in a society that finds such scarcity for its less able members
shameful rather than 'tough luck kid choose better parents next time').

The non-constitution Constitution, as it finally worked itself out
into a rather small set of principles with a bit of explanation follow-
ing, is widely expected to Pass with no less than 90% approval as
the fundamental guiding document establishing Green Island, as it
has already been Accepted through the Consensus Process in every
Local Council, and although the Colonial, unsurprisingly, is already
laying the groundwork for trying to declare the Constitution illegal
by blustering that only in the controlled elections in banana repub-
lics does anything ever get a 90% approval rating and other such
brilliant examples of the neocon logic we have learned to expect from
them (do we, for instance, have 90% or more approval in our coun-
try for the idea that citizens ought not be free to murder their
neighbors on a whim? or the idea that we ought to all have access to
clean drinking water or necessary health care? That we want safe
communities for ourselves and our children? - there are things we
do and can agree on.... - including, in this instance, that the Paternal-
istic Elitist Thieving Capitalist governments of the Past have had
their day, and will now be relegated to the Pages of History, as needed
no longer, and Wanted no More), we have no fear in saying their
protests are readily betrayed as Weak and Nonsensical, the Whines
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of Bullies about to be cast down from their sand thrones, the
Whingeing of Parasites about to have their Odious Bloodsucking
Snouts removed from the Nurturing veins and arteries of We the
People, the frightened snorting of Fat Greedy Piggies about to Lose
their Trough and maybe actually have to Work for a Living (should
they choose to stay, at any rate - we would welcome seeing the backs
of many of them, no doubt).

The plans are in place to make this a very demonstrably legiti-
mate vote, perhaps one of the most demonstrably fair votes in the
History of Western Democracy, certainly far moreso than the fixed
voting-machine farces our 'great Democracy' to the south has in-
flicted on its poor citizens recently or the Mother-media-gatekeeper
Dominated Elections so common in Canada the last few years, with
paper ballots, scrutineers, exit polls, and supervision from the UN
and NU and Canadian government, all recorded for the record. Which
is why, we would suggest, Certain People are so upset they feel they
have to stop it from happening at all. The overwhelming endorse-
ment of the policies of the People's Government of Green Island that
we have seen the last few years by the people of Green Island, the
Peaceful and Prosperous way of life we have established here, vis-
ible for all the world to see and receiving already great accolades
from huge numbers of the common people of other countries who
will soon be championing such a Constitution in their own coun-
tries, is going to make it very difficult for the behind-the-scenes
schemers to justify the coup that appears to be in the works, fomented
by a small group of lawyers and politicians and 'businessmen' who,
it seems, want 'their' fiefdom back.

This is, indeed, a time that may Try your Soul. Will you Stand
and be Counted, or will you slink back into the barnyard as one of
the workbeasts where the masters kept you for so long and want
you there once again when they raise their whips once again in red-
eyed anger? Will you be Found Wanting - or will you finally cast off
the Shackles that have held your body and your brain and your life
in thrall for so long, and raise your head and your spirit and your
voice to the Very Universe itself and declare yourself a free human
being in a free human society - at last, as Martin said, at long, long
last, will you come to the Mountain? Will the Dream become real-
ity?

It is up to you.



116 Green Island Book I:  Greenways

Not someone else, not ever someone else, the meaning of De-
mocracy is - You.

I'll see you next week.

Thomas

(Note for those who have inquired - no, we cannot insert a clause
into our Constitution requiring certain Editors to write shorter sen-
tences for those who have spent too many hours in front of a televi-
sion and prefer short words, short sentences, and short ideas, but
we can, thankfully, ensure that a Good Education is available for All
in future years, and our children are not raised by indoctrinating
televisions, so that as we reverse the unfortunate Dumbing Down of
Society that has occurred during the last few decades of Neocon
Ascendancy in our Fair Land, so that in future days less of the Popu-
lation will be left scratching their heads by the writing of those who
have a certain need to qualify things as required, and insert tangen-
tial asides within sentences rather than without, and other things
the superior mind does as it is discoursing things of interest and
importance. Green Island is for adults. Adults can think.)

====================

Young Caine - old man, how is it that you hear these things?
Old Master Po - young man, how is it that you do not?

====================
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T
he half-hour trip to Athenia gave me time to check out devel-
opments around GI on AGORA - all of the booths on all of the
trains had  a computer terminal built in for anyone to use,

and they were rarely idle. Widespread communication to keep all
the people informed of everything they need and want to be informed
of is a central necessity for a functioning democracy, and it may be
that one of the central difficulties in establishing a true working de-
mocracy (as opposed to some sort of oligarchy masquerading as a
democracy) in earlier times had been closely related to the difficulty
of such communications in larger populations or, in later years, the
control of such communication channels by vested interests who saw
to it certain types of information were kept from the citizens as much
as possible, and other things were carefully spun to present a certain
interpretation. There were alternative sources of information avail-
able, of course, but controlling the majority of people in a modern
‘democracy’ does not mean controlling every thought and action, it
simply means controlling most of them most of the time, and mod-
ern mass media, along with other well understood indoctrination
methods such as control of the education system, had grown to
achieve that very well.

Here on GI we well understood the necessity of breaking that
control if we were to establish a true Democracy of The People, of
removing the ruler-controlled gatekeepers from our daily news and
truly democratising communications and making ALL information

To myself I am only a child playing on
the beach, whilst vast oceans of truth lie
undiscovered before me.
- the Newton

Chapter 8

The journeys begin ...
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of interest available to ALL of the citizens ALL of the time, and with
virtually unlimited access to the full system by every Green Island
resident, an equally complete range of opinions and commentary on
all issues, and the widespread availability of computers and the
internet gave us the perfect way of doing so - nowadays, everyone
was able to get into the debate, and read the opinions of anyone who
wanted to comment, and many people did so. With such a system
fully implemented, there was next to no chance that any informa-
tion would be censored by those who wished to conceal something
or push the common consensus in a certain direction by selective
'reporting' and spin and commentary offered - the advent of the
internet and open source software had finally allowed the develop-
ment of a true democracy, of truly open government of, by and for
us all, and the open and prosperous and truly free society of Green
Island was the result, a society run by all for the benefit of all, rather
than run by the few for the benefit of the few.

Today, of course, and this week, there was a renewed spurt of
talk about the upcoming referendum - not a whole lot of contro-
versy, as the issues had been hammered out in face-to-face commu-
nity hall meetings over the last three years and there was little disa-
greement left (in the great majority) about the central values we
wished to enshrine in a Green Island Constitution (or more of a ‘non-
constitution constitution’, as it had become) - but we still had a black
coven of NWO trolls taking advantage of our openness careening
around the discussion lists trying desperately to turn people away
from the future. They weren't having much success, thankfully but
not really surprisingly - lies never have much chance in the bright
light of day or when people of lesser intelligence try to push more
intelligent people into bad moves, and the trolls had little truth to
tell, and were not, in the way of your average troll, all that bright,
whilst the new Green Island citizen was quite exceedingly so. So
although there was little doubt of the outcome, it was still widely
anticipated, as a kind of ‘graduation day’ or something, the day our
changes became official. Truly, the birthing day of Green Island. The
Summer Solstice.

I disembarked from the GRIS-RT at Central Athenia and headed
back to the place I had left More the day before with Thoreau - that
bench had immediately become one of Henry’s favorite sitting and
thinking places, and if they were not there enjoying the morning air
they would not be far removed, as Henry’s Visitor's Cottage was



  119Chapter 8: The journeys begin ...

but a few yards distant. I could see as I approached that they were
not on the bench nor did I see them anywhere nearby, so I took the
little path that led to the front door of Brook Farm/Pequod, as this
particular cabin was named (the naming of things like this was much
more than some kind of affectation - we wanted our people to be
well educated in all ways, and a thorough knowledge of history and
literature was central to such an education, and if they ran across
things like this they were not familiar with, they were usually curi-
ous enough to go looking for the source, and open up new doors to
learning in the process; there was also incentive, as any older person
was apt to ask any younger person around the campus about the
meaning of something at any random time, and even at Athenia
students preferred metaphorical pats on the head rather than frowns
indicating someone was unimpressed with the student’s lack of dili-
gence in using the university and all it offered for what it was meant
to be used for).

I strolled up the path, enjoying the ambiance, and knocked on
the wooden frame. When there was no answer after a few seconds, I
pulled open the screen door and stuck my head in. The kitchen ta-
ble, for this was the room the door opened into, still had some break-
fast remnants scattered about, but the chairs were empty and the
morning newspapers abandoned on the table top.

“Hello! Good morning - anybody home here?” I called. There
was no answer, but then I heard voices coming from the far room.

“Hee hee hee,” I heard a giggle, then joined by a “Ho ho ho!!”
and then a chorus of "Oooo!!"

Strange, I thought - in our brief acquaintance, I had never known
Henry to be much of a laugher, although he showed a considerable
dry New Englandish wit at times. I stepped in, letting the door swing
shut behind me, and crossed the floor to the opposite doorway, which
led to a combination bed-sitting room, the guest bedroom in the small
cottage, which also had a master bedroom and bathroom besides
the kitchen-sitting room - we had a number of such units scattered
around the pond and in other areas of the campus for temporary
visitors who were more comfortable in such surroundings than in
the larger apartment complexes. And there they were, the two of
them, sitting at the table staring at the computer screen (all of our
accommodation rooms were computer and internet equipped), chat-
ting animatedly.

“My heavens, gentlemen, and what are you doing?!” I asked as



120 Green Island Book I:  Greenways

I walked over to join them - I had not had time to show Henry any-
thing about the computer yet, so was quite surprised to see them
using it.

“Ah, Bigelow!” said Henry, turning to me with a smile, “and
why have you not shown me this marvelous machine before now,
eh? I must say, it is quite the most wondrous thing I have seen yet,
in this world of wonders!”

“Indeed, Bigelow,” chirped in a grinning More, only half-
dressed, a worn purple housecoat half open over suspendered
breeches and still sockless, “the wonders of this age are truly
marvelous to behold! It has been many a long year since I have been
so entranced by a simple machine! Here Henry,” he enthused, push-
ing excitedly at Henry’s hand and reaching for the computer mouse,
“look at this we've just found!”

- with which he turned to the screen and busied himself for a
moment, clicking away, a frown of concentration on his face, as I
moved closer to watch over his shoulder. The screen was redrawing
itself as I watched - and soon a stylized 3-D map of modern-day
London was on the screen. More clicked a couple of more times, and
soon it was enlarged so an old drawing of some sort of the Thames
River as it flowed by the Houses of Parliament was obviously the
center.

“Look at this!” cried More, laughing and turning to me, “Lon-
don, England, right here on this little window, very much as I used
to see it from the Office of the Exchequer! I hardly believe it, it is so
huge and different on the other modern picture I have here, but the
Parliament is the same, and the Thames - even the Tower still stands,
where I spent such miserable time - and that huge wheel thing now!
But there is so much, so much - look!” he turned back to Henry,
“Where is that bookmark thing, Henry? Where is your home?” he
turned once again to me - “They even have Henry’s old log cabin he
told me all about on here! The one he built himself by the Walden
Pond - here now,” and he looked back to the screen where Henry
had found what they were after - the broadband Green Island sys-
tem was as close to instantaneous as you could get most times on
the net. “Look! Isn't it simply amazing? I am entranced, truly en-
tranced! I could spend months here, I am sure, just seeing what they
have in this huge library! I still don’t entirely understand how they
get it all in this little box though!” he finished, looking at me with a
small frown and pointing at the standard GRIL (Green Island Linux)
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box at the edge of the desk.
The new Green Island Linux system really was a joy to use,

finalized a couple of years ago by some of the minds we had freed
from their mind-numbing, soul-destroying, money-the-only-goal
slave-labour day jobs required in the old society. Our true 'produc-
tivity' had been boosted greatly too, now that significant portions of
so many days for so many workers whose time was spent on com-
puters were not spent recovering data or waiting for reboots and
reloads from the old Micropoop systems, which were so cumber-
some and unreliable - and it was a large ongoing budgetary item
removed from the provincial finances too, dealing with upgrades
and maintenance and whatnot required by the much inferior previ-
ous system. GRIL was also now one of our main foreign exchange
earners, even though Micropoop and the US government were try-
ing to prevent its sale, based on some arcane interpretation of the
NAFTA, which the US generally interpreted to mean that they were
free to prevent competition from societies or businesses whose gov-
ernment they didn't approve of or were out-competing their local
interests or something - typical US interpretation of 'trade' treaties
anyway or any other 'treaties' they signed for that matter - we’re free
to do as we like and you’re free to do as we tell you or we'll get you
somehow.

I better not get started, I have been accused of being preachy on
this. But the old 'heads I win tails you lose' game that earlier Cana-
dian governments had been gullible enough to sign on to, or at least
they assumed the people were gullible enough to believe their lies
about 'jobs jobs jobs' and the other nonsense they spouted to sell
such things (a belief that had proven fairly well founded, at least in
the Lincolnian sense of fooling enough of the people when you
needed to fool them, and who cared what they thought afterwards?),
had come to an end here, as the Green Island government had made
it clear that we no longer supported such treaties nor considered
ourselves bound by things we had not ourselves endorsed, had ac-
tually opposed from the beginning, and had disengaged ourselves,
unilaterally declaring them no longer operative insofar as they ap-
plied to us (which principle had already been well established by
the US government, although they were not that fond of having it
used against them). The question of how much actual right the Ca-
nadian government, elected with far less than 50% support of the
Canadian people (closer to 15% in most cases), had to sign such ob-
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viously disadvantageous treaties and try to impose them on every-
one as if they were a new constitution was in front of the courts, and
would be part of the upcoming case our lawyers were busy prepar-
ing our defences for.

“Look, More,” Thoreau spoke up, pulling at More’s shirtsleeve
to get his attention, “Will you just look! It’s the whole New England
coast!” he had switched sites again, clicking on some of the buttons
available on the Walden page, and now there was a full-colour real-
time map of northeastern North America; “Look - I swear, there’s
Massachusetts, and Maine - and look, over here,” pointing, “why,
that’s what that girl told us was Prince Edward Island!” he looked
up at me - “Is it so, Bigelow? Is this little place really where we are
now?”

“Indeed it is, Thoreau, indeed it is!” I replied, glancing at the
familiar screen; “Well done, I must say - although I guess I shouldn't
be too surprised - I understand you were quite a traveler and did
some travel-writing in your day, and are familiar with maps and
their use, eh? But about this whole computer system, Thomas, I don’t
know where to begin - but how did you find out about this at all?” I
asked, “I mean, it's not a secret, but I haven’t had a chance to tell
Henry about this yet, and I am quite surprised to see you operating
it - and quite well, I should add! - although, of course, we have
endeavored to make it all as 'user-friendly' as possible, as we say -
and apparently our engineers have done a good job of it!”

“Oh, well, Bigelow,” said Henry, dragging his attention away
from the screen, where he had been tracing around the Island with a
bit of a critical look on his face about something, “last evening, you
see, we were sitting on the bench by the pond having a pipe and wee
chat before retiring, listening to peepers and insects and seeing what
stars we could identify with the help of one of the books we found in
the cottage here, when a lovely young lady - quite a lovely young
thing indeed - came along and started talking with us - quite for-
ward, really, also, but we humored her for awhile, and as it turned
out she was quite interesting. She was studying, oh, what was it,
More?...”

More had been listening with a smile on his face, and joined in,
“Henry, I’m surprised you forget! She said she was studying old
ideas for Utopian societies, and asked us if we knew anything about
such things, and you with your friendship with Emerson and those
old Brook Farm people, or whoever they were!” he laughed heartily
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as he finished.
“Oh, yes, of course,” continued Thoreau, chuckling also, “and

then we asked her how she came to be so well informed of such
things, where she learned about such things, and she told us like
most of her fellow students she did most of her research on this
thing here,” he gestured at the computer, “something called - oh,
what was it? The Big World Wide Spiderweb or something - oh, yes,
the Inter-net, she told us. Neither of us, of course, had ever heard of
such a thing, and she volunteered to show us. Very forward, I say!
She said she thought most little cottages like ours had this thing
called a 'computer' (which of course we had also never heard of),
and so we looked - she really was quite forward, accompanying two
gentlemen into their cottage, shocking! - and here was this machine
that we then learned was called a computer. She showed us how to
turn it on and use it, and this ‘web place’ called the Giggle machine
or something, it's certainly provided us with no shortage of laughter
anyway - well, we've hardly slept the whole time since, Bigelow, it
even can tell you how long to boil your eggs, you know, something
we had a small disagreement about over breakfast, decided to see
what we could find about it here, and have not yet returned! It seems
we've traveled all over the world in the last few hours, a world nei-
ther of us ever imagined!”

“Bigelow, it’s true!” chimed in More, unable to contain himself
in his excitement, “this World Web thing has everything from Heaven
to Hell in it, or on it, or whatever you say - quite literally! Saints and
Sinners innumerable; Kings and Popes and laymen and artists and
every book you've ever heard of and a million more you haven’t! All
the countries and world maps! Today’s newspapers from every coun-
try and city, and newspapers from years and years passed! It’s like a
huge library, with a theater and a cathedral and a parliament and
museums and atlases and a commons all mixed together, and peo-
ple of all sorts sharing their ideas about these things with one! Oh,
really, words fail me! A GRoogle here and a GRiggle there - “ - our
computer people had modified the Google search engine as well ,as
part of the GRIL, of course, as More recalled - “ - and it seems there
is nowhere at all you can’t go!”

With which he turned to Henry, shaking his head and smiling,
and shrugging his shoulders quite eloquently, expressing the inad-
equacy of words at certain times in a life. I was nodding my head,
smiling, aware of these things, of course, but not wanting to dampen
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their enthusiasm.
“Not to mention things a gentleman normally wouldn't talk

about, eh More?” added Thoreau, with a snarky sort of little grin,
something I imagined had rarely decorated that long face, which
was answered by no more than a somewhat embarrassed “Oh, well,
when you really test the limits of this Giggle thing, you find, well,
heh heh...” from More - I didn't pursue it, coming, I supposed, from
a somewhat more enlightened age, or less oppressive, at least about
certain things. At least here in Green Island, generally - there were
still a lot of pretty backwards places on the old planet yet, in terms
of sex and other things - things which almost invariably, when ex-
amined closely, could be traced to oppression and control of one
sort or another by religious types. What we have done to the human
children of this planet in terms of brainwashing and creating misery
will be a long time healing. But at least we were starting here.

“Well,” I continued, as they both paused for a breath at the same
time, having in their enthusiasm backed themselves into a conver-
sational impasse or run out of breath or something, allowing me to
speak, “speaking of this Internet, it certainly is one of the wonders
of the modern age, perhaps even the definitive era-changing ma-
chine, like fire or electricity or the invention of writing or numbers
began great changes in the past. It has allowed mass communica-
tion to become the property of the common man, rather than the
property of the elite as it had, and has for that matter, been for so
long, and we have been using it to great effect to help us in our
struggles to put some regulations and rules on the wannabe elites in
our society. But I am sure you will find out quite a bit more about
this over the next few days, since everyone you meet, I think, will be
using this tool quite a lot, and you'll certainly have as much oppor-
tunity as you want yourselves to explore more, as we have this
internet access available almost everywhere. But now, if you gentle-
men please, and I can persuade you to leave this new toy, we do
have an appointment in town, and places to see after that - don't
forget your overnighters!”

“Excellent!” replied More, getting to his feet, “Our bags are
packed and ready, and if you'll just give me a moment to get a shirt
on, I shall be right with you! Henry, you are almost dressed, per-
haps you can take a second to shut the machine off, with Bigelow
here to make sure you don’t break something!”

And so I did, and so he was, a minute or two later, shirt and
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socks and shoes, and reaching for his cane and tricorner - for all the
time he stayed with us, he would never lose his habit of formal dress,
although it must have been a tad uncomfortable at times. Henry
had been dressed, more or less, when I arrived, in his habitual loose
white shirt and dark trousers, and after I showed him the very sim-
ple process to put the computer safely into ‘rest’ mode, just pulled
his long black coat on, which he never ventured outside without - he
always seemed to have anything he needed in one of the many pock-
ets it contained, although what he used most frequently was, I sup-
pose naturally enough all things considered, a well-thumbed leather
covered notebook. Looking around as we left, he remarked, “I do
look forward to getting away from here at last for a small explora-
tion - Athenia is a fine place, and the computer machine is wonder-
ful, but yet more wonderful is meeting people and going places on
your own, and I've begun feeling just a bit confined and a need to
truly stretch my legs! Onward ho! Let the journey begin!”

And he pulled open the screen door of the cottage, politely ush-
ering More and I out ahead of him, into the always beautiful fresh
air of the Green Island Athenia morning. We didn’t lock the door -
in the new civility of Green Island, in a society much less rushed,
with more time for people meeting and knowing one another, with
government and business leaders encouraging good behavior by ex-
ample, as a few years ago the same people, or at least their ancestors
as it were, had encouraged quite poor behavior by their example,
stealing was becoming quite unacceptable again, as it had been in
earlier times, and trust the natural way of living. It was the way
decent people lived in a community of trustworthy neighbours, and
above all, most of us simply wanted a decent society where decent
people could live decent lives. We all subscribed to the Gandhian
directive - "Be the change you want to see."

I led my companions along the path around the north shore of
Walden Pond and across Belvedere St which bordered Athenia to
the west, past the Farmer’s Market we would visit the next day, to
get to the Confederation Trail, a nature trail which ran from one end
of the island to the other, with various branchings such as this one
running into Charlottetown, to encourage people to get out and ex-
ercise, and get to know their home - the trail had been established
many years before Green Island, but had been, rather sadly, utilised
very little by the Islanders of the time, living in an increasingly dys-
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functional and unsafe society, trained to be addicted to the televi-
sion, a situation which had changed with the establishment of the
new government and the new priorities of maxing leisure time and
learning and quality of life for all citizens rather than corporate prof-
its which maxed quality of life for a few whilst decreasing it greatly
for most. My goal was the GRIS Central station at the center of
Charlottetown, perhaps a half hour’s pleasant stroll, from where we
could catch a train for our journey east, and I thought the walk would
serve as a bit of an introduction to our largest city, as we could eas-
ily detour along any of the many tree-lined streets away from the
small business center, and More and Thoreau both agreed that
sounded like a pleasant beginning to our day, and our excursions.

“Know your home before you start exploring the wilderness,”
said Thoreau with a smile, as I explained my plan, “or you could be
missing some of the most interesting and important things of all!”

“Indeed,” added More, “how often do we see people pining to
go exploring over the hills to far countries - and knowing nothing of
the local wonders that others come from far away to see!”

As we walked, when I was not pointing out our local landmarks,
More and Thoreau questioned me with considerable interest about
the internet and modern communications and some of the things
they had seen, still awed and somewhat unbelieving of the marvel
of it (as was I, I had to admit, at times, when I thought about it - like
all of the great libraries at your fingertips and more). The few min-
utes flew, and it seemed like no time at all before we were walking
down the last blocks of Queen St and approaching  Charlottetown
Central, a quite lovely station only recently opened (many, many
things on Green Island had been 'recently' done, as we no longer
faced the great but completely artificial and unnecessary money prob-
lems previous governments had always complained of, who always
wanted to do great things, they said, but just couldn’t afford it darn!!

(Money problems arranged quite intentionally for the benefit of
the few at the expense of the many (and one of the necessary pieces
of information the media kept from the people), a policy philosophy
that pervaded the previous governments (and still prevailed in other
non-Green Island governments) but one that we no longer followed
- when the many work for the benefit of themselves, with no short-
age of ideas or materials or bodies, and not held back by some artifi-
cial control on the means of exchange, and without half their pro-
duction being stolen by a predator-ruler class, it was simply amaz-
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ing what could be accomplished).
The station was very near the historic center of the city, occupy-

ing the refurbished and redecorated old Dominion Building, which
now flew the Green Island Flag, a red heart in a blue sphere with a
green border set in a yin-yang Tao wheel on a white background,
with outline maps of Green Island on either side, replacing the pre-
vious colonial flag of PEI - one thing we did not consider ourselves
as was someone else’s colony, and that included Upper Canada, it-
self having progressed from colony of Great Britain to little more
than an American colony the last few decades, sadly enough. Again
with the full help of the Canadian mainstream media - although
most Canadians were very opposed to this assumption of American
colonyship, the business leaders were all in favor, and the business
leaders, of course, owned the media, so the media marginalised the
majority of Canadians who opposed this direction whilst featuring
endless boosterism for ever closer ties with the American capitalist
central government. But I get preachy again. My excuse would be
that there’s a lot to be preachy about.

We approached the station to a sudden scattering of raindrops,
rain showers being a not uncommon occurrence in this small island
province surrounded by the ocean, where the warm (or cold, de-
pending on the season) offshore breezes meet and quarrel with the
cooler (or milder, depending on the season) onshore ocean breezes
coming from some part of the North Atlantic Ocean. As an old Is-
land saying has it, “If you don’t like the weather, just wait a few
minutes and something new will come along!” (“Hmpph,” said
Thoreau with a little grin when I mentioned this, “something of an
old New England saying as well - people like to complain about
weather, I have noticed!” I saw More about to chip in, but change
his mind, just nodding in agreement.) And indeed a minute later
the raindrops ceased, although the sky was still threatening, and a
freshening breeze from the harbour promised more.

We stopped for a moment, looking westwards down the four
short blocks or so of Queen Street sloping gently down to the har-
bour which was shortly to be, unbeknownst to us at the time of course,
the center of events of great interest, mostly hidden from this van-
tage point behind the large Toto Inn (motto ‘You’re not in Kansas
any more!’). It was a typical sort of small town main street, all along
its length small shops and offices, no buildings other than the
Charlottetown Central and Toto Inn more than four or five stories
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tall, most with apartments in their upper levels, red brick and fire
escapes and plate glass windows and an array of signs telling what
was available, little different than thousands of other main streets,
at least from the surface appearances.

There were a few cars passing along, but now with the modern
new wireless electric trams section of GRIS-RT along Queen St run-
ning all the way from the Toto Inn on the waterfront to the edge of
town out past Athenia, intersecting with the waterfront line at the
Inn and then a few blocks up with the Grafton and St. Peter's lines
and thus melding almost seamlessly into the larger Island grid
through the GRIS-HQ at the refurbished train station down along
the waterfront, most people used public transport of one type or
another when coming to town or getting around. Kitty-corner across
Queen St from the RT station, the large Confederation Center of the
Arts, which housed the city library and the Festival Theater, domi-
nated the view - the Anne of Green Gables musical, a favorite of
audiences for decades, had taken on a whole new meaning with the
Green Island government, but was still as popular as ever to visitors
- a newly written sequel, Anne of Green Island, putting the short
history of the birth of our new Island into a somewhat dramatised
musical form based on the love story of Anne and a certain revolu-
tionary, one of whose parents supported Green Island and the oth-
er’s adamantly opposed, was currently running neck and neck in
terms of popularity. Our first destination today was down Rochfort
Street, which ran alongside the Confederation Center, and I guided
my companions across the way, waving to a few people in a passing
tram - people in good moods, which Green Island encouraged, did
things like that.

The town was alive with people on such a fine morning, threat
of rain or raindrops notwithstanding, and More and Thoreau were
taking everything in, walking slowly and observing, offering com-
ments to one another on things that struck their fancy - the shops in
the area along Rochfort St had been largely redone in their original
style, circa 1900, a 'Victorian Row' as it had been called for some
years even predating Green Island, and the carved woodwork,
painted in various colors, large plate glass windows with colorful
old style lettering, and other period decor, in combination with the
several trees along the sidewalk and planter boxes of flowers and
herbs in many of the windows, made for a pleasant stroll. As we
passed one of the sidewalk cafes, More stopped and took my arm,
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saying, “Say Bigelow, would it be possible to get a cup of coffee here
as tasty as the one we had yesterday when we first arrived at Athenia?
Henry and I got somewhat rushed this morning with that internet
thing, and we couldn't figure out how to make any coffee - you'll
have to show us that later, and now after the walk in, why, I think
I’d like to just sit for a few minutes, and take things in, you see, with
perhaps a bit of toast and coffee? This is such a - a - well, a nice spot!
- and interesting - and there are many locals here we might have a
word with as well, should the chance occur!”

“Yes, Bigelow, I concur!” added Thoreau, “it does seem like a
fine and inviting and central sort of place for a sit, you see, our first
excursion into the capital city of your Island - surely nothing is so
important that it cannot wait another few minutes! And anyhow,
we were so entranced with your internet thing we hardly had time
for breakfast, as More said, and another piece of toast or something
might be welcome, if we are to be traveling this morning... And one
does enjoy a spot of sitting and observing, you know...”

I glanced at my watch - we were, actually, a few minutes ahead
of schedule, as I tended to allow extra time for unexpected delays
when I could, which had not eaten up any time this morning. I then
looked at the sky, and considered the raindrops. I judged the rain
would hold off for at least a few minutes - not that I was any great
judge of such things, but it seems guessing about the weather is an
eternal human trait. And I also concurred, for that matter - few things
are so important in the Green Island lifestyle that you can’t stop for
a few minutes when something interesting passes by. Unlike certain
places off the Island, where the notion that ‘time is money!!!!’ tends
to control people somewhat more thoroughly. I don’t think most
people actually want their lives controlled that thoroughly, but most
people don’t set the rules in those places, the masters do. I’m getting
preachy again, aren’t I? Hard not to. As I said.

“Well, gentlemen, I certainly don’t want to deny you any op-
portunity to observe things,” I replied, “as that is what we are here
for, after all, and actually I rather enjoy doing the same myself when
time permits, and it looks as if the rain probably isn't going to get
serious for a few minutes at least, so I think we might well enjoy a
coffee here - and I will say, all of these little cafes do do a very nice
job with fresh coffee and pastries, or larger meals as well - as you
can see, they are popular. So let us sit, gentlemen, indeed!”

There were probably 20 or so tables scattered along the street in
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front of the several cafes here even so early in the morning (there
would be at least twice that number later in the day, as many as
space would permit, starting with lunch and then and into the
evening), most of them occupied, with people old and young and in
between, chatting animatedly among themselves - altogether a pleas-
ant summer morning in Charlottetown, the buzz of conversation
and traffic, some birdsong in the background, mostly robins and
sparrows, a few squawking starlings and swirling swallows, peace
and contentment in the air - life, in other words, as it really ought to
be. We were doing ok here, I reflected briefly, as I often did.

I swung my arm in a short arc as a waiter might do, saying
“Pick your table, Sir, or Sirs!”

More looked around, and pointed to an open table in front of a
cafe with a large sign on the front, 'Zelda’s Zesty Zings'. We strolled
over and sat, and within a few seconds a somewhat zany young
man, dressed in a short green chef’s cap, red shirt and white apron,
with a largish reddish mustache and sparkling black eyes, appeared
with a menu and a greeting - actors were usually characters, as it
were, and many of the wait staff at these restaurants were up-and-
coming actors working in small roles at the Confederation Theater
for the summer, supplementing their income.

“Good morning, all!” he said, cheerily, “I’m not ze Zelda
hahahah, but you can call me Zam if you like, or Zak if you forget is
ok, yes? And what can I get you fine folk today? I can tell you, the
Frenzz baguettes just came out of ze oven, and are heavenlyzeze
today!”, touching his thumb and forefinger to his lips and making a
smacking sound, eyes half-closed in feigned bliss. "I must apolo-
gize, but it is too early for ze lovely zesty wing zings, but we have
many ozzer delicious zings for you!"

Thoreau chuckled in enjoyment at, I think, the young waiter’s
enthusiasm and general joie de vivre and playfulness with words.

“I don’t believe I've zeen you folks here before - why don’t I
leave you a menu, and come back in a couple of minutes to take
your order?”

“Thanks,” I said, smiling back at him, “but we do have an ap-
pointment in a few minutes and are in just a bit of a hurry, so if we
could have three large regular coffees, with a tray of cream and sweet-
eners, and perhaps a small sample tray of your warm pastries and
muffins, that should do us for now.”

I looked inquiringly at More and Thoreau, and they both nod-
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ded their heads in agreement.
“Excellent!” said Zam, retrieving the menu with a bow, “I'll be

back in a ziffy hahahaha!”
And so saying he turned with a flourish, to appreciative smiles

from all three of us, and disappeared through Zelda’s door.
As the door slammed, a burst of laughter and cheers erupted

from a couple of tables pushed together at the cafe next door, where
a group of mostly younger people sat around a table with an older
man at the end, evidently, to judge from the various attitudes, hold-
ing court. The older man was dressed in a somewhat threadbare
grey suit jacket over a black t-shirt, which combination matched his
greyish, scraggly beard and longish thin grey hair, with an old brown
fedora perched on his head and a pair of worn sneakers on his sockless
feet, one of which was visible as a crossed leg was swinging a lazy
arc through the air as he spoke. His pale blue eyes were somewhat
rheumy, but at the moment full of laughter.

“Ha ha ha ha!” we heard his laughter and then words, his voice
somewhat hoarse as the other voices quieted while listening to him,
“Never, never, never let them tell you you can’t do it, son! hahahaha!
That’s exactly what I mean when I tell you about 'in the box' think-
ing! - YOU must make the decisions that guide your life! - YOU
must decide what is possible or not for you to do - sure, you will
make mistakes, many mistakes, we all do if we really live our lives -
but when you do, you learn the lessons you need to learn to grow
and become a better person. Don't worry about mistakes much, just
try to avoid the fatal ones, you can't walk to Africa you know - some
one of those wise folks said a long time ago, that which doesn't kill
me, makes me stronger! If you take orders all your life, you never
learn how to make your own decisions, and accept responsibility for
them, and for your life! - and then you find too, if you've been taking
too many orders from others, why, as you get older, you can’t make
any decisions harder than which tv show to watch because you don’t
know how!”

The old man’s voice dropped in volume, his words became in-
distinguishable from the background babble, as some of the younger
voices joined in with questions challenging the old man, and we
returned our attention to our own table.

“I must say,” More said, looking around, “it certainly looks like
a prosperous enough place you have here, and free enough and happy
enough! Who’s the older gentleman, some local man of wisdom or
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something?”
I couldn't help myself, an involuntary snort of laughter over-

took me.
“Sorry, Thomas,” I said, “but you’d have to know the history

here! I laugh in some pleasure at one of our successes, you might
say. Old Mac, as he is known, was for years and years known mainly
as the last holdout of the Charlottetown alkies, as they referred to
homeless alcoholics, of which there were quite a few - are in every
city in Canada, really, and every town, people who cannot fit in to
the modern lifestyle for one reason or another. He was normally to
be found shuffling along Queen St there where we just came from,
or sitting in front of the liquor store just around the corner, begging
for nickels and quarters for his daily quart of wine, or two if he was
lucky.”

“Really?” said Thoreau, “So what happened?”
“Well,” I said, “in Green Island we believe in looking after eve-

ryone and respecting all of our people, and now old Mac has a small
hostel room of his own just a couple of blocks away so he doesn't
sleep on the street or depend on some other charity for a warm bed
at night, and a bit of pocket money every day. And we also don’t
believe in fostering a societal underclass of any sort, so by and large
he is accepted for who he is now - oh, there are still people around
who like to feel superior and scorn people like Mac because they
have to look down on someone, but as you can see, younger people,
more open than many older people to new things, have started to
talk to him, and he is saying some things they like to hear, it ap-
pears, now that he has a chance. And yes, at times he does seem to
be acquiring the reputation of a wise man or something - it's really
quite marvelous, I think. It's been a great failure of modern society,
the disdain with which so many have regarded older people, who in
more community-oriented times were regarded as elders whose
words should be listened to, and also those who, for whatever rea-
son, found it difficult to fit into the work-9-to-5-every-day mould
that modern society demanded of them. Here, well, again, the pur-
pose of Green Island society is to provide a place for all of us to grow
as we can and wish, and have a pleasant life while doing so - some-
what the opposite of the dystopia of modern society, the major pur-
pose of which is to keep as many people producing goods which can
be transformed into monetary wealth for the benefit of a few very
wealthy people, and thus the elderly, or those who resisted the com-
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pulsory workworkwork routine, were by and large cast aside and
mocked for their failure to be good little producers, and most of the
rest led - well - “

Thoreau smiled and finished for me, “Lives of quiet despera-
tion, I think may be the words you are looking for...”

I smiled in return, nodding.
“Exactly - at least in most modern democracies - but here we

have tried to give them the space, the security and freedom and
peace and prosperity, to make their lives more open, and joyous,
and honest, and almost every single indicator indicates we are suc-
ceeding greatly, and the people are coming from their cocoons and
boxes in droves, turning off the sedating tvs and abandoning the
meds and malls to finally start living lives of optimism and happi-
ness and trust and honesty that comes naturally to most people. And
as for prosperous-looking in general, I know what you mean, and
quite agree. You wouldn't know, but it is quite a bit different from a
few years ago, when the whole Island seemed to be ready to crum-
ble, on the edge of financial disaster at all times - "

- I swept my arm to indicate the shops along the street where
we sat -

" - most, or at least many, of these shops were boarded up and
closed for most of the year, except for some being open a couple of
months in the summer to take advantage of the tourist trade that
many Island governments tried to make the basis of our economy, a
losing idea in all respects, in our opinion - but more to the point,
there just wasn't enough money around for people to spend - lots of
willing workers, but a seasonal economy based on farming, fishing
and tourism just doesn't have the diverse, dependable year-in, year-
out base needed to prosper. People tried to put a good face on things,
as people do, but it was a pretty grim situation.”

“Hahaha - always a problem, that money!” said Thoreau, with
More nodding in agreement; “I tried the path, and I think it a good
one, of making myself wealthy by making my wants few, but not
many others care for such a life in modern times with its plethora of
interesting things to see and do and have and experience - and it
appears there is a great deal more of such things nowadays than in
my own. I recall, we tried, or I should say Mr Lincoln tried, an ex-
periment once during the Civil War, called Greenback Dollars -
seemed to be working ok, I don’t know what happened...”

“But we do!” I said, “We have studied the history of money
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here in some detail, you will be hearing more later for certain, it is
really of central importance to everything - the Greenback Dollars
were issued by Lincoln to pay for the Civil War - but after the war,
the banks persuaded your Congress (through some rather question-
able means, it appears - coerced and bribed may be the more accu-
rate words) to withdraw them from circulation, and adopt the debt-
based money supply, controlled by those same banks to their im-
mense profit, which is what was used here in Canada as well for the
past several decades when things spiraled out of control for we the
people, slowly but surely over the years creating the society of wage
slaves running ever harder just to slow the speed of falling behind
that the modern so-called democracies have become.

“For to be prosperous, truly prosperous, means not only to cre-
ate wealth, but to keep it - and by the late 20th century a system had
evolved where the people of our countries created great wealth, only
to have the banks and elites steal most of it, with the help of their
supposedly ‘democratic’ governments and media, thus creating a
situation of permanent and increasing work and anxiety about money
for most people - desperately trying to live the good lives they worked
so hard for and knew they deserved, knowing they should be and
deserved to be happy in modern Canada, but continually having
those lives, with their wealth, siphoned away, just like a cancer eat-
ing the health out of their bodies.”

“Yes, but what.....?” More never got to finish his question, as a
loud, angry-sounding voice interrupted him, accompanied by the
sound of a chair crashing to the ground, as a man lumbered to his
feet at the next table.

“Jesus fucking christ, Bigelow, will you people never give up
on that absolute bullshit?!”
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Mission: A Report on the occasion of the first recorded meeting of two
humans in case such information is required in annals of galactic history,
through retro introduction into brain of semi-sapient being.

Report begins:

T
his whole idea seems like a waste of time - who are these
people anyway? And it was really cold getting here - I don’t
know why these humans don’t all move to warmer places on

this planet - there’s lots of them around. My mission a few time
spans ago on some island called Samui or something like that was
much nicer - those Samui dogs sure know how to howl when the
lights go out and the moon comes up. Whooooo....

Better cut that when I rewrite - Great Alvin of the Spotted Eye
and Truncated Tail That MUST NOT Be Mentioned has told me
enough times before “Your job is to DO the mission - not COM-
MENT on it!”

Right Alvin. I heard you the first time. The Service ain’t a De-
mocracy I heard it all before. Thinking a Directive is stupid and ig-
noring it is not the same as not hearing, dogbrain. Whaddaya mean
that’s why I’m mired in Agent First Level??? yea yea cut it

Ok. Report begins.
Where I am is a big sort of earth house in a place called Prince

Edward Island, which is somewhere near the Cold Pole on this planet,

We’re all mad here ...

-Alice
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judging by the weather. It is the season they call 'winter' here and it
is, as I noted, very, very cold. Snow is falling quite heavily at the
time I arrive, blown around by a fairly strong gusting wind, although
the house is in the middle of a woodlot called Orwell’s Folly or some-
thing like that (the sign was half covered in snow surprise surprise
and it was dark and I was hurrying as well of course) with a lot of
big trees around it - pine, and spruce, and birch and oak and things
like that, according to the small encyclopedia they loaded me with
for this mission - although I’m not sure we can trust everything from
this program, it seems to be an old Earth model called Encrapitated-
BS, which I also learned somewhere else was somewhat unreliable,
being more suited at times to shading the facts for nefarious pur-
poses or something, BigAlvie you can’t trust anything! - someday
the Service will upgrade these things, I hope.

Outside it looks quite pretty, actually, with the lights from the
house shining through the falling snow, and the trees and all that, a
full moon peeking from between the clouds sometimes, if the cold
doesn’t bother you (NOTE for future missions: big, long-haired dogs
with lots of stored heat would be more suitable than this little sort-
of terrier body they have given me. Perhaps someone ought to have
given themselves a little encyclopedia implant before working on
this mission plan haha sorry Alvin’s helperdogs!!!). There’s a barn
further down the clearing, with a couple of things called 'horse
sleighs' sitting outside, and a few big horses inside (I had a little
scout around when I got here - I actually wanted to get inside where
it’s warm, but some instinct in this dog brain wanted to go around
sniffing and pissing on things for a few minutes first, and some sort
of dissonance starts happening and you just get headaches if you
ignore these instinctive things when using other bodies, even or
maybe especially the small-brained ones, which tend to make up in
stubbornness what they lack in smarts. I won't even start on what
happens when a bitch in heat wanders by geezus my aching head.
and stuff.).

There’s some kind of party going on inside, the celebration called
'Christmas' I expect - a bunch of red and green decorations all over
the place, candles in fancy candleholders, a decorated tree in front
of the big bay window in the big room with all the lights and people
and noise on the ground floor. Inside the front door, which opens
from a large verandah across the front of the house and for some
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reason has a house number on front, here in the middle of nowhere,
1983-1/2, is a coatrack full of coats, and boots cover the floor in melt-
ing puddles of water. There’s a lot of commotion and laughter com-
ing from the big room, and the sound of tinkling glasses and musi-
cal instruments being strummed or tuned - I hear instruments called
a violin, a guitar, a pipe of some kind, and a piano, at least, if the
audio portion of the learning session is to be trusted.

At the door I see a forest of legs. Please note about the body size
next time people, a friendly nose in the crotch is better at moving
people than nips on ankles, which often just attracts kicks, which
can be painful. Fortunately there is a space sort of behind the big
decorated tree, and since in front of the tree is a small low table that
stops people from blocking my entire view, I can get a good view of
most of the room from there. I show great restraint in not biting the
ankles of any of the 20 or so people who almost step on me as I
carefully work my way across the room and get settled. Not MY
celebration, people, get outta my face I got work to do. I notice as I
sit and take the first survey of things a largish sort of orange cat
sitting on the back of one of the sofas, staring at me with half-closed
eyes like they do, like that's supposed to fool you into thinking they
think or something. Ha. Eyes are the windows of the soul, or some-
thing, and they keep em half-closed so noone sees how empty the
room is behind them. Spitting and scratching machines, nothing else.
We dream of grabbing them by the neck and - yea I know you don't
want to hear about it right now. Work to do.

It’s a busy room, not only with people, but things. An old up-
right piano sits against the wall in one of the corners across from the
bay window, with a stack of books and some ornaments on the top -
figurines of old musicians, some photos, a little plastic christmas
tree with flashing little lights - strange people. A large bookshelf
takes up half the wall across from the window, and chairs and sofas
and lamps and bureaus and sundry end tables and people fill the
rest of the space. It’s noisy, but the vibrations are good. Lots of hu-
man laughter. I lie on my side to blend in, tongue hanging out like
they do, doing that panting thing. Feels good in an odd way. Com-
forting. What kind of brain do these things have that is comforted
by panting?

A big man with longish hair and a beard, brown and curly but
with a quite a bit of white in both, seems to be the center of atten-
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tion, I think I heard someone calling him Wendell, perched on the
arm of a chair in front of the bookshelf across from where I sit. He is
dressed in a red checkered shirt with suspenders for his trousers
over a - well, not exactly 'fat', but rather large and round stomach.
He holds a glass of amber liquid, beer I suspect - there’s all kinds of
that alcohol stuff around, everyone is drinking it, they’re a bit crazy
like that, in one hand, and the small stringed instrument called a
violin in the other, although my info isn’t quite clear - it could be the
one called a viola, which is just a bigger version, as near as I can tell,
of the violin. As I get settled, he lets out a loud laugh in response to
something someone has said to him, sets the glass on a table beside
his chair, raises the violin so it’s balancing sort of on his upper arm,
which is interesting as the books seem to say it is supposed to be
under the chin of the player, but he seems to be doing ok like this,
although what would I know really from old tapes, and, replacing
the glass with the bow, starts to play and sing - I suppose if it was
under his chin singing would be harder. These humans are a funny
bunch.

“What do you do with a drunken sailor?!
“What do you do with a drunken sailor?!
“What do you do with a drunken sailor?!
“Earl-eye in the morning?!

“EVERYONE!!!...”

A lot of the people were laughing and smiling and rocking and
making various body movements in time to his music, and one man
picked up a guitar and started playing along, and a woman sat down
at the piano as well and joined in -

“Hey ho! And up she rises, Hey ho! And up she rises,
“Hey ho! And up she rises, Earl-eye in the morning!”

Everyone was singing along and clapping now, and they had a
raucous old time for a few minutes. When the song was finally fin-
ished with a great flourish of the bow and even greater burst of laugh-
ter from the violinist, who immediately reached for his glass again
and took a long drink, there was a lot of whistling and clapping and
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things, and then they were off again, this time the singing led by the
man who had picked up a guitar. The pretty sort of lady who had
sat down on the piano bench was still chording along and the violin
man playing too, although even to these doggie ears I could tell she
wasn’t hitting many more right notes than wrong ones. Noone
seemed to mind, though, and the singing and laughing went on for
another few songs, until they were all tired out - the energy level
was noticeably diminished, but there was something else in the air -
I couldn’t quite put my paw on it, but it had something to do with
the smoky haze that was in the room, and the bottles of yellow and
lime-green liquids that had been filling glasses for a few rounds, I
think. Hard to be sure - the doggy brain was getting a bit fuzzy from
the same things - but as far as I can recall, the following is what
actually happened. Don’t ask the cat for verification - somewhere
during the middle of this little impromptu concert it started rolling
on its back with its paws in the air and eyes closed, and it just kind
of rolled off the back of the couch it was sitting - or laying - on and
after the thump behind the couch I didn’t hear from it again. Didn’t
miss it either.

But as far as I recall -
“Ha haha,” laughed the big man, as the laughter and clapping

died down from the last song, something to do with a talking potato
that travelled to some place called Ontario in a big truck and got
stopped by the cops there or something like that, I couldn’t follow
all the story, not understanding all the slang and whatnot - hinter-
land people have strange customs and an even stranger sense of
'humor' - anyway, after all that, the big man said “Hey Stephen,
why don’t you give us something on the piano? We’re all winded!
Something quiet, maybe!”

Another man emerged from the crowd, long reddish hair, tall
and slim, glass of something in hand, dressed in blue jeans and a
worn tan safari shirt, smiling - they were ALL smiling all the time
now, how boring, a little snapping keeps you on your paws. Toes.
Whatever.

“What about Brittany? Maybe she’d like to play...,” he said, look-
ing to where the pretty lady was still sitting on the piano bench -
who immediately flushed a bit and got up.

“Oh, no, thanks very much!” she sort of stammered, suddenly
being shy, “but I really couldn’t! I only chord a bit on the piano, you
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know. I’ve heard Stephen play, though, and he can do a MUCH bet-
ter job! Please Stephen - it’s all yours!” she finished, making as if to
get up.

A chorus of "No!" and "You sing, Brittany, you have a wonder-
ful voice!" and stuff like that rang out, and she sat back down, smil-
ing I guess in what you would call a demure but pleased way if you
were looking for that kind of words.

But smiling prettily. "OK OK! How about - let me see - Silent
Night? It is Christmas Eve, and getting on to that time?"

"Great!" and so on came from the crowd, and she starting play-
ing and singing, and things were kind of quiet for awhile, with peo-
ple singing some Christmas songs - quiet and then more lively, with
songs they called things like "Hark the Angels Come" and "Deck the
Halls with Holly" and stuff - the polluted air was starting to affect
my brain a bit, I think, things were getting a bit hazy anyway.

The nice lady called Brittany sang, or led the singing, for awhile,
and then she got up from the piano, saying "Well, I've done my bit -
and now I know that Stephen always has some songs to play, and
maybe it's his turn?"

The crowd around the piano ebbed and flowed, as do crowds at
parties, with some listening and singing, and others gathering in
smaller groups in other parts of the room talking and laughing, and
there was another shuffling around of people for a few minutes as
the lady and the man changed places. I could see them looking at
each other as they did so, exchanging some words I couldn't hear,
and there seemed to be a bit of something in their eyes beyond the
normal information-gathering role that eyes usually play. But what
would I know after breathing in all this strange air.  It reminded me
of the urge I get to sniff bitch crotches sometimes.

“Well, if you’re sure,” the tall man called Stephen said, as he
took the seat, but not before taking another long look at the pretty
lady, smiling. “Let me see...” and he played a couple of scales, and a
few chords while thinking. “Oh - what about this?” he said, and
launched into what my programming described as 'a little improvi-
sation of old songs, mostly jazzy and bluesy stuff' - Scott Joplin’s
“The Entertainer” I heard someone say, being the grand finale, to
another round of applause. He then led the way in a few old Irish
and Scottish ballads, songs he said he had heard around the family
piano when he was young, and which most Islanders knew as well,
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PEI having many long connections back to those Celtic Isles, those
isles of romance and mythical warriors with great fierce swords and
legendary adventures. (I'm not sure about this encyclopedia implant
- is this stuff true or what?? - every time I think one thought, it's like
I'm in a movie theater and the walls fill up with related images - gets
distracting at times...)

And then the crowd had their fill of Danny Boy and Minstrel
Boy and Loch Lomond too and started scouting around for new
amusements on this eve they all felt they should be highly amused,
although many of them were becoming quite amusing as well as
amused, as the vid portion of this record will show, also, as the haze
thickened and the bottles emptied, no further comment from me
necessary. I don't care where people's hands are, as long as they're
not hitting dogs.

“Stephen!” someone else spoke up, a female voice, “Can you
and Brittany do that Cape Breton song - oh, what’s it called - Out on
the Mira! Yea, that’s it! I think it would sound phenomenal on piano
and cello! I’m sure I saw Brittany with her cello - where is she?”

There was a chorus of 'Yea!'s from around the room, and a gen-
eral turning of heads round and about to locate the woman called
Brittany, the pretty lady who had been sitting at the piano before the
Stephen human took over. She seemed to be all agreeable, eyes shin-
ing in the flickering Christmas eve candlelight air - she raised her
glass of whatever greenish liquid (somehow the word 'Benedictine'
comes into this doggy brain) she was drinking in a short toast to the
piano player, and reached beside her to where her musical instru-
ment, the cello I now saw being a violin-shaped thing, but some-
what larger, sort of like a Newfoundland dog is a sort of larger ver-
sion of me hahahaha (my that green liquid that someone spilled on
the floor and I licked up, being a little thirsty but not wanting to try
to dodge between all those legs to where the melted water was by
the door, was nice - I wonder if there’s any more hahahaha) rested
against the wall, set the empty glass on a nearby table, and settled
the cello between her spread legs on her chair, making me wonder if
a sniff would - sorry.

“Well, I know the song - do you, Stephen?”
Stephen gave a small smile back to Brittany. “Oh, yes, one of

my favorites, actually. Do you have any key you prefer? I find D to
be about the easiest for most people to sing, although there is a cer-
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tain melancholy beauty that comes out in Db, and Gb is rather ethe-
real....”

“Db would be fine, it that's ok with you,” answered Brittany,
looking down to the cello and taking a few draws with her bow, "I'm
pretty fond of that key too, it's very beautiful - something in com-
mon, maybe? But - actually, I'm a bit out of practice, and after the
wine maybe just D would be better all around?" And she smiled a
sort of giggly smile again, then looked back to her instrument, find-
ing her way around the song, settling her fingers into place, ready to
follow Stephen’s chords, whatever they might be.

"D it is..." Stephen gave her a few seconds, then as she slowed
and looked up, ran down a few chords as an introduction. Brittany
picked it right up, and the sweet harmonies of the old Alistair
McGillivray song began to float through the house.

“Out on the Mira, a warm afternoon ....
Old men go fishin, with black line on spoon...”

The night wore on, the snow continued falling, the blue haze
got hazier, and things got stranger.

“Oh - the Moonlight Sonata - look at the moon through the win-
dow, over the trees! - it would be a just perfect song as we're getting
close to the end of the party and time to be thinking of home!” Some-
one’s voice came from nearby, as the room quietened down after the
lovely but thought-provoking Mira finished. Stephen smiled and
began the first chords of the requested song, and the room became
quieter as people listened to the haunting strains. But it did not stay
quiet for long - I swear this happened! - some things started falling
off of the top of the piano, the little glass figures, the little Christmas
tree sort of crashing to the floor, faces turning to see what was hap-
pening - and suddenly a figure appeared, pushing his way out from
behind some card behind which he - it? - whatever, had apparently
been - a dwarfish little figure, a half foot or so high (but with a MUCH
larger presence - size isn’t everything, as some of us well know),
dressed in a formal sort of black tuxedo suit, but a very old style,
something from the  early 1800s, by the looks of it. The face on the
figure was equally striking - big and square, not particularly 'hand-
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some' in a movie star sense, but strong and determined, beardless
but with long bushy sideburns and a wild mane of black hair streaked
with grey, great fiery blue eyes, and brandishing a largish coiled,
tube-shaped object in one hand, like a twisted megaphone, which
he immediately used to start banging the top edge of the piano, ex-
plaining the dented appearance of it.

“Stop it! Stop it I say!” the figure was shouting and hopping up
and down in excitement, and Stephen, the player, had little choice
but to do so, as the figure looked quite mad enough to jump down
on his head and flail him with the metal thing in his hand if he didn’t
obey. He spoke with a Germanic cast to his words, “Vhat are you
doing?! It’s Christmas, for heaven’s sake!” the little man continued,
thankfully ceasing the pounding he was administering to the piano,
“play something lively! That Moonlight piece is for the summer-
time, a night in June, with stars, or rain, or a bit of both!, for old
people to remember times of love and lovers past, or younger lovers
who have lost their love to pretend they are the only lovers the world
has ever known! But NOT! - Not for a Christmas party! And espe-
cially the vay you vere playing it - oh my brain! Come now - what
about my little bagatelle about the Penny, now? Now there’s a piece
to get the blood moving! Da du du da da du dududududu!!!
dududududu!!! Come and play! Here, I'll chust chump down and
show you, eh?”

I don’t know who the orange cat is working for - it refuses to
communicate, it just got all big-eyed and panicy and hissed and tried
to scratch my bloody eyes out when I tried to talk with it after it
woke up and came out from behind the couch during all the excite-
ment following the appearance of the wild little man on the piano. It
seemed to cause a bit of commotion with some of the humans for a
minute when the dog instincts overtook me and I barked at it a few
times until it retreated under the tree here, hissing and waving its
stupid claws at me like they would really stop me if I wanted to bite
it - seems to me we’re all in this crazy place together and sharing
info might be useful to us both, but noooooo, hiss and spit, hiss and
spit, like that impresses me or something. But the woman named
Brittany seems to like it, so I have decided that, at least for the mo-
ment, I can’t perform the Grubbenchwhooffer maneuver to outflank
it in one quick move, then grab it and bite it on the neck and shake it
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like a rat like every instinct in this dog brain is screaming at me to
do or she might throw me from the house and endanger my mission
not to mention it’s bloody cold out there and I really don’t need
Great Alvin etc etc on my case any more right now - she seems like
the kind of human who might do something like that if she was
annoyed, and killing the stupid cat might annoy her. Sigh.

I remember a bit more from later - I woke up on the porch out-
side the house, practically stiff from the cold, and they were talking
again, the man called Stephen and the woman called Brittany. They
were arm in arm, big coats and hats on, just coming back from the
direction of the barn, walking slowly, looking up at the moon and
the stars and the gently falling snow and things.

"So - after all that, and the divorce and everything, what led
you to studying ecology rather than going into journalism, as you'd
studied at UofT?" the man was saying.

"Well, I guess by then I realised a couple of things - we're all
journalists anyway, if we want to report on what is happening around
us, in our society - and I also realised, after some of the lies that
came out in the Colonial, and things I'd seen before from Boston to
Toronto, and much as we might try to avoid admitting it, that the
mainstream media is much more involved with propaganda than
journalism, and that wasn't something I wanted to be part of. And I
was also getting a lot more interested in the bigger world, and I
loved being outdoors and studying nature around Greenways, and
wanting to help improve things, I guess I realised that if I wanted to
be good at helping save our planet, the environment part of it that
is, it would help if I knew a bit more about it all. And I knew some
people at UPEI by then as well, and someone told me about a really
great ecology lecturer called McIann or something like that - and,
well, I don't know - it all just seemed to be the right thing to do at
that time, and so I did it."

"Well," answered the man, as they stopped and turned to one
another at the foot of the steps leading up to the house, "I for one am
sure glad your life went the way it did. I had no idea we had so
much in common outside of a certain gift for music, Brittany. It's
been really, really nice spending this time with you tonight."

And they did that kissing thing that humans do - I don't know,
guys, this dog stuff of furious licking and sniffing seems more prac-
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tical to me when hes and shes get together, and a little panty cou-
pling, getting stuck.... Ok ok I know it's not about me. Anyway, they
parted lips after a few seconds, and looked at one another - my doggie
memory has the two heads silhouetted against that big moon, must
have picked that up in that Lady and the Tramp movie or some-
thing (well, ya gotta do something with your spare time).

"Stephen," said the girl, looking with those big brown eyes right
into the man's eyes, "I don't have to be anywhere early in the morn-
ing - that is to say, I don't have to be home tonight, no-one's expect-
ing me, Liz is at the Dellingtons, the people at the farm .... and I have
been really happy meeting you as well, it's been a long, long time
since I've felt so close to someone, someone male anyway .... I guess
I'm just saying, it's Christmas and a special time, and I don't want to
leave you tonight, I don't want to be alone anymore, and I'm free,
white and old enough, as the saying goes, and not too drunk to not
know what I'm saying - and I know Orwell has a spare room and he
already offered it to me to stay tonight  ....  and, well, you know, I
wonder if you'd like to share it with me ...."

I don't know, Dogsbody Controller, do you need any more? I
gotta be truthful, things are a bit hazy after this again - as you may
have noticed they're a bit hazy already, actually, I see after reading
it over again. All I remember for sure is that it was really, really cold
out there, and I woke up the next morning sleeping at the foot of a
big bed, with the sun coming in right in my eyes, which didn't help
the headache much - I don't usually get headaches, maybe it was the
green water or something, or breathing all that smoky air. But my
pillow gave a kick that knocked me right off the bed, which didn't
do much for the headache either, and I heard some groaning, and
then some de soto (that damn encyclopedia again, putting words
right into my head!) voices, and when I raised my head what to my
wondering eyes should appear (?? where'd THAT come from??? on
Christmas morning??) but the heads of the man and woman I had
been watching the night before, the ones called Brittany and Stephen.
They were doing that smily kissy snuggly stuff again, at least the
little bit of their faces I could see peeping out from the covers, and
other stuff I could only guess at under the covers, probably mating
stuff, there was a bit of that human smell in the air around. I didn't
stay to watch, as an alpha type I prefer doing it to watching, actually
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I tend to get quite aggressive and bitey and stuff like that if someone
else is doing it besides me but that wouldn't be appropriate right
here - also I could feel the urge to go and pee on stuff again, and
outside would be a better place for it (something from that book
again).

When I turned the corner at the end of the bed I almost tripped
over that stupid cat again, laying on its back with its feet in the air
like they do when they want to be cute - I just wanted to bite it and
give it a good shake - some instincts are good ones. It didn't wake up
though, and I was in too much of a hurry to be bothered with it,
fortunately the door to the bedroom was open a bit and I managed
to get outside the house without being stepped on - most of the hu-
mans were sleeping on couches or under tables or sprawled around
in other places, the little music man on top of the piano was gone
back to wherever he'd come from, what a little fool.

One of the humans was awake, and when I did that instinctive
thing about whining and scratching at the door and looking up with
big eyes and dancing around a bit, it came and opened it and let me
out, grumbling a bit but at least it didn't try to kick me, which was
good because I was in no mood for it and probably would have bit-
ten it and god knows (I don't know what that means, but they say it
all the time here and it kind of grows on you, like that green stuff -
they say humans have a lot of bad habits, but they seem to have a lot
of fun, and isn't that what it's all about?) what would have hap-
pened after that, I hadn't had a chance to bite anything in a while in
the face of many provocations and was really in the mood for it. I
was sniffing at a post on the verandah, and getting ready to mark it,
when my brain seemed to go into some kind of overload, I totally
lost consciousness again, and thought I was tumbling down the steps
on the verandah thing on my head but woke up in the debriefing
room.

End of report. Any questions?

=======================

Report from Agent Orange:
Don’t ever, ever, ever EVER send me to look after that fucking

dog again. And get that KitRit prescription here NOWWWW!!! or
there ****will**** be consequences.
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“...Let us begin."

The gyroscopic motions of the spinning spheres seemed to pick
up just a bit in pace, the background keening sound became just a
bit louder, and it was evident something was about to happen. I
could sense a current of increased tension floating through the court-
room - whatever was going to happen, was going to happen, the
One was very obviously in total control of everything here today,
and we were as helpless as ants in an ant aquarium.

I could see a number of the suits engaged in hurried, whispered
consultations with the President, although one eye was always turned
to the great Tao and the great presence therein watchfully. They were
obviously quite agitated about something, however.

As the wheels spun, but before anything new happened, one of
the suits rose - a little hesitantly, I might say.

“Your Honor,” he began, as the One turned His/er great head
towards him, a frown already beginning on the great brow, “I am
afraid I must object once again. We have been given no advance
notice of the proceedings, asked for no consultation, have had no
time to prepare, indeed as yet have no idea what if any the charges
are specifically against our client ...”

He got no further. Once again the Great Voice issued from the
spinning void, the great eyes fixed on the suit, and including those
around him.

Justice is conscience, not a personal con-
science but the conscience of the whole of
humanity. Those who clearly recognize the
voice of their own conscience usually recog-
nize also the voice of justice.
- Alexander Solzhenitsyn
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“I fail to see why such things as no notice or consultation should
trouble you!” s/he said, “Is this not the very way you have dealt
with those lesser in power than you throughout history, even unto
this very day?! How is it you would dare to ask that you be judged
by rules or processes different than those by which you have ac-
cused and dealt with and judged others?”

“Your Honor,” replied the suit, growing slightly bolder at be-
ing spoken to in a real conversation rather than instantly elevated
frozen above the table, perhaps finding himself on slightly more fa-
miliar grounds, “I respectfully must differ with your allegations.
We have always dealt fairly and honorably with those in the world
we have had differences with. Our system of Justice is honored the
world over as one of the best this world has ever had! It is hardly in
the interests of fairness to punish us for the actions of others in the
past over whom we had no control! We...”

“ENOUGH!!!” interrupted the Voice, with some volume but
short of real anger, “You will NOT speak your lies in this courtroom
- hear me all, and hear me well!!, when I say that lies will not be

tolerated on this day, and will be met with instant retribution. We
have no more patience at all for such things, we have suffered them
far, far too long, and it is not required for us to listen to such things
on this day! I care not what stories you have spread around the world,
around your countries, through your propaganda and lies! KNOW!!!
I say KNOW!!! that there will be no lies accepted within this room
on this day!

"Hear me well! You will, those of you we choose, be called to
give witness on this day of your lives and activities, and you will
tell no untruths in this courtroom! The great chasm your race has
created during your time on this planet between Truth and the Peo-
ple is perhaps your single greatest crime in this universe, offensive
to ALL creatures - ALL creatures, both of intelligence and of no in-
telligence! I KNOW what you wish people to believe - and I KNOW
what the Truth is! And that is all that you will speak here today. Do
not doubt it!"

S/he paused with something of a penetrating look to the suit,
and all.

"And as we examine it all closely on this day, the Truth of things
here, you will be allowed to defend your words as you wish, insofar
as you do not forget that everything you say today will be the Truth,
the Whole Truth, and Nothing But the Truth - as adjudged by your
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own knowledge, and my knowledge of your knowledge - which,
believe me, is, insofar as your understanding permits, omnipotent.
So cease with your protests and demands. Interrupt us no more, I
have no more patience - we will begin!”

- and all across Green Island on this morning televisions were
being turned on and Internet and AGORA feeds, and in many coun-
tries around the world satellite feeds were being randomly clicked
on and clicked no further, and alert messages began to bounce around
the great net like ants finding a new picnic. Outside the courthouse,
the large screen that had recently carried the broadcast from Ms
Groland of the NU suddenly went white and fuzzy for a few sec-
onds, and then a picture began to appear, a picture such as had never
been seen before by the people of Green Island or the people of any
other place, at least on the Planet Earth since written history began.
In the broadcast, a strong, somewhat angry voice was speaking from
a stonelike blindfolded face, and everywhere that voice reached the
people stopped to listen.....

In the courtroom, the figure of the One seemed to fade and move
back in the Taowindow, as the figure of Justice assumed the central
area and began speaking - and even though her eyes were covered
by the blindfold, her right hand reached to her breast to grip the
strap of the sheath of the Great Sword of Justice, and everyone present
could feel her eyes, or perhaps the great eye on the hilt of that sword,
boring into their very souls.

She didn't mess around much with niceties.
"You, the Elite of the Planet Earth, those gathered here today

and those elsewhere - you know who you are, and I know who you
are - have been charged with the greatest, most serious Unallowable
Unthinkable Unaccepted in the Universal Understanding of Unac-
ceptable Activity for Sentient Beings as established by the Great
Council of Sentient Beings in All the Universe - the careless, willful
destruction of other sentient lives and spirits, completely unrelated
to any true need as defined by The Greater Good of All and for noth-
ing but the basest reasons of greed and power and evil hubris, and
the subjugation and enslavement of countless such spirits whose
lives you do not directly take into a serfdom most foul in the eyes of
the Universal Consciousness, a serfdom conceived of for no other
reason than to deny these souls their rightful destiny of a joyful sen-
tience, a serfdom you maintained and maintain from generation to
generation and untold generations by the foulest destruction and
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mutilation and brainwashing of budding and emerging minds, caus-
ing a ceaseless outpouring of despair into the ether of the All that
has pained us for millennia. You have, indeed, been willfully en-
gaging in the attempted genocide of the true sentient spirit here on
this planet...”

One of the suits, still evidently not understanding anything and
arrogant in his right to do as he pleased as he had been for years, no
judge in HIS country EVER daring to call him on anything, or baldly
labelling his sanctimonious lies for what they were, or perhaps feel-
ing that here in the form of Justice, which he had used and abused
and manipulated in his favor all his working life, was a new author-
ity who would give him some leeway, or perhaps just male arro-
gance in the presence of a female, or perhaps just needing one final
confirmation of the power here, we will never know, jumped to his
feet, pushing his chair to the floor behind him in feigned (most of
what these people did was feigned, all successful lawyers, like poli-
ticians and religious leaders, are first and foremost great actors) out-
rage. We will never know what he was going to say - as the first
syllable left his lips - “I....” - he just disappeared. Blinked out. With
a fart-like 'popping' sound (fittingly enough, given the life of most
such people, their true value to anything being little more than a
mild fart, but nonetheless unpleasantly odiferous to all in the vicin-
ity) as, I suppose, some air rushed in to fill the void where he had
been standing, the laws of physics evidently still operative, what we
were seeing in front of us notwithstanding.

I happened to be watching, as I think were most others, having
had my eyes drawn in that direction by the sudden motion of his
movements. Another of the suits at the table sort of automatically, I
suppose, begin to push back HIS chair, to jump to HIS feet and pro-
test at this occurrence, and then, something that had probably never
happened in his life before, some small remnant of common sense
entered his tiny gizzy brain, the small dawning awareness that actu-
ally he was not in charge here, no matter how used he was to being
in charge elsewhere, and he stopped the gesture in mid-motion, set-
tling back into his seat as if he had never planned to do other than
shift his position to something a bit more comfortable. We cannot
say for sure, but perhaps having an existence was more comfortable
than not having one, even for a gizzy. A little flash appeared briefly
over his head - perhaps a disappointed flash, it is not for us to be
certain, although it was suggested.
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There was no noticeable pause in the indictment of the Justice.
“....on this planet....
"As the strong of the species - a species graced with the very

greatest of universal gifts, intelligence - the gift to learn and create
and record the history of things for others to learn from and follow
and grow!! - you have had an inherent obligation, NOT to dominate
and terrorize and abuse and enslave! but to nurture those below
you, those weaker than you, the young of your species who need
your guidance to grow to fullness, to take care of all - such is the
human calling, the essential sentient species condition, the birth-
right of that shining light in the universe, the cogent brain, that sepa-
rates such beings from the lower orders, where simple survival of
the fittest is the fitting way as life progresses from the mire to the
stars and back again, one generation much as the previous with no
advancing as a species except in the longest timeframes, as one of
your intelligent, partially unchained members saw clearly some time
ago.

“This is as it should be, for the lower orders, where killing is
only for survival, is not personal, is not vindictive, is not exceed-
ingly voracious or cruel or mindfully mindless, and causes no rend-
ing of the continuum. For the higher sentient species, as you were
meant to be according to your emergence, it is NOT fitting beyond
the days of racial infancy when the minds are not yet developed,
and you, the self-designated Elite of this planet, brought to your
position moreso by your own lack of what is understood in most
places as morality and your willingness over millennia to steal and
cheat and perform the most barbaric crimes of which you here today
will be asked to explain rather than any natural worthiness, have
betrayed your trust about as fully as any trust could be betrayed.

“You have had innumerable opportunities to reverse your
course, to acknowledge those who cried out the error of your ways
and pick up the torch of humanity you have chosen to never carry
and make some amends for those who came before - forgiveness is
always possible in a caring universe, as one who truly turns from
the dark road is welcome in the light, with the wisdom they have
gained from their journey, as there are many paths to the light.

“Innumerable opportunities to use your great power and influ-
ence for the good of all, to make the common weal truly your right-
ful calling, to call out to all humanity, all the members of your spe-
cies, to grow with them and become truly all that you all could be
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synergistically together, achieving things of which you yet have not
the slightest concept - children of the universe, as benevolent gods
to all non-sentient creatures, sharing equally in the great bounty of
this planet that is your birthright - the birthright of all of you, with
bounty aplenty for all - and the infinitesimally greater bounty of the
universe itself.

“But instead you chose to be as earthly gods yourselves, gods
of an infinitesimally lesser order and unspeakably evil as you be-
came the gatekeepers, not only refusing the greater existence avail-
able to you, but denying the millions and billions their chance to
escape their caves and crawl and then stand like true humans - cruel
and heartless gods you became to your fellow humans, enslaving
them, murdering them in the millions and hundreds of millions for
all the thousands and thousands of years of your presence here, not
only the carnage you have wrought on the countless physical bodies
of your victims, which has been terrible beyond measure, but then
the infinitely greater carnage you have wrought on the souls of count-
less beings, souls who strove for peace and freedom and life, souls
you blinded at birth when they were vulnerable and needed your
nurturance, but instead you forced into cruel chains, forbade the
opportunity they craved with their entire being to emerge to the
Light and the Truth - a crime so monstrous in the eyes of the univer-
sal sentience your language does not even contain enough words to
describe even in the smallest way. The etherways of the All echo
with the tormented cries of your tortured victims, have for millen-
nia, will for millennia to come as the energy waves bounce around
from star to star through the limitless reaches of the universe, point
to point, offended ear to offended ear, echoing and saddening. Sen-
tient species in galaxies from here to the very end of time have waited
for your demise with a most unseemly and unwelcome, yet undeni-
able and understandable, eagerness, just to have an end to the hor-
ror of the cries of those you have subjected to such misery for so
long.

"And this then is the first charge - willful, unspeakably cruel,
unneedful destruction of fellow intelligent spirits on this planet for
a period of time beyond measure - no greater crime is known in the
All, and your victims are Legion itself."

Justice paused, and those whose heads had been bowed in shame
and fear at her terrible accusations looked up to see a great flood of
tears running from under the blindfold down her face, the light
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emanating from the great body pulsing like an excited heart, the
spinning spheres humming louder for perhaps only a few, but a few
very long, seconds, then she took a deep breath, the flood of tears
slowed to a steady dripping trickle, as she resumed her indictment,
her voice strong and clear.

"And the second charge we will consider today is this - not any
less serious than the physical destruction of those human spirits, is
the central vehicle you have used in your war against these spirits -
lies. Lies and lies and lies and lies and more lies - and from it all, the
destruction on your planet of the most precious of all qualities in
our universe - the Truth. Nothing exists in lies. Nothing can be ac-
complished without Truth. And you have systematically, century
after century, in every way, done everything in your power to deny
Truth to the people you have enslaved. With the physical cries of
those tortured spirits echoing throughout the All we have also felt
the spiritual blows as you have beaten and pounded and tortured
the Truth throughout almost your entire history. How such a per-
verse race could come into existence at all is a puzzle, how you could
survive as long as you have is beyond understanding. But that the
masters of lies - “

- and here she turned her head to the table with the expensive
suits lined up along it, and it became clear that the lawyers were not
only there to speak for their clients, but were in the dock themselves,
perhaps at the front of it, certainly occupying a place of honor -

“ - that the masters of lies themselves have risen to the very
pinnacle of what you call your modern society, the high priests of
the evil religion you follow, speaks volumes about the depths to
which this species has truly sank.

"The Truth, as your few intelligent members have known, shall
set you Free - but your single noticeable accomplishment in the mil-
lennia you have ruled this planet has been to violently attack and
attempt to completely obliterate both Truth and Freedom from your
societies. In every generation in every country throughout your en-
tire history, you have promised your people the Truth - and lied
monstrously while doing so as your real intention has always been
to establish empires built on terrible lies, lied egregiously and inten-
tionally and knowingly, destroying that most precious thing in all
the universe deliberately, maliciously, for simple personal greed,
through simple personal endless stupidity."
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- a great wailing filled the Void all around where Justice stood,
blowing into the court room as a winter storm blows into a house
when the door is opened to allow the exit or entrance of someone, as
she finally bowed her head as if a heavy weight was pressing on her
very spirit and she could resist no longer, the scales she held shud-
dering, the flame dancing as if a strong wind was about to extin-
guish it ... -

At this point we were again drawn by something happening at
the table assigned to the suits and their clients - in the chair now
vacated by the disappeared suit, a dark shimmering could be ob-
served - a black light sort of shimmering, and after a few seconds a
body began to be observable there, a dark obsidian body, as much
black light as black substance, a large body in human terms, picture
a seven foot tall well-muscled basketball player or something, na-
ked as far as we could tell, hairless, facial features hard to distin-
guish through the shimmering, but fierce in every aspect from the
frigid glaring eyes to the chiselled downturned mouth with boarlike
incisors emerging from the corners. And with, indeed, a pair of small-
ish horns on the front of its bald pate, and the fingernails on its hands,
which rested on or over the table in front of it, appearing strong and
clawlike, clenched in half-fists. It was not a handsome manlike thing,
quite the reverse, very fierce and repelling in its lizardlike, alien
features insofar as they could be made out through the shimmering
blackness that enclosed it, indeed it almost seemed like a black hole
rendered in human form. Its overall demeanor radiated anger, great
violence, barely contained, ready to explode. It was a bit like being
in a room with a ticking nuclear bomb or something. It did not ac-
knowledge the others at the table (who were rearranging their chairs
as best they could to give the new figure as much space as they
could), or anyone else in the room, or speak, or move, or do any-
thing, except be there, staring, perhaps glaring would be a more
accurate word, fixedly at the Taowindow.

The One was not unaware of the appearance of this apparition,
and, turning briefly from where s/he had been visible in a sitting
position to the side and somewhat behind Justice as she presented
the bill of indictment, watched expressionless as the Blackness ap-
peared.

Justice took no notice of the new figure, however, and paused
only briefly in her oration before resuming.

“It is not clear how this happened, but although those of you
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who have called yourself the leaders of the humans on this planet
have always rejected any closer attachment with the Universal Con-
sciousness in its positive aspects, you developed an early associa-
tion with the opposite force, the Universal Anti-Consciousness, the
worship even of the Darkness, the Lies, the love of killing and wor-
ship of pain, the Slavery, the Defacement-of-Beauty, embraced that
destructive entity indeed as fully as you rejected the Truth and love
of life that was freely available for the benefit and enlightenment of
all - as you pushed that Truth away and built great barriers to pre-
vent most of those you held in thrall from finding their way to its
light as well, you also increased the power of this lurking evil..."

- and then even as Justice spoke, the obsidian figure opened its
mouth, wider, and wider, and wider, and into the Void around us
all a stream of images formed as Justice spoke, images of fierce look-
ing barbarians raiding cleanercut families eating around fires and
bloodily killing all, inflicting as much pain as possible; images of a
man I took to be Copernicus making a sweeping gesture to a view of
the solar system as we know it, and being brutally thrown in jail by
well-appointed guards with religious attire proclaiming the Earth
to be the center of the universe, a scene of a modern army squad,
pressed and clean fatigues, kicking down the door of a house and
firing modern machine guns into the blackness, accompanied by
abruptly silenced screams and the bodies of children and women
visible .... and more, and more, and more images swirling in a great
torrential tornado all through the room, as Justice continued to speak
above the maelstrom ....

" - So we allow this entity to appear with you on this day, this
entity that has on this planet only attained such stature amongst
supposedly intelligent beings, attained the very power of a minor
god from the worship you have bestowed upon it, as everywhere
else in the Sentient Universe such constructs, such embodiments of
the Anti, are of no more force or effect than your myths of Santa
Claus are here, as is appropriate, for such Shadows belong right-
fully only in the fearful, ignorant dreams of the very young or the
very ignorant, where they remain powerless, and are dispersed along
with other myths in the mature souls of mature civilisations. In one
of your myths concerning the way of things in the universe one of
your early writers came close to an apt description when they named
this malignant presence the Father of Lies, for such is its central
ambition in the universe - as one of your few great thinkers dimly
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saw, all forces are inherently neutral, but to the extent they have
direction either in the physical or spiritual planes, all have their bal-
ance. It is the Immutable Law, the First Law of Creation, of Exist-
ence. And perhaps, given its role in bringing this day to pass, you
will wish its council in your defence on this second charge you must
answer today - the charge that you have been an unflagging enemy
to that most precious aspect of the universal Being - Truth - in your
conquest of the citizens of this planet."

All eyes were on the shimmering blackness as Justice spoke,
and I noticed, watching with a dawning horror visible on their faces
were the Canadian Supremes and the other suits and defendants
gathered around the defence table at being placed in the same dock
and associated with such an obvious malignancy - and I think it was
dimly being understood as well that they were not only accused of
associating with and following such evil - but even with being, along
with many others, the creators of this terrible creature of the blackest
nightmares. Perhaps the depth of the trouble they were in was start-
ing to become apparent; it is possible that before now some of them
had thought their lives were just games of some sort, that they hap-
pened to be quite adept at, due in no small part to their willingness
to play fast and loose with the rules - both formal and not formal but
nonetheless compelling rules of civil behaviour to most average peo-
ple, such as simply being truthful with one another in their daily
lives. Maybe they were getting the idea that their 'success' in the
modern world, achieved through less than honorable means, and
always based on lies of various sorts, had some unanticipated con-
sequences attached, serious consequences that were about to become
evident.

The Blackness was not any more settled in his chair than previ-
ously - it seemed to be there almost, oddly, I now got the impression
from something on its face or perhaps in its eyes, against its will -
but willingly present or otherwise the malignancy was not dimin-
ished, and I could see it look around, tearing its eyes away from the
figure of Justice as she briefly paused, and the pools of emptiness
that passed for its eyes - you might picture the whirlpool of a flushed
toilet the size of a tornado spinning away from you after a particu-
larly messy dump, for an evil stench also emanated from the pres-
ence that, somehow mercifully, was generally contained, only as-
saulting the nostrils at times the creature spoke or was otherwise
placed at the center of attention - those alien eyes briefly caught the
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gazes of those who were now its comrades, arrayed in the place where
accused people must appear in a public trial and be judged for their
actions. It gave a brief grim grin around those yellow incisors, open-
ing wider to laugh riotously into the Void, and to a man (and woman)
those who caught that evil snarl blanched.

Justice was coming to the end of her opening address ....
“And so it has come to be at this time - it is not the habit of the

sentient species to embody themselves in this way to personally in-
tervene in the affairs of emerging potential sentient species, and until
only very recently we had been planning to stay our hand in this
matter entirely, to let the most crazed among you follow their natu-
ral instincts and unleash the fires of Armageddon upon you all - if
the masses of your people are too weak or ill-witted or non-caring to
prevent such an occurrence, they are not sufficiently strong of spirit
or intelligence to join the galactic civilisations and will follow through
their own action or lack thereof the other failed evolutionary experi-
ments into oblivion - a much greater number than those who have
succeeded.

“But now - we have received an entreaty on your behalf - on
behalf of, that is to say, the sentient members of your species, who it
now appears may be on the very cusp of critical mass, and be ready
to lead the way into setting aside the unrestricted, endless mayhem
and evil that has characterized your history, been your signature in
the universe, and take the step to emerging adulthood in the Great
Galactic Book of Sentient Species. Physical based intelligences all
have this in common, they like writing things about themselves
down, recording their thoughts and discoveries and ideas that oth-
ers who come after may benefit from their learning, and the entreat-
ies of such writers and thinkers who searched for Truth and Justice
and Beauty and Humanity and Freedom have also been in the
etherways for long, although far outnumbered by the victims of the
elite priesthood and their ongoing holocaust of the truly sentient
and innocent and good of heart and everyone else among you.

“We are not yet clear as to what has happened, and it does not
overly matter, the paths to the darkness are as plenteous as the paths
to the Light, our historians can search out the details in the times to
come if you survive, but it does appear that within the last very few
of your planetary years, just as indeed the lowest among you in sen-
tience although greatest in power were about to unleash the Great
Fire and finally consume this blight on the face of the universe that
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has been human-earth society, there has appeared on this planet a
small but bright light, arising from many places and casting a strongly
beating ray of Hope forth into the All, a beating, living presence that
says there IS true sentience here, there IS the will to live, to share, to
cooperate, to embrace Truth and Beauty, to join the Presence of  Sen-
tient Races in their joy and love in the universe, there is a group
which has emerged from the Darkness at long last and strives might-
ily for Hope and Truth in this place, and challenges the forces of
Darkness which have ruled so long.

“We were skeptical, skeptical indeed, after your history, after
the millennia of bombardment we have been subjected to of the ter-
rible screams of the legions of souls you have so cruelly destroyed.
But such life, such love, such light, such Hope must be given every
opportunity to live - your failure in this regard was the reason you
were about to disappear. It would not be fit to have the same failing
ourselves, to adjudge the emerging sentience on the activities of their
lesser forbears, a most unjust action, one that would be a black mark
against us forever, a mark that could never be undone once you are
lost, and thus not to be tolerated.

“So then, enough words - we let the testing begin. It will be in
two parts. In the first, the Defendants - the self-designated 'Elite' of
your planet - are charged with heinous crimes against their own
species, over the course of millennia, as detailed, and equally hei-
nous crimes against the Spirit of the All, the Truth which is our very
heart and spirit and center of our Being. We will first look at these
evil ways, at their genesis, at the people who have led the Long March
into Evil and Lies, and through this Truthtelling, the people of this
planet who have so long followed a Path of Lies will be given one
last chance to turn away from this evil path and those who have led
them to it, and to open their eyes and hearts to Freedom and Intelli-
gence and follow the Path of Truth.

“In the second part of this Understanding, if deemed necessary,
the Points of Light we have seen will be given the chance to explain
why they believe they are fit, at this time, to join the Galactic League
of Sentient Races."

As she finished, the great figure of Justice turned her blindfolded
head slightly to her left again, towards the hand in which rested the
great scales of justice. No longer were they level on either side - one
side had noticeably shifted downwards. It was hard to make out
from a distance, but it seemed as if there was a small black figure
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standing on the lower balance tray of the scale - perhaps the weight
of evidence already becoming evident. The figure may even have
been dancing.

The Tao seemed to turn ever so slightly again, just enough to
bring the One to face us all again.

Noone knew what to do in the silence, so noone did anything
beyond consider various of the terrible words that had been thrown
our way. But The One was evidently moving along in his/er own
way. A table was now seen in front of him/er, covered with a collec-
tion of books and manuscripts and papers and scrolls and naviga-
tion instruments and a globe and suchlike, piled helter-skelter, and
through the spinning swirling void we could follow ghostly images
of writers writing, libraries, universities, people talking and sharing
ideas, orators, laughing people in town halls, shouting people in town
halls, peasants carrying sticks and throwing stones storming barri-
cades manned by armed and uniformed men...

S/he was musing, “I've been having another look at a small
selection of the great writing you humans are capable of, the great
ideas expressed, the universal truths sought and often seen, if from
a distance. It is all - and it is only a sample of what is available - so
beautiful and indeed profound, considering especially the blackness
from which it emerged, wisdom and whimsy and penetrating intel-
ligence and humor and true universal spirituality from so many great
souls who have been born on this world, so very in tune with the
Unity of the All that is what we strive for, the sublime beauty of the
Great Journey, the Great Awakening, the great Times of Learning
and Awareness, the Great Realisation, the Great Finding, that it has
brought tears to all of our eyes many times - all of us who have
passed the barrier of simple life to intelligence, a long journey from
start to emergence, but one noone who has succeeded has ever re-
nounced."

S/he paused a moment, looking at the writings in front of him/
er - and then his/er look got grim again as s/he looked to the table
with the suits and the Blackness et al -

" - and then we see you lot - as contrary to these great truths as
contrary can get, as evil as evil can get, the very antithesis of the
minds and spirits who produced this wonderful writing and under-
standing - killing, stealing, lying, destroying and perverting to evil
ends the people who have the spirits to produce such work as this
out of pure malice and greed and pettiness, causing misery and pain
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everywhere you go!
"AND FOR WHAT?!?!?! For your gold tie clips and Gucci

shoes!!!"
- as many at the defence table crossed their arms or pulled their

legs under the table - to what end one can only imagine, as tendrils
of smoke could be seen coming from under the table and a few shoes
were hastily kicked out from that place... -

The scorn in the One's voice was palpable, but hardly a match
for the contempt radiating from his/er eyes, and briefly looking up
and around and through the rest of us, “And the rest of you - so
many against these few truly evil ones, yet you have not stopped
them, indeed have often gloried in their evil leadership as they kill
and maim and destroy the innocents around you - your enabling of
this evil does not go unnoticed. As one of your wiser thinkers un-
derstood, all that is required for evil to flourish is for good people to
do nothing. And a lot of nothing has been done here.”

The Great Supreme sat silent for a few minutes. This time even
the suits sat silently as well, although a couple of times I noticed one
or another squirming and looking to another as if they were want-
ing to do something.

Finally s/he raised his/er great head, looked around the room,
and spoke.

"So then," rumbled the Great Voice, "First then in the quest we
embark on at this time, to expose fully the lies that this civilisation
has gone so terribly wrong following so there can be no doubt at all
that every citizen understands them and thus chooses their future
course with Truth as their guide, I think we must go back some time
....."

There was a flash of light accompanied by a somewhat greater
POPping sound than had accompanied the gaseous mass that had
left us earlier, and the spinning spheres once again enlarged so it
was as if we were in the middle of a huge live three-dimensional
theatre, or four I suppose to be accurate, or maybe more from the
One’s perspective, and we began our journey through the evidence
that Truth had been under attack on our world for most of 'civilized'
human history, and how, and why ....
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J
esus fucking christ, Bigelow, will you people never give up on
that absolute bullshit?!”

The speaker was a large burly man, middle-aged, dressed in
blue jeans and a dirty green sweater over a beer belly, long brown
uncombed hair, pudgy face with reddened cheeks and somewhat
sunken bloodshot eyes even at this time of the morning. He had
risen from a chair at a table by the street, where he had been sitting
with a couple of other men with his back to me or I might have
recognised him - Jockstrap MacIrving, whose family had been one
of the wealthiest of the Island families for generations, with their
fingers in pretty much every significant enterprise here and all
around the Maritime provinces of Canada, including the govern-
ment, media and legal system, prior to our election victory. The
MacIrvings were one of the main actors in the upcoming trial that
was going to try to sort out the many legal ramifications and issues
between the elite, who felt as young MacIrving here did, that they
owned everything they wanted and did what they wanted, and
the rest of us, who believed in a somewhat more democratic sort of
government, could do as we were told or face the consequences.
Most of the family were resigned to the legal route, but not all.
Young Jock, as he had always been called, was known for taking
things a bit more directly. A rather typical example of the 'young
arrogant not-too-bright offspring of powerful people' breed, not

Chapter 11

One man’s utopia ...

Great spirits have often encountered
violent opposition from weak minds
- the Albert

“
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some of Earth's finer specimens in general, a good example of why
the Elite were always changing names, as the truly young and hun-
gry predators who wished to rise to elite status in the jungle they
considered human society to be feasted on the complacent and soft
offspring of hardier ancestors for the right to control the herd ani-
mals they saw most of us as.

MacIrving lurched towards the table where More, Thoreau and
I sat, fists clenched, angry red patches showing through his days-
old beard. He was obviously hungover, his reputation for hard
drinking being no secret, if not already half under the weather from
his morning 'hair of the dog', stumbling a bit as he approached us.

“Everything was going great here on PEI, had been for years!,
until your band of commies or hippies or assholes or whatever the
fuck you call yourselves stole that election! And ever since then
you’ve been stealing property from those it rightfully belongs to
and causing grief to good citizens! And you call yourselves a de-
mocracy! HA! Nothing but a pack of damned thieves and commies,
I say, and you all ought to be horsewhipped and sent back to Rus-
sia or Cuba or wherever the fuck you all came from!”

And as he finished speaking, or ranting it might be called, he
lashed out suddenly and gave me a strong push on the shoulder,
violent enough to knock me out of my chair with a crash onto the
sidewalk, as I had not seen it coming and was not prepared. I heard
a couple of screams behind me, and saw from the corner of my eye
people rising from chairs, and More and Thoreau pushing back
their chairs and quickly getting to their feet as well. A few cries
could be heard as well - “Stop that!” “Hey!” “Someone get a GRIPP!”
- but none of them stopped MacIrving, who had kicked my chair
aside and was drawing back his work-booted foot apparently for a
kick at me, somewhat wild-eyed.

As I raised my knees and held out my arms in front of me in a
partial defence, a bit dazed with shock from the suddenness of the
attack and the fall, I saw More waving his cane in the air, then - I
saw this in a glance around, as I tried to size up the situation quickly
while MacIrving danced around for a second looking for a clean
shot at some vulnerable part of me with his foot, as if time had
slowed down somehow, although it all took place in a couple of
seconds (I have oft noted before that there are times in one’s life
when this sort of time-enhancement, or slowing, occurs) - out of
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the corner of my eye I saw Thoreau make eye contact with More,
then he glanced down to where he had stepped sideways and stuck
out his long leg behind where MacIrving was dancing around, brac-
ing himself on the back of a chair, then looked back to More’s cane,
which he was holding in front of him in a defensive way. More
understood immediately, and reached across the table, placed the
cane in MacIrving’s chest, and gave a strong, two-handed push as
the attacker looked up in surprise upon feeling the cane poking
him. Caught off balance, MacIrving took a little hop backwards,
his one foot still half raised in the air waiting to kick at me, and
tripped over Thoreau’s outstretched leg, crashing to the ground
with a 'Crack!' as his head hit the edge of a table on his way down,
and letting out a loud 'Whoof!' as he bounced off a chair and landed
on his back on the sidewalk. Unfortunately he also swung back his
large hand as he fell, trying to keep his balance, which connected
with Thoreau's cheek, snapping his head back even as he tried to
turn to avoid the blow and opening a small wound.

Then the sound of a whistle pierced the air, wavering in sound,
and I heard footsteps running, and a second later as the footsteps
slowed to a more normal pace, a deep voice, calm and authorita-
tive, only slightly out of breath, was speaking.

“All right then! What’s going on here, then, on such a fine morn-
ing, eh?”

And I saw with some relief a deep forest green shirt, with the
Green Island flag decorating one shoulder and assorted leather
strings and buttons elsewhere, pushing through the crowd, cover-
ing the sturdy frame of a GRIPP - an officer of the Green Island
People’s Police (we didn’t refer to them as 'police' usually, that name
having rather too many bad connotations with the old capitalistic
societies, where such people were more often used as 'legalised'
corporate enforcers than the citizen’s police they were supposed to
be in theory, but 'GRIPP' giving the idea of keeping a grip on things,
which was ok in our new world sort of way). The GRIPP had ar-
rived quickly, as there were always a few patrolling the center of
Charlottetown, around the Confederation Center and Library, to
help tourists or other visitors, and generally keep the peace if
needed, and pushed his way through and reached the front of the
small crowd, still somewhat excited at the recent violence, he quickly
sized up the situation, saw that things were not immediately vola-
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tile, and set about clearing things up.
“Right, then, folks,” said the GRIPP, looking around with a

small smile, serious at the same time, “what’s been happening,
then?”

MacIrving was sitting up by now, rubbing the back of his head,
evidently the fall had not done any serious damage, and immedi-
ately jumped in, “I’ll tell you want happened, Officer,” he stormed,
rolling to his knees and starting to push himself to his feet and
pointing towards where More and Thoreau were helping me to
my feet, Thoreau with one hand, as he was holding some napkins
to his cheek with the other, “those three sons-a-bitches attacked
me, is what happened, as others here will attest to! Premeditation
first degree assault, I'd call it! Your move is to arrest em all and toss
em in jail for a few days, until my uncle at MacIrving,
MacMacIrving, and MacQuadIrving get a chance to have the ap-
propriate charges laid, which I can assure you they will - I ...”

“Alright then, young fella,” said the GRIPP, “that’ll be about
enough for now. I’ll take your statement in due time. And now if
someone not directly involved can step forward here - “

MacIrving by now was on his feet, and did not seem to care to
be interrupted, as he stepped forward aggressively, in-your-face
time with the GRIPP, waving his arms and pushing a finger at the
green-shirted chest.

“No!” he shouted, “don’t you interrupt ME when I’m speak-
ing to you! Don’t you know who I am, you fucking idiot? My uncle’ll
....”

Which was as far as he got, as the GRIPP simply took a step
forward to return the in-the-face attitude, then reached out and
pinched shut MacIrving's nose with two fingers, evidently quite
forcefully as tears appeared almost instantly in MacIrving’s eyes,
as his voice stopped in mid-syllable with a bit of an undignified
squeak. There were a couple of attempts at more squeaked words
until he gave it up and stopped trying to speak anymore, his eyes
opening wide in rage as he tried to reach up and remove the of-
fending fingers, but found the wrist of his hand caught in the strong
grip of the GRIPP; he received his wish, though, as the pinching
fingers released his nose, and in one fluid motion the GRIPP then
reached to his belt, removed a pair of handcuffs, reached back up
and fastened one bracelet around the wrist his other hand was grip-
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ping, stepped forward again, forcing MacIrving to take a step back-
wards, and with a quick motion pushed then pulled MacIrving
sideways, taking a step himself and wrapping MacIrving’s arm
around a convenient light pole and fastening the second bracelet
around his other wrist. We were quite proud of our GRIPPs - their
training in martial arts and least-violence restraint of troublemak-
ers was another way in which we differed from the old ways, the
'modern' ways governments dealt with either criminals or protest-
ers, of darthvader costumes and guns and batons and horses and
pepper spray and tasers and ‘zero-tolerance’ and ‘no questions do
as you are told NOW!! citizen!!’ fear and intimidation - we were
trying to encourage non-violence in our society, and that meant
that we set an example in the ways we used to keep our streets safe
from the occasional criminal behaviour we still faced.

“Now then, young fella,” said the GRIPP, stepping back around
the handcuffed man so his face about 3 inches from MacIrving's,
eyeball to eyeball, “I said when I want more of your side of the
story I’ll ask for it - which I will, soon enough, you can trust me on
that - but for now keep it shut, ok? You may be interested to know
that I actually saw the entire altercation from across the street here,
and your version of the story so far does not accord with what I
saw with my own eyes which puts your reliability in general in
some question, and you might also be interested to know that I
also have a small supply of duct tape about my person here some-
where, which we have found is quite handy for various things, in-
cluding keeping mouths shut that don’t want to stay shut of their
own accord, if you catch my meaning?”

“I....” MacIrving began to bluster in protest, but then as he saw
the GRIPP immediately looking to and reaching into another of the
small leather pouches attached to his waist belt with a grim look on
his face which MacIrving now understood was not to be trifled
with, quickly did as told. The GRIPP stared at him for another few
seconds, then turned back to the crowd, reaching into one of the
brown leather holsters on his belt and pulling out a small digital
camera, which he clicked 'on' as he prepared to take a few photos
of the scene of the situation, speaking as he did so.

“Now, then, folks, I'm sure you have things to do this morning
as do I, so let's not waste a lot of time - as I was saying - who wants
to tell me what happened?”
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The GRIPP was very efficient in his work. He saw immedi-
ately that Thoreau had sustained a small wound, not serious, but
still big enough to need some attention, and after ascertaining that
there was no other personal damage, and having a look at and get-
ting a couple of photos of Thoreau's wound, suggested that More
and I escort Henry to the small first aid clinic in the GRIS-RT
Charlottetown Central Station Mall just at the end of the block and
across the street while he was getting the story of what happened
recorded from the other witnesses, and MacIrving and his friends
as well, saying he did not think that should take much time and he
would interview the others until we returned to give our own state-
ments.

A couple of minutes later we had made our way along Rich-
mond St and across Queen, and were passing through the door of
the medium-sized clinic into a clean, brightly lit room, where we
were immediately greeted by a middle-aged lady dressed in clean
green scrubs, who stepped out from behind what was evidently
her desk just inside the door. There was one other nurse with a
white uniform and nurse's cap at a second desk, and we could see
the head of another behind a 3/4 screen at a cubicle at the back of
the room. Three or four other people were sitting in chairs around
the comfortable but efficiently organised room, a couple reading a
magazine or newspaper, one on one of the ever-present AGORA
computers of which there were 3 or 4 along one wall, all looking as
if they waiting for one thing or another, none evidently urgent cases,
probably waiting for test results or something.

"Hello, Dears," she said, rather brightly, while more or less in-
stantly taking in the situation; they were sharp people, these first
line triagers all, and part of the game was that air of competence,
that things were indeed under control, to calm potential problem
patients and so on, "my name is Judy, I'm the Triage Nurse on duty
today, and how can I help you on this lovely morning? Ah, I see
the gentleman has a facial wound - let's have a look at it, shall we?
What on earth happened to you, dear? Are there any other injuries
among you all? Not fighting were we, now? Naughty naughty!"

Waiting until she got a quick 'no' from More and I, she turned
and led Henry, with More and I trailing along, to a nearby semi-
open cubicle with a table with an assortment of basic medical equip-
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ment, guiding him up a small step and sitting him down on an
examining bed where she gently removed his hand and took the
handful of napkins away from his face, dropping them in a nearby
sanitary disposal container beside the table. Thoreau had been
briefly explaining what had happened as she led him to the exam-
ining cubicle and got him sitting, telling her the usual male things
about how it wasn't serious at all but his friends had insisted - things
we've all said before, I am sure.

"Oh, my!" she said, seeing the cut on Henry's face, "I do believe
you need a stitch or two in that! Here, now, I'll just clean it off first.
Do you have your GI Health Card handy? What about a tetanus
shot lately?"

Henry looked just a bit discombobulated, and looked to me
out of the corner of his eye, an eyebrow raised in question (I always
envied people who could manage that one-eyebrow-raised trick),
unable to turn his head as Judy still had a firm grip on his chin as
she turned his head from side to side looking at the cut.

"Henry isn't a Green Island resident, and has no card," I took a
step to the doorway of the cubicle, explaining, and reaching into
my pocket for my wallet and my card, "but you can put down me
as a contact when you or we do the paper work."

"That's fine, dear," the nurse said with a smile, looking from
me to Thoreau, going about her stitching preparations, "Is he going
to be staying, then? Shall I do some baseline data workups while
he's here?"

"You see, Henry," I said, explaining a bit while Judy busied
herself for a few seconds at the small table getting her preparations
ready, "here we have medical files computerized for all Green Is-
land citizens, and every hospital or small clinic like this one can
just put the GI Health Card into the computer, and immediately
find out your whole medical history from the central data base. It's
a very efficient, and useful, system. Now, what the nurse means by
a 'baseline data workup' is that, if you like, while you're here, she'll
do a few small lab investigations - blood and urine mainly, and a
few other standard things like blood pressure and eye test and ba-
sic physical - and generally see how things are working, make sure
the main chemical components of your blood and systems and ba-
sic things like that are ok. If you want to go for the full workup, we
can schedule you one sometime in the next few days when you
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have time, where the nurse takes a full medical history, and you
get some pretty advanced medical testing to see how all of your
bodily organs are functioning as well, and if there are any signs of
developing diseases or anything. And then if they find anything
out of place they can see what they can do about it, or if not, well,
then everything they find is in the computer, and available for any
other doctor or health care person you might need to consult here.
It's one of the ways we help ensure good health for everyone here -
we are more concerned with preventing disease than treating it, as
much as possible, and this is one of the ways to catch things before
they get serious, as well as making treatment of anything as effi-
cient as possible, by referring to past history."

"Ooo!" Henry exclaimed, flinching a bit as Judy swabbed his
cheek with a beet-red liquid on a cotton swab, "that hurt!"

"Sorry, Dear, just a bit of antiseptic before the stitches in case
any germies got into that wound!" said the nurse cheerily, "Hold
still, now, please, just for a minute, Dear - that cut is a bit close to
your eye and we need to be careful here! I'll just put a bit of local
anesthesia around there so the stitches don't sting too much, shall
I?"

"Um, Bigelow, perhaps we could talk about this in a few min-
utes? It sounds interesting but Oh!" exclaimed Henry again, some-
what distracted as his eyes followed the sharp curved needle with
a piece of black thread dangling from it the nurse was readying
that was heading for his face.

"Right," I said, smiling, taking More by the arm and drawing
him back a bit, "we'll leave you to it for now - shout if you need
help! Hoho! Don't worry, just joking, Henry, our healthcaregivers
are very competent! We'll talk about the other things when you're
finished, then."

Nurse Judy smiled approvingly as we left her to do her work.
"Well, Bigelow," said More a moment later, as we found a cou-

ple of chairs near a wall where we could watch the stitching of
Thoreau from a distance while still talking, "I must say, this all
seems very efficient and professional! I couldn't help seeing the odd
story in the Colonial and one or another of the Canadian newspa-
pers on the internet while I was browsing around last night that
were saying what dire straits the health care system was in, in
Canada, due to lack of money and things, and something called



  169Chapter 11: One man’s utopia ...

two-tier health care, and waiting lists so long many people die while
waiting, and countless others cannot even find a doctor, and others
have to go to some other country for prompt treatment, and other
somewhat unbelievable things like that. Rather a new world alto-
gether from my time! I think I see that people today have been
expecting more, but recently those expectations are being, what shall
I say, somewhat disappointed. I've been going to ask you about
this - but you don't seem to have such problems here? Is that be-
cause you are a small Island, or this is just a slow day, or what?"

"Oh yes, health care, or more properly the Canadian health
care system, has been a big news item for quite a few years now,
underlining as much as anything how incompetent and/or com-
promised the mainland politicians are about everything - it's also a
good way to distract people from things that they really ought to
be thinking about as well. It's not a short story, I expect you'll get to
understand it in better context while you see how everything works
here for the next little while, but I'll try to give you a short run-
down while we're waiting. You see, for many years Canada had a
world-class health system, with all citizens covered for all major
medical care, and some of the best doctors and medical schools
and research facilities and everything in the world, really, befitting
their, or haha our, status as a prosperous society. And then a cou-
ple of decades ago, almost overnight all of the governments started
crying poverty and cutting back on everything - they pretended to
be surprised, and then they started telling Canadians they (Cana-
dians, not the politicians!) had been overspending for a lot of years
on health care and other things, and had run up a huge debt that
had to be paid back. In reality, actually, there was something of a
revolution underway, and the wealthy people in the country, and
powerful business interests, were in the process of rolling back de-
mocracy and the gains we the people had achieved by strangling
the income required to maintain a modern progressive society - it's
a bit of a too long story to be getting into right here, but I can give
you a paper I wrote awhile ago on it all that you can check later.
Health care has always been somewhat expensive, of course, in-
volving research and pharmaceuticals and expensive modern tech-
nology for many things, and highly trained people, and thus one
of the early and easy targets at this attack on Canadian democracy.

"There are other problems besides money by itself of course,
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such as some significantly poor management issues and vastly in-
flated costs from private drug-making companies and other sup-
pliers to the system feeding like leeches on the public money via
corrupt politicians, but in a capitalist society where the wealth of
the elite depends on skimming as much as possible from the work-
ers money is always near the top of the list of reasons for problems.
During the corporate revolution, for instance, we had the situation
where the government supposedly of the people was turning over
huge amounts of the people's money straight over to banks in a
huge scam I'll be telling you about one of these days -"

- "Humph," More interrupted, "governments stealing money
from the people under various plots and schemes to enrich their
cronies and themselves doesn't sound very new to me, heh heh..."

- " -  and then cutting taxes on top of that on various chimerical
economical theories such as the infamous 'trickle-down theory' -
remind me to tell you about this one sometime when we're talking
about gullibility and you need a laugh - and then saying there just
isn't enough to pay for the doctors and nurses and health care fa-
cilities, not to mention many other things. As part of this, one stu-
pid (one really cannot call it anything else) decision by the Cana-
dian government a few years back in the name of saving money
was to simply drastically curtail the number of seats in medical
schools and cut back on hospital beds and nurses, with entirely
predictable results of physician, nurse and bed shortages and wait-
ing lists and so on to anyone with the ability to look ahead a few
years - but like so many other capitalist decisions, they thought it
looked good at the time in terms of saving a few dollars, and we'll
worry about the future later. Stupid, as I said, but those who hail
Money as their god usually are not that bright overall. Although
brighter, evidently, than most of those who follow them, which I
won't start on here but is something that a few more people ought
to be thinking about when they rail at their 'leaders' whom they
have elected."

"And think of the doctors themselves, Stephen," a new voice
chipped in. I heard a chair sliding across the tiled floor, and looked
to see the nurse who had been in the back cubicle coming to join us.

"Oh, hi, Fran," I said, smiling, recognizing her.
"I see you've found someone new to talk to," Fran continued,

smiling in return towards More, "Stephen has shared his ideas in
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here a few times while stopping in for one thing or another - and
most of us agree, you know. In Canada - that is to say, non-Green
Island Canada - there is a somewhat ancient medical profession
which, although it is capable of many good things technologically
and does have a lot of good people I won't say otherwise, also has
a lot of people who think first of their own income - that’s the kind
of people our capitalist society these days encourages - and are thus
also very protective of their professional status and control of medi-
cal health things, and very disinclined to allow any competition,
even for many basic services. What our nurse Judy is very ably
dealing with here, for instance, in 'Upper Canada' as we say would
be unthinkable, as the medical profession still tries to insist that
everyone must see a ‘real’ doctor first, even if they only need an
asthma inhaler prescription or a bit of stitching like your friend
there is getting, and nurses (so they say) are not qualified and pa-
tients too stupid to know what they need at all times so they must
have that two minute, 50 dollar consultation first - utter nonsense,
of course. Here now, we have arranged a triage system that works
very effectively, and you hardly ever see a patient waiting for at-
tention. Our nurses are very well trained, and if she or he encoun-
ters a situation requiring more advanced diagnosis or consultation,
then off to a doctor the patient goes, if we don't have one available
in the clinic - but 80% of things the average person requires can be
dealt with by someone without the full medical training of a doc-
tor, keeping those doctors free for more serious things - and keep-
ing their more expensive billings down as well."

"That's right, you know," said one of the others in the room,
perhaps deciding our conversation was more interesting than her
magazine, a twenties-aged lady with a pale looking young boy sit-
ting beside her, "And another important thing that I've really no-
ticed the last few years that makes things better here is simply,
well, attitude, for lack of a better word. There used to be so much
stress here, just in day to day life, and now that I've had more time
to think about it, and talk with others, you know, I understand
how that stress used to come out in medical problems - as often as
not, someone just wanting a bit of attention in a hard, uncaring
world, taking up a doctor's time with imaginary ailments, or a lonely
person just needing nothing more really than a friend to talk to. I
remember it well, it used to be a small nightmare even here and
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getting worse every year, my gran couldn't believe it, she used to
keep saying how much more civilized things were back in her day,
that I used to laugh at but then started understanding. Psychoso-
matic problems from stress and frustration were epidemic, really,
everywhere - do you know, I heard on the radio the other day that
there were more prescriptions in Canada for Ritalin and similar
mood-altering drugs last year than there are people there! - and
that says a lot, to me.

“It’s a frantic life these days in modern Canada. Almost every-
one has to race around all day long, no time to really relax or think
about things that count, just up early in the morning for work (can
you imagine my gran used to say that one man working could easy
support a family! - no more in Canada, unless you're a CEO or
something else in the elite 5%!), work all day at some job that most
people don't really like although they pretend to for social appear-
ances, then pick up the kids from school, get them fed, run around
doing a few errands, a bit of tv and off to bed again. Weekends at
the mall or taking the kids to events and other activities - and all
the time the government and business leaders and media commen-
tators exhorting everyone to 'Do more! and more! get more pro-
ductive! we have to compete! - and we're cutting back health care
money and money for schools and you'll have to work harder for
less!’ - oh! it never stopped, back in the old Canada since that trai-
torous Thatched Muldoonson Raygunlover and his cronies stole
the old PC party, and then our country. We haven't entirely gotten
rid of stress here, that's probably impossible, but boy it's gone down
about 90% with the new Green Island ways of organising things.
And you can believe that we ordinary folk are starting to get our
eyes open, to understand what a zoo we used to live in, and are
wondering how we let all that happen, when much better alterna-
tives are so obviously available, for those that can see the way clear
to doing what must be done."

"Ah, you're all dreamers!" yet another voice chimed in, this
time a man perhaps in his 50s, but a healthy, prosperous looking
50s, putting down the newspaper that had hidden his face, "it's the
modern world, and modern scientists and businessmen have cre-
ated great technology that makes our lives better - but such things
have to be paid for, and only come through a lot of work by a lot of
people - and if those who do that work and make it possible make
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some money out of it, well that's their reward - why would they do
it otherwise?? You folks seem to be doing ok, sure, but you're liv-
ing in a fantasyland, you know - you're really just stealing from
people in other places and making it appear as if you’re doing things
better. But if you were left to your own devices, I can tell you you'd
all still be living in caves, with attitudes like this, running around
throwing stones at each other and eating bugs. You have to work
for good things, there's just no way around it. Your choice is really
pretty simple, although I can understand you'd like to have your
cake and eat it too, as the old saying goes - but you can have the
things modern science provides, and accept a bit of stress and work
as the price - or you can live lives with less stress back in the caves
somewhere. But I think you'll find, actually, that cave men had a
bit of stress as well, what with saber toothed tigers trying to have
them for dinner; even your old granny - what did she do, now,
when she had a heart attack and there was no modern hospital for
a hundred miles, and the road was covered in snow and there were
no plows or ambulances? I bet she would have accepted a bit of the
stress you're so worried about, in exchange for one of them ambu-
lances and a good paramedic team. Ha! Dreamers!"

"I beg to differ, if I might, about most of what you have said,
Sir," said another voice, this time an older man whom I knew to be
one of the new arrival doctors working around Charlottetown
(many of them did regular clinic rounds), who had walked through
the door midway through our conversation and taken a seat on the
edge of one of the chairs, now getting into the conversation (as peo-
ple tended to do here); I took a look over to where Thoreau was
sitting, and I could see Judy had apparently finished with her nee-
dle and Henry was rolling up his sleeve as she stood there holding
a syringe with what I assumed was a tetanus shot, but Henry keep-
ing an eye and ear on this conversation as well; "Mr. Bigelow and
the lady are quite right, you know. While there are certainly many
physicians in Canada and elsewhere who are using medicine as a
way to make a lot of money, as Canadian society and capitalism in
general encourage these high achievers to do, and forces others into
after huge student loans to complete their education, there are also
a lot of us who are primarily interested in helping people, for what-
ever perverse reason in this perverse world - we're certainly not
encouraged to be like this in med school, by and large, although
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there are some good ones out there still, but almost everything these
days in modern Canada is money, money, money and more money.

“And I can assure you, what they - what we - are doing here in
Green Island is orders of magnitude above what you are doing in
Canada and elsewhere, in terms of holistic health - and it's very
obvious in our outcomes here as well, if you take time to look. And
if you take the time to examine the provincial budget, you will see
that in per capita terms we are now spending less than half of what
you are spending in Canada, and again I can tell you from several
years here now that our facilities and treatments and outcomes are
far superior to yours, for far less money. And the primary reason is
that here our goal is health, and in Canada the goal, the capitalist
outcome goal no matter how you try to hide it, is money, money
and more money - physicians and pharmaceutical companies and
HMOs and any other 'businessman' or ‘investor’ who can sneak a
snout into the trough somewhere making it, governments saving
it, and patients squeezed in the middle, and everyone in the ad-
ministrative chain living a lie because you pretend to care about
health when in reality you care primarily about money.

“Here money has ceased to be a problem, we use it as the tool
it is meant to be only; our lives do not revolve around this money
and we have removed the money-sucking cancerous capitalists and
bankers and 'investors' from the mix, so providing good health care
efficiently is the only driver, and with a lot of smart people in the
system, things get done and done well and efficiently, and are con-
stantly evolving and improving, because that is what the system is
designed to encourage, rather than being designed to funnel money
to investor bank accounts as it is elsewhere these days. Lies set up a
lot of fundamental problems in any system, that always result in
dysfunctionality - that we are ever more truthful about most things
here is another reason for our superior outcomes - it is a fundamen-
tally sound system, and thus tending to improvement with our
positive feedback loops, whereas yours is a fundamentally flawed
system, thus tending towards falling apart with its false and thus
confabulating feedback loops, with people saying A when they are
really attempting B. Which it has been doing for quite some time.

"And don't forget about drug costs - a huge percent of the Ca-
nadian healthcare budget, but here very much less, for several rea-
sons. First, our people don't need anywhere near as many drugs as
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they do in that dysfunctional place called Canada with all its stress
and other societal problems. And then when we do need drugs, we
usually use locally manufactured generics, which are a great deal
cheaper. And we spend far less money trying to regulate every-
thing as well."

"Like I said," interrupted the first stranger, " - your so-called
'generics' are just stealing the work of real scientists in Canada and
other countries, and pretending you're clever for doing it..."

"Not in the least," I said, getting back into the conversation,
although I was quite enjoying listening to others besides me speak
for a change, "first, let's not forget that most research in Canada is
paid for by the government through the universities, and direct
grants and tax subsidies to drug companies that do do research -
and when the government then turns around and allows private
pharmaceutical companies to patent those discoveries for decades
and sell the drugs at huge profits - it's THEY who are stealing from
the public, in every way. And then with the collusion of your main-
stream media, you spend billions of dollars every year convincing
people they have various problems which must be solved with your
drugs, thus inducing them to spend more and more money to pay
for your PR budget! It's a vicious, downward spiral - which we
have stopped here, to the benefit of the people in every conceivable
way - although I can understand the drug companies might not be
that happy!"

"Horse pucky!!" replied the man, growing a tad angry it ap-
peared, which I usually figured was a sign I was getting close to
something true, "most of our research is done in our own labs, and
we spend huge amounts of money on such research, and the prices
charged for drugs are necessary to support that research. To say
otherwise is just to demonstrate a serious ignorance of the facts.
And that we create diseases and then sell drugs to cure them - well,
that's been one of the tin-hat conspiracy theories for years, and
hardly worth legitimizing with a reply."

" 'We'," you say, I replied, keying in on something he had said,
"so you are a drug company representative of some sort, then?"

"Well," said my debating foe, taken a bit aback apparently, "I -
ah - yes, I am. I thought I'd take a look around your little commune
here, for curiosity's sake."

"Mmmm-hmmm," I answered, smiling a bit, "and what are you
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finding, then? I see you're checking out our clinics - do you see
anything primitive here, or any sign that our health care, and the
health of our citizens, is suffering in the - ah - 'commune'? Any sign
of stolen drugs? Any actual thing you can point to that indicates a
problem, outside of your own brand of 'all things socialist are infe-
rior by definition' conspiracy theories? The place we’re hiding all
the sick people, since they’re obviously not here in the largest popu-
lation center, but the care is free for those who need it? ..."

"Oh, it looks ok on the surface, I'll grant you that," he said,
regaining his composure (or hostility) quickly, "but like I said, it
can't last when you're living on the work other people have done. I
think you're all in for a big shock one of these days, when the bills
come due."

"Well, you're very mistaken, of course, at least as far as who is
living off of whom," I replied, "it's closer to the other way around,
and I think you know this, although I understand that in your po-
sition you can't really admit it. What we are doing here is living on
our own resources - what is missing is that your drug companies
and others are not being allowed to skim - or steal - most of what
we produce, and we truly encourage a culture of health here, which
again cuts mightily into drug company profits, which I understand
your ‘investors’ are not overly thrilled with. And for the drugs we
do need, drugs that are actually useful in dealing with unavoid-
able diseases, when our scientists at Athenia make a medically use-
ful discovery - of which they have made several the last couple of
years, as you're very probably aware if you work for a drug com-
pany - then the people benefit from those discoveries directly, as
we don't immediately hand over the patent to some crony investor
who has funded a political campaign somewhere along the line,
and our people don't wind up having to pay the drug companies
or other middlemen huge fees for the use of drugs discovered by
their own research."

"Well, I don't suppose we're going to resolve that issue in a few
minutes here," broke in the doctor, "people will believe what they
want, or, in Canada, what whoever has the ear of the media tells
them enough times. For myself, it’s been pretty obvious for many
years that the drug companies do indeed benefit greatly from pub-
lic research as Stephen says, and also from government patents and
regulations benefiting them greatly, and then I also like to look at
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the bigger picture and believe what I see - and what I see is that
people here are a great deal healthier, for various reasons but largely
due to reduced stress and a healthier atmosphere in general as the
lady said, and thus they do need fewer drugs, and what drugs they
do need are a lot cheaper for us to purchase in bulk as a 'govern-
ment' provider, if you will, whether produced here or elsewhere -
anything from the clinic, of course, for which the patient has a doc-
tor or nurse’s recommendation, is free."

"Hah!" said the pharmaceutical rep, "more of that funny money
stuff, I guess. Something else you're going to pay for one of these
days, I have no doubt - I can't really see how you're doing it, but it's
pretty obvious you're completely disconnected from the real world,
and it's got to catch up with you one of these days!"

And yet another voice joined us -
"If you're one of them mainland folk, as you must be to be

talking like that, then I'm here to tell you son that it ain't we folk
here on Green Island what is disconnected from reality - we was
that way a few years ago when we was all under the thrall of them
lying politicians and their cronies like yourself by the sound of things
and their damned lying media, but it's been like escaping from a
black prison now these last few years of the Green Island Councils
government. I talk to my sisters back in Canada there often now,
and I'll tell you, it ain't me saying how much I'd love to go and join
them in their grand glorious lives, it's them who's constantly say-
ing how it sounds like Green Island here is the first sane society
they've ever heard of - they put on a good show in the daytime sure
now, don't everyone want to pretend they're doing fine, but at night
now, when they're by themselves, there's a lot of tears and despair
at how close to the edge of things they are, and how the whole
society seems to be on a slippery slope going down and backwards
more and more every day in terms of things the people truly value
- so very, very far from the great dream you all talk about, but that
you only ever really see on that lying fantasyland television you're
all addicted to! And the both sisters live with family who have a
serious health problem - my nephew Ron has bone cancer, god bless
his poor soul, and then Ben now has developed some kind of heart
condition - and the medical bills for the growing list of things not
covered by your system that's been gutted by them politicians the
last few years so they can give their corporate cronies billions in tax
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breaks, and waiting times to see a doctor for anything, and all the
hassles to get anything done with the shortage of nurses and stuff,
why it just drives em crazy - why Ben damn near died the last time
he had to go to an emergency room and waited for over six hours
with his heart just barely beatin to see a doctor! The docs are good
enough once you get to see em - but that’s the problem, you see. I
'spect they'll be a couple of new families here come not too long in
the future - and you know, they'll be welcome with open arms by
everyone, not as another bill to pay, but as new people with some-
thing to contribute, whatever it is, because people is the real source
of our wealth here, not your banks and big businesses. Why, I know
if I had the same problem here, and tried to go to Alberta or On-
tario, why gettin onto the health system would probably take for-
ever, and then gettin the doc I needed - well - forget it!!"

Our pharmaceutical rep didn't seem to have much to say to
this, and then I saw yet another person had joined our small group,
and got to my feet.

"Ah, Henry, there you are!" I said, trying to lighten things up a
bit, "And how was your first experience with our health care sys-
tem, then?"

Thoreau reached up just a bit gingerly and patted the small
plaster on his cheek, and looked back to where the nurse was wip-
ing the table and dropping the empty packets and things into the
disposal bin, looking up at him as well with a small friendly grin.

"Oh, I think it's all quite good, now, actually," he said, looking
to us, "I think maybe I wouldn't mind one of those baseline things
you were talking about one of these days too, you know, if I might
- good health is certainly one of the most important things we all
need, and while I used to think that we could provide that best for
ourselves by living healthily, eating and exercising properly, and I
still do believe that, to be sure!, but nurse Judy now was describing
the baseline system to me, and I was thinking about the many won-
ders I have seen on the computer, and, you know, the whole thing
makes a whole lot of sense, like almost everything else I've seen
around here. I've had in the past one or two small problems, some
small problems with my breathing sometimes you see, and per-
haps the doctors here could help with em, I'm thinking... "

"But think of the freedom, man!" exclaimed the pharmguy, giv-
ing it all one last try, "Once you have your whole life in that com-
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puter, and your little Health ID card, why, they'll have you! You
won't be able to do anything without showing them the card - just
like all the socialists and liberals, they want to control your whole
life! The free market, now, that's the only way to go - why, in
Canada, everyone is getting more free to choose for themselves the
things they want, and not have the government herding them
around like sheep all day with that socialized medicine, and your
National ID card, now, why that's only for your own protection
against them damned terrorists and such like...."

- he tapered off, perhaps realising how obviously nonsensical
his words were, moronical would not be an unduly harsh word
actually, the lie put to them by the very things happening around
us all here - it's all very well to demonize something in one's imagi-
nation, but somewhat harder to do when the reality is staring you
in the face, and your own words are making a fool of you, and
your audience is thinking, intelligent people rather than potatohead
tv watchers with the alpha waves neutralized by white noise ab-
sorbing your words like robots receiving orders. Big difference to
be regarded as something of a moron rather than the purveyor of
received wisdoms.

"Hahaha!" I couldn't help but laugh at him, "You from Canada
accuse *us* of wanting to control people with ID cards!! What utter
garbage!! Henry just received excellent care, quickly and efficiently,
no questions asked, no card asked for at all, and no money required
- as you saw - just the duty of care of a society to its people and
even its guests! Would that happen in your capitalist paradise?
Never, without a valid credit card at least! Why, if you were brave
enough to open your wallet, I am sure we would all see what real
government control is like! Come on, then, show us your new North
American Travel Card, why don't you? Or your driver's license?
Isn't it true that your Canadian police can take you into custody
now if you refuse to show them these cards when they demand
your ID? Things that never happen here - have you ever been asked
for ID here on Green Island? Even once since you arrived?"

"Well, no, I can't say that I have - but in Canada, why, we have
to protect ourselves from the terrorists, you know!"

"Hahahaha!!" I laughed again, "Sure you do! And which ter-
rorist attack on Canadian soil prompted this government ID card,
was it again?"
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"You know there have been no direct attacks on Canadian soil,"
he returned, "but we all know that the terrorists are all around us
now, and it could happen any day - why, there's stories in the news-
papers every day about their plots and schemes! We fight them in
their own countries so we won't have to fight them here! What fools
we would be if the first thing we knew of a terrorist attack was a
mushroom cloud over Toronto, or our Prime Minister being be-
headed on YouTube!!"

There was a bit of a silence as yet another bit of ludicrousness
echoed around the room, the speaker's face getting a bit red as he
realised how thoroughly stupid he was sounding, as I explained to
More and Thoreau in a short aside I’d tell them about mushroom
clouds and YouTube and threats of beheadings later. I let him stew
for a few seconds, as his own words condemned him in the eyes of
a rational person moreso than anything I could add, although I
was much tempted to point out that the Canadian media were,
indeed, a central part of the fear people felt, as they sensationalized
anything that might serve to instill fear into the citizens, and
marginalized the many voices of sanity trying to speak, and thus
make the citizens more susceptible to letting themselves be con-
trolled and herded even more than they already were, by those
who wanted them to think they were in great danger, but they (those
doing the fear-mongering) could protect them - one of the very old-
est means of control by wannabe dictators, as the history that was
no longer taught in Canadian schools showed repeatedly.

"Well, I don't have any idea about any 'terrorists', or ‘mush-
room clouds’" said Henry a few seconds later, a bit of a skeptical
look on his face at the words of the pharmguy, "but I do know I've
been staying here on Green Island for several days now, and talk-
ing to many common folk as I walked about every day, and never
been bothered by any police people, or had anyone demanding to
see any of this 'ID' stuff, or 'terrorized' in any way, or seen any
signs of repression of any sort at all - and believe me, I can see such
signs a long ways off; and here at this clinic, well, I have never been
asked for any card, but looked after very quickly and very well as
Stephen says - and if they can do this baseline thing the nurse was
telling me about and have all of my medical information available
to every doctor here on Green Island through this computer net-
work that I might ever have to see if I get another little cut, or some-
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thing worse, to help the doctor or nurse give me the best treatment,
or even if I arrive unconscious and they need information about
my medical history - well, it hardly seems like they are trying to
control my life! Quite the contrary, really, they are trying to im-
prove it!"

"Really, Henry," spoke More, something having finally galva-
nized him to speak rather than listen, as he had been doing, "what
you say is perfectly true - I hope I shall be able to have these old
bones and veins examined soon, now that I see what is available - I
wonder how we did without before, it all seems so well arranged!
And noone has ever demanded we have one of these cards, as they
seem to be doing for your North American ID Card, whatever that
is," he added, looking to the pharmguy, "that does sound rather
ominous, especially if it is compulsory for the police to see when-
ever they want to check you and you get in trouble if you can't
produce it - very undemocratic sounding altogether!

“But I want to know something now that we have someone
who apparently does not care for Green Island here to ask - we
have met several of your type now here on Green Island, we actu-
ally had to come here following a quite unpleasant encounter with
one who apparently dislikes the Island, or at least the current gov-
ernment, and as far as I can see, all you are doing is trying to cause
disharmony in this most harmonious place, for reasons I cannot
entirely understand but cannot say I much care for, or agree with -
good debate between people trying to improve things is a good
thing, but spreading disharmony, now, for no apparent reason other
than trying to destroy something that is so obviously good, well ....
what exactly do you think you are up to? What motivation can you
have for such behaviour?"

"Hear hear!" added Thoreau, nodding while once again rais-
ing his hand to his cheek, no doubt recalling the recent incident
whereby he had received the wound, and looking with some dis-
taste at the pharmguy, who had evidently had enough, as he got to
his feet and prepared to leave.

"Well, you can all continue living in this fantasy island," he
said, opening the clinic door, "but like I said, I think your wake up
call is not long away. Good day, gentlemen. Indeed!"

- and he gave the door a bit of a pull on his way through, but
the dramatic slam he appeared to be hoping for failed to material-
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ise, as the automatic closing device fastened to the top of it took
over and eased the door firmly but quietly shut behind him.

"Hmmph," said Thoreau after a second, "I suppose that one
shan't be missed, and his refusal to answer More's question speaks
volumes. But doctor, why do you stay, if indeed you can make so
much more money in Canada, or the US, as I have seen in some of
my reading?"

"Well, as my friend Mary said, it's a combination of things -
and money is certainly not everything to all of us. It's a very holis-
tic thing - people are in general in much better health here, I can
work a more or less normal number of hours and feel I have done
my share and there are no sick souls or others requiring my assist-
ance at the end of the day, unlike my six-month 'urgent' appoint-
ment calendar in Toronto a couple of years ago!, and still have con-
siderable free time for my own life, and research - we are all trained
to heal, and most of us take pride in our work, but it is dishearten-
ing, to say the least, in modern Canada, to have such pressures as
we constantly face from underfunding, and those who should be
trying to make things better actually making them worse, and
through highly transparent lies about lack of money or waste or
inefficiency, and such like.

“And then on the ‘carrot’ side, medical work here is much more
cutting edge than in other places, and thus challenging and enjoy-
able - we are much more proactive, in terms of preventing disease
rather than treating it afterwards, with much more immediate and
useful and active feedback loops for everything with the People's
Healthcare Councils. You'd be surprised how much of that the phar-
maceutical companies actually do, what Stephen alluded to, creat-
ing new diseases then supplying drugs for them - not actually cre-
ating virulent bugs and spreading them around, I don't mean that
at all, but in the sense of taking something that is a fairly common
thing, like simple eczema for instance, or baldness, or other cos-
metic things that are very normal, and spending huge amounts of
money convincing people that such things need medical attention,
and they have these hugely overpriced drugs that will help - which,
of course, they very often do nothing of the sort. And that applies
to society, as we have talked about - reduce stress, increase educa-
tion and a general sense of wellbeing, and the overall heath in-
creases dramatically. And here is a very good place to be a normal
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citizen - it's a safe place to live, with intelligent people all around,
not driven by the rat race, where you can do fulfilling work for a
part of your life, but have a good personal life as well. The local
mall and television are not the centers of life here, but the porches
and meeting halls where people talk about what is happening, and
work together to make it all even better - much as I remember my
parent’s town when  I was a child.

“Like Mary's sisters, I know of many of my former colleagues
in Canada who are close to desperate because their lives are so out
of control, because the whole country is like the Titanic racing to
the iceberg, and even though many people are concerned the whole
lifestyle demanded of everyone gives them no time to relax and
reflect on the situation, and talk about it with their friends - they're
like a big herd of lemmings, with no time to think or try to make
things better, where most are just trying to stay on their feet, and
the few who do wonder if they are heading in a good direction are
never given a chance to speak in the very controlled 'public debate'
- another thing that is very much the opposite here, between the
public meetings and the AGORA, and the Island Voice, and every-
thing else. Oh, there' s really been no problem with me in coming
here after I spent a few days here a couple of years ago and got
over my disbelief at what they were really doing - kind of like ask-
ing me if I'd rather live in Mordor or the Shire, really - and like any
sane hobbit, once I realised I had been away from home for too
long altogether, I chose the Shire!"

Both More and Thoreau looked at me a bit questioningly.
"Hobbits and the Shire?" I asked with a smile, as they nodded,

"well, it's a reference to quite a famous book - I shall tell you about
it later, there was quite a good movie of it made a few years ago as
well, perhaps you can watch it sometime."

"But," said More, a bit of a puzzled look on his face, "there's
still something I don't really understand. Almost everyone here on
Green Island is so good, so aware of what is happening, and you
are quite obviously in control of things here - it seems that you
should not be all that different from people in other parts of Canada,
or the US, or even England. What has happened in those other
places?"

"Well, what you say is very true. And things did not used to be
so bad there, either, it's really only been the last few years that things
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have begun to get desperate. We have always had venal politicians,
of course, as every system has venal people who wish to have power,
to have wealth without working for it, and are willing to lie and
cheat and worse to achieve their goals, and usually have enjoyed
some degree of success. But in years past, at least in Canada here,
such people were balanced to a considerable extent by better peo-
ple, both politically and morally, who managed to make good ad-
vances for We the People - the whole origination of the Canadian
health care system being a good demonstration of such progress.
Until, oh, 30 years or so ago, as I have talked of elsewhere, when
the corporate revolution began, and such people made a concerted
effort to take over the political system entirely, and turn everything
to their own ends, and put the interests of We the People right at
the bottom - as the system was hundreds of years ago before the
whole idea of western democracy got started. And they were largely
successful, and still predominate in Canada and most of all in
America, and other places - but we have now banished them from
the land here in Green Island - and that is the secret of our success.
Cut out the cancer, pour salt on the leech, apply an antibiotic to the
infection - and allow the normal health of the body politic to reas-
sert itself. The disease resists its removal, of course - but we are in
every way stronger, if we choose to fight, and clearly identify our
enemy, and refuse to let their clever advocates talk us into reapply-
ing our own chains."

"Well, folks!," I said, jumping to my feet after a look at the clock
on the wall, "I and my guests thank you very much for your time
and this most interesting talk, but for now, well, we just stopped in
for a quick stitch, and we really should be getting on, I think - a
certain GRIPP must be ready to talk to us by now, and we shouldn't
make him wonder what happened to us. And then we do have
some things planned for today. This brief detour has been interest-
ing, and I thank you all for sharing your time and thoughts with
us, but now we had better be on our way."

 - and I looked to More and Thoreau, eyebrows slightly raised
in that age-old questioning look, and they both nodded, More get-
ting to his feet. As did the others, and pleasant good byes and hopes
to meet again were shared around.

And considering where we were, we probably would meet
again. That’s what Green Island is all about.
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Chapter 12

EEE 3

TO:SaveOurCountry email list
FROM: saskagirl
Date: 30 Oct 0x 11:58pm

Hi all, just perused the latest posting, the attack on Chomsky,
and am moved to comment again. This whole thing strikes me as
more divide and conquer stuff, and waste of time stuff. What the
hell is it with all we 'progressives' that we spend more time kicking
each other around than going after the big guys, the real enemies?
I have no idea if Chomsky is some sort of 'leftist gatekeeper', but I
do know he has done a hell of a lot of good work concerning what
the CIA has been up to the last 50 years (just for instance!) and
American aggression all over the world, no punches pulled there
at all, the best documentation of this stuff possible, and let's not
forget his constant work about exposing the corporate media for
the servants to power and propaganda that they are - and these
alone make his work useful, very useful, and then he's been all
around the world on countless speaking engagements the last many
decades as well, trying to wake people up, get them to think a bit
about things, which - well, how can that be bad?!?! Even though I
do disagree with him (a lot, as you all would know!) on his refusal
to engage in what the MSM calls 'conspiracy theories', be they
Kennedy assassination or 911, I don't feel that I have to agree with

However, this bottle was NOT marked
‘poison,’ so Alice ventured to taste it...
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everything he says, or that even certain fairly serious disagreements
thus throw everything he has done into doubt - surely we on the
'left' are big enough to make up our own minds and think for our-
selves, m'ais oui?? I think that with just about everybody I know,
there are some ideas they have or things they do that I agree with,
and other things I don't - and isn't that the way the world works? If
I went around discarding friends every time they said something I
disagreed with, I would have been without any friends at all a long,
long LONG time ago! (and isn't it so with all of you, honestly??!!)
But the difference is, the reason I call, for instance, Mabel on the 4th
line a good friend but I cannot ever imagine calling the likes of a
certain Muldoon a friend (or any politician I can think of, for that
matter!) is that even though Mabel for instance believes in her Chris-
tian god which I think is a fairytale, I know that Mabel wants good
things for everyone around, all the people - just as I know Muldoon
and the rest believe in a multi-tier society, with a few elite at the top
and a lot of peasants at the bottom working their little hearts and
lives out in misery of one degree or another to support the elite in
endless luxury. Hell guys, if the only friends I had were people
who agreed with me on everything - I'd be even more friendless
that I am!

But that's not the point, really - why are we wasting our time
dissecting people who are very obviously trying to move along the
same path we are, the path of creating some sort of actual demo-
cratic situation in this world, rather than the pretend-democracies
controlled by the elite which we have now? This sort of crazy con-
spiracy theory directed at Chomsky, who has done nothing but
fight for a real democracy since forever as near as I can figure is
really just drilling holes in our own shaky little boat, isn't it, when
we have many much more important things we should be talking
about and acting on? I believe the 911 truth will come out some
day, in a way noone can deny it - and then I expect the unbelievers
like Noam will come around as well.

And it's just more distraction - as I have been asking for a long
time, and never getting any answers, is just how most of you folks
actually see change happening around here? What is the process?
How is sending stories around these lists, preaching basically to
the converted, about the latest bad thing the elite are getting up to,
or pieces of analysis about them, going to change anything? These
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things are useful, sure, for our own information - but by themselves
they are NOT going to change any governments!!! And as far as I
can see we are not doing much educating of 'the people' by these
email lists, who still get their info from the tv and newspapers,
which are feeding them a whole lot more propaganda on a daily
basis, in every way, propaganda which WE Know to be BS, but the
people watching the tvs don't seem to. And we have a government
which is run 'legitimately' by the people who are 'elected' in the
country - and its 'legitimacy' stems largely from the fact that most
people believe it is legitimate, no matter how much we on lists such
as this do not believe it to be so. The majority does rule, at least, in
this way. So how do you propose to throw down that government
and replace it with something you like better?

This is a serious question, but you folks seem to be avoiding it
the same way most people in MSM land avoid even looking at the
question of who really did 911, and I suspect the motives are simi-
lar - once you face the truth, the immensity of the task must also be
faced, and that is pretty overwhelming. Much easier to stay in com-
fortable waters, and not face the open sea - the open sea in this case,
to set that metaphor on its own lonely way, being we have to figure
out how to take over the government, through the legitimate vot-
ing process - a very, very daunting task, as all the big money and
media, the two most necessary tools in the modern age, are against
us.

Change will come about no other way. There will be no armed
revolution, at least at this time in our history - the citizens are much
too complacent in the first place, much too ensnared in their brain-
washed box, and even if a few of them did start to get upset, there
is no possible way, in the modern age, a citizen revolt could suc-
ceed against modern armies, even something as small as Canada's,
without overwhelming support of the citizenry, which seems about
as likely as Elvis showing up to lead them. Nor will there be some
'epiphany' of the elite, some day waking up and saying "Oh, golly,
we've been such bad people! Let's do the right thing and let the
people really run the country now!" hahaha. Nor will there be in-
tervention from god or someplace - those are fairy tales to keep
people in front of the tvs and not taking action themselves. Nor,
evidently, is there going to be some sort of Aquarian Revolution
from within, as I once hoped many years ago, wherein the flower
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children's generation insinuates and takes over the bureaucracy,
and a lovely butterfly emerges from the ugly chrysalis - we had
our chance, and it appears that most flower children took up their
mortgages and credit cards, and said to hell with the revolution,
Big Bro is ok, I got mine let the rest worry, don't rock the boat, you
can't fight em join em, etc and etc.

So really, is anybody at all prepared to address this question?
How exactly do you see change happening in our country? Yes, we
all know the current elite government is bad and doing bad things
- is that all you want to do, talk about the bad guys doing bad
things? Are you all content just to carry on sending around emails
and stories about bad stuff, with no attempt to undertake the real
work of making some change happen, leaving all that up to some-
one else??

Please, someone, fill me in here - what is the game plan? We
are accepting that nothing can be done, but boy it's sure satisfying
to bitch about the sad state we're in? Or is all of this sending around
of stories actually supposed to accomplish change somehow?

Sign me -
Confused in the country

====================

There are a thousand striking at the branches of evil for every
one who is striking at the root.

- Henry David Thoreau

====================

A Pint at the Jolly Macedon with a Friend

- after a news story on the ever-on tv at the pub on young children
being sold into sexual slavery, a conversation ensues ....

"I get so mad I could really accept some of these pimps being
executed, you know - and normally I do not support capital pun-
ishment. But this sort of thing is just too horrible for words..."

"Well - would you add yourself to the gallows, old chap?"
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"What!!! I beg your pardon! That's outrageous - and this is NOT
a joking matter!"

"Oh, I quite agree - not a joking matter at all. But I do not jest -
I am quite serious."

"Preposterous! Whatever can you mean?"
"Well - let's establish something first - responsibility of, shall

we say, soldiers for their actions - do you believe, for instance, that
the soldiers who gassed people in Nazi concentration camps were
responsible for their actions, or was the defence that many of them
put forward, that they were simply following orders from their
superiors, legitimate?"

"Guilty to a man!"
"Quite. What about, then, those who never fired a shot, or

dropped a gas pellet, but who spent years processing the consider-
able amount of paperwork necessary to allow this slaughter to pro-
ceed efficiently? You know, working in offices far away from the
field of slaughter, keeping the trains running on time, making sure
the actual killers had the supplies they needed to do their grisly
work, and so on - the so-called 'Eichmann defense', really - Grey
area, guilty, not guilty??"

"Guilty to a man - the slaughter would have been much less,
perhaps even could have been delayed until rescue arrived, if such
people had not facilitated it with their work! And furthermore, they
had to know what they were doing - I have nothing but scorn for
them!"

"Good - I see we feel the same about responsibility."
"Yes - but where is this taking us with the child sex trade?"
"Patience, my man! I was getting to it! Now - your job is at the

King's Bank of Canada, if I'm not mistaken?"
"Yes, of course, you know it is."
"Quite. Now, from what you know and have read, why is it

that the majority of these children enter the child sex trade? Will-
ingly because they like sex, they're some sort of sexual addict, or is
there some other reason you are aware of?"

"Preposterous! How can you talk like that? Children of that
age know nothing of sex, of course they don't 'like' it! No - as far as
can be determined, they appear to be the victims of both poverty
and some sort of subhuman 'parents' who sell those children to
middlemen of some sort who then sell them to pimps or other crimi-
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nal types who take advantage of such situations, or perhaps are
just stolen by criminals who proceed to make them sexual slaves,
or that sort of thing."

"Good! I can see this need not be a long conversation, if you
are so willing to be honest - a refreshing trait in bankers hoho sorry
no offence my friend!! Yes, indeed, the terrible poverty faced by the
parents of these children is indeed central to the problem - we hear,
after all, of next to no rich children being so exploited, and very
few children of parents who could be called ‘middle class' - it is
always the poor who pay these kind of terrible prices for their pov-
erty. And now - since we have established that poverty is a central
cause of these children being available to be victimised (and don't
for a second think I am trying to reduce the burden of responsibil-
ity accruing to those 'end users' if you will who take advantage of
these children, which is not in the least the case, they all ought to be
on the gallows as well - but not alone!, and that is not the point of
this small section of the larger conversation) - let us see if there is
some sort of cause of the poverty that drives the parents of these
children to such harsh measures - are they simply some sort of cre-
tinous lazy 'welfare bums' of some sort in their particular coun-
tries, or is there perhaps a deeper cause..."

"Mmmm-hmmmm...."
"One more slight diversion first, to capture the essence of the

story, bring another necessary idea into play, since these things,
while not being overly complicated, are the result of a few inter-
locking factors.... Say a man came to your bank, one you knew to
be slightly shady, and requested a big loan. You were dubious of
his ability to pay, but he promised you that he would sign a con-
tract that no matter what happened to him, you could require his
children and grandchildren to continue paying interest on the debt
for as long into the future as it was important, which would, of
course, be good for your business - would that be acceptable?"

"Ha ha ha! You jest! You know we have laws against that sort
of thing!"

"Indeed - on the local level, at any rate. But they seem to work
differently when we have governments and world financial insti-
tutions like the World Bank or International Monetary Fund mak-
ing the loans. Now, with your knowledge of banking and banking
things in the world, see if you can find anything amiss with what I
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am about to relate. In the past, you see, these large international
banks gave tens of billions of dollars in supposed 'loans' to dicta-
tors all around the world - people like Marcos in the Philippines or
Suharto in Indonesia, or corrupt military dictators throughout Latin
America and Africa - dictators who were supposedly, at least 'offi-
cially' (nudge nudge wink wink as they say!), going to use the money
to improve the lot of their people through development of one sort
or another, but who actually used the great bulk of the money to
pay for armaments they used to maintain their dictatorial control,
and billions of which was also banked in private accounts in coun-
tries that allow banks to operate in strict secrecy to ensure the eter-
nal personal wealth of these dictators and their followers. Large
amounts were also spent, of course, on so-called ‘consultants’ from
the developed countries, spending more for their daily dinner than
the peasants they were supposedly helping made in a year, and
much more spent on buying things from the developed countries,
as a form of graft, but that’s another story. And then - when the
dictator was overthrown by either another dictator or a democratic
revolution of some sort - the international financial agencies and
western governments were adamant that the **people** of those
countries were required to pay off the debts incurred by these dic-
tators, for which they had clearly received nothing except
brutalisation of various sorts!

“And usually, after a few years of such loans, and a few years
of usurious interest levies, the debts were so large that paying them
off was impossible - indeed, many such countries have repaid the
principle amounts several times over since all of this began in the
1950s and 60s, and are still faced with a debt larger than the origi-
nal loans due to the magic of compounding interest and the ‘banks
come first!!!’ contracts forced on them by the World Bank and IMF
to get the so-called ‘development’ loans in the first place - really,
‘developing’ a very lucrative international consultancy industry
much more than poor countries, as we now understand! They could,
however, manage to continue paying the interest, or so-called 'serv-
ice charges' on these debts each year - even if this kept them so poor
that it meant the government had no money for things like health
care or education or building infrastructure for its citizens, even if
some of them wanted to, sometimes! Which is, you see, exactly the
same type of scenario I mentioned at the first, the reprobate head
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of a household here in Canada being allowed to borrow big amounts
of money, supposedly for his family, but which he used for per-
sonal purposes, and then simply left - and the bank going after his
family to pay the debt, even though even paying the interest on the
debt left them in poverty!"

"Hmpppphhh. Well, of course, that would never happen here..."
"Well, we'll leave the story of the Canadian National Debt Scam

for another time, and I think you might be due for a bit of a per-
spective adjustment here as well - but it DOES happen to other
countries, indeed exactly as I have explained - dozens of countries
all over the world have been relegated to financial slavery of this
nature for decades, and entire generations lost - hundreds of mil-
lions of people have suffered terribly and died, and continue to on
this very day!, as the international banks - and even many larger
private ones, with the support and approval of countries like Canada
who enforce such odious debts by refusing to deal with countries
which threaten to stop paying the so-called 'service' on these debts
- have made such odious loans and then demanded the interest on
them, year after year after decade after decade - with the backing
of most western governments to enforce them.

“And thus the people of those countries are thus forced, through
these international banks, into great poverty, through no real fault
of their own. And so we come to the beginning of the story once
again - to alleviate this horrible, debilitating, never-ending personal
poverty in these countries which is directly related to these huge
national debts - some of those people, in complete desperation, to
save their other children, sell a child to sex-traders. One would not
wish to defend the morals of the people who do so, any more than
one would defend those who buy the 'services' of such children -
but one can hardly deny that were these people not in such great
poverty, and so poorly educated because of that poverty as well,
the incidences of such behaviour would be very, very much less, if
not entirely non-existent - as we noted, the rich never do this terri-
ble deed.

“And thus is the connection between the banks and the sex
trade quite direct - although, for some reason, you will never read
about such things in your national newspapers. And your own part,
as a foot soldier paper-pusher in the bank - even if you do not deal
with such things directly, you do enable those who do, as the pa-
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per pushers at the Auschwitz desk in the government ministry in
Berlin enabled those who herded the prisoners into the death rooms,
and those further up who gave the orders to do so. You are person-
ally greasing the little wheels upon which the larger wheels turn -
without your work, the larger work could not be done. For want of
a nail, etc and etc, I am sure you are familiar with the old saw."

There was a long minute of silence from across the table, as the
lively chatter of the Pub surrounded the speakers. There was some-
thing less of sparkling innocence and pleasure at an agreeable con-
versation after work over a beer in the pub in the demeanor of the
one talker, although not perhaps the crushing guilt that would haunt
the dreams later, after he had put his two lovely children - a boy
and a girl, about the age that many young ones in other countries
living in less fortunate circumstances were sold to pimps of one
sort or another in the dark of night to enter a terrible and cruel life
- into their beds with great hugs and kisses.

"Yes - yes, you know, I think maybe I'll get us another pint
now. Would you like one? I think perhaps we have some more that
needs to be said on all this, I'd like to talk a bit more, anyway ...."

And while bright young lights continued to be extinguished in
terrible ways in far-flung countries around the world, even as they
spoke and you read, a new light was being born in one small pub,
a new light that would work for the rest of its life to try to stop
those other small but oh-so-beautiful and innocent lights from be-
ing put out so early, so cruelly, a new light that would start to shine
on the forces of evil and darkness and expose them for the evil
scum they all were. All the way to the top.

====================

We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are cre-
ated equal, that they are endowed by their Creator with certain
unalienable Rights, that among these are Life, Liberty and the pur-
suit of Happiness.

-- That to secure these rights, Governments are instituted among
Men, deriving their just powers from the consent of the governed,

-- that whenever any Form of Government becomes destruc-
tive of these ends, it is the Right of the People to alter or to abolish
it, and to institute new Government, laying its foundation on such
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principles and organising its powers in such form, as to them shall
seem most likely to effect their Safety and Happiness....

The Declaration of Independence of the Thirteen Colonies

In CONGRESS, July 4, 1776

====================

Schools should be factories  ... in which raw products, chil-
dren, are to be shaped and formed into finished products ... manu-
factured like nails, and the specifications for manufacturing will
come from government and industry.

 - Elwood Cubberly, the future Dean of Education at Stanford, 1905
dissertation for Columbia Teachers College

====================

The (Somewhat Irregular!) (BGE) Journals of Stephen Bigelow

.... I recall with great fondness the grad school days, the days
of my small cottage near Tracadie, the days I was producing my
little chapter books, the days I was growing the small gardens with
big tomatoes, the days the Blue Jays would come in the fall to eat
my sunflower seeds, hanging upside down while pecking and
screaming at and chasing one another trying to keep the bounty to
themselves, the great snow storms that would rage for a day or
more, and block the front door of my little cottage entirely so I had
to take the screen out and push and shovel the snow away to open
the door, the long walks back through the bush on my snowshoes
in the deep snow, along the small streams in the first days of spring
with the new wildflowers, the walks along the nearby dunes, many
long nights sipping on beer and thinking and playing Drachon in
the dark to occupy my foremind while letting the subconscious do
its work, falling into bed at dawn, only to awake a few hours later
with pages of words waiting to fall into the computer, the bitter-
sweet memories of Carmichael, peak of my life at Beaver Park, na-
dir when she said she had to leave - all such precious memories,
now that I find myself far away in both time and distance - such
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precious memories I cannot let go, but will never live again ... such
a funny thing the time we spend, such a mysterious, beautiful,
wondrous thing, this life we live ....

..........

I must get to work on the story of walking the little dog, so
happy and carefree, not a care in the world, living entirely in the
moment - and then passing the old bent crone on the bench who
stares at him with an unexplainable hatred in her eyes, a hatred
masquerading as fear, but noone could rationally fear such a small
friendly animal, and I quickly pass her, pulling the dog away who
naturally wants to go and greet her, but I fear she will hurt him
with her fearsome spite. I have an insight that she is thinking back
to her young girlhood when she was as happy and carefree as the
dog and cannot bear to think of such a comparison between that
and her sad current life - then as I reflect on this later I have the
additional insight that perhaps also I am projecting my own inner
conflicts on the lady, and it is also MY happy and carefree child-
hood that I am so protective of when I watch out for the dog - my
own innocence that was stolen from me by my society trying to
turn me into a slave and forcing me to protect myself and my free-
dom, and it was my years of resistance to that attempted slavery
that has made me a guarded, cynical old man, and it occurs to me
that perhaps to many I myself share the image of the hateful old
crone! - unable to laugh any more because I trust noone enough to
open my heart that way - but on the inside, in my heart, I still run
wild and free in the fields of my youth, with the sun and the wind
and the rain and a dog, laughing and carefree .... I go back later
past the same bench, but the crone is gone - it occurs to me now, for
some reason, that perhaps she too had a beautiful soul that I could
not see because of the scab that our diseased society had pasted
over it - perhaps she was indeed the Universal One, and I passed
my one chance to enter the Real Universe - perhaps indeed I myself
am that old crone in a further life, waiting for the One who will see
beyond that ugly, meaningless exterior to the True Beauty - the
Truth - that lies within, for those with the Eyes to see....... and then
perhaps too I am the dog, in some part of my spirit .....
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====================

Useful insight of the day, from a briefly opened door in the
sane subconscious after a whining session about some ultimately
irrelevant irritant - god isn’t going to fuck off anytime soon, so get
used to it. The future is yours - or not. As you decide. Spend your
time screaming pointlessly at the rain - or build yourself a little
roof over your head ....

HAHAHAHAHAHAHAA

RM

====================

But I feel like such a Shit Magnet sometimes!
It's not a magnet effect, you fool. It's a balance - if you're going

to insist on running around doing good stuff, then the bad stuff
will come in to balance the effect you've created, see?

Ah - so that's why the real assholes get all the breaks, like, and
the good die young and the bad live forever, and like that?

Yea - it's related. Crazy, but true. But don't despair, it ain't the
whole story, you're really only seeing things upside down and back-
wards and reflected in a dim light, like a pinhole camera in a dark
room in a circus mirror freakhouse all at the back of Plato's famous
cave or something, so get some more info before going any further
with your ideas, or you're just chasing futility - this little rathole
called earth is only the first chapter - things get a lot better if you
get through this one - it's sort of like the written test for MENSA -
weed the losers out early, let em go around and come around again,
try again when they’re more ready. You're working here in 4 di-
mensions, which is fine for awhile - but the universe operates in at
least 6 dimensions, and it's an exponential scale so you're not even
halfway there yet with 4 - read a book called Flatland someday,
and project - it's a bit like explaining sunlight to a slug in a deep
cave who has no eyes and has never been to the surface - there's
more stuff in the universe, Horatio ....

Oh. I always thought this place was pretty beautiful, though
....
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Yea - it is, it is. But so's jerkin off before you find girls, eh

====================

VOL 1 NO 1 Green Island Voice - removing the dew from your
eyes and letting the Truth shine through! At last, at long long last

Lead Editorial - Setting the Way

It is the Unfortunate Duty of this Independent Newspaper, on
its very First day of Publication which should be a joyous day rather
than one of mourning, to accuse our sad sister publication, the
Charlottetown Colonial, of Gross Distortion of the Truth - so gross,
in fact, that their words can be called little more than outright Lies
- lies, it would seem, made Intentionally for no other reason than to
discredit our new Island Government - the government Of, By and
For the People of this fair Island, Duly Elected in a Fair Election
only a few days ago!....

- and thus we must mourn the Death of Honest Journalism on
this Fair Isle (although not to pretend it has ever had much life
these last few years!), as we celebrate our own birth - the People's
Press is Dead! Long live the People's Press!!, to borrow from an
older saying, but quite Pertinent, as the Fourth Estate must Em-
body the Sovereignty of the People it serves as much if not moreso
than any Kings, who as much as not Rule at their personal whim
and are often Tyrants, while a Truly Constructed and Faithful
Fourth Estate serves truly at the Pleasure of the People it serves, to
both Enlighten its citizens and Prevent Tyranny.

So we Begin - as a Great Document from a far away land in a
far away time (no, 230 years is not long in temporal time, but in
spirit! - ah, how far we have fallen from the days of Thoughtful
and Engaged Men who demanded Freedom!), we note the Spirit of
their great Brave Words - when the government under which men
live no longer Serves their interests, indeed has become quite Con-
trary to them - why, it is the right, nay the very Duty!, of those who
Love Freedom, of those who love Democracy! to Rise up against
such a Traitorous government, and replace it with one that is more
closely attuned to the needs and just desires of the People.

And so it was done, on this Fair Isle, these few short days ago,
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an Evil, Despotic reign came to a well-deserved end to be replaced
by true Representatives of the People - and so, as we see in the
lying words of our traitorous sister newspaper, has the Reaction of
the Rulers immediately begun, supported by the very 'Newspaper'
(one must use the word loosely - a Propaganda Organ of an Elite
government which has for decades Betrayed its people terribly de-
serves not such an honourable appellation) whose duty it should
have been to hold the traitorous government accountable - but in-
stead, for years and years, Enabled their traitorous ways, their Be-
trayal of the people they were elected to serve.

And so we here at the Island Voice take up the Torch that was
so long ago extinguished by those who by stealth captured our
government, and once again the Truth shall Shine out from under
the Deceptive Dew that has blinded our collective eyes for so long.
The Truth shall once again be spoken in the homes and meeting
halls, the coffee shops and eateries, the playing fields and working
places and resting places and all places of our people - no more
shall hints of the Truth be only averred to with side-turned eyes, or
spoken from behind a covering Hand or written in Unsigned Cor-
respondences because the speaker fears betrayal and retribution!
No more shall the Truth be a joke as it is now used by this new
breed of Leeches and bearers of False News called 'advertisers' and
'scientists' whose souls have been Purchased by the new corrupt-
ers!

No more shall the daily Fourth Estate of this Fair Isle be the
sole field of those who would Command the opinions of its citizens
by a One-sided presentation of news and opinion, a Ceaseless
monotonal Barrage of Propaganda to encourage and coerce com-
pliance with things that are good for some but bad for most! No
more shall we hear that 'Free Trade is Wonderful' - without equally
hearing that 'No! Free Trade is Wonderful for Some - but Terrible
for Many!!!' No more shall our citizens hear that 'Privatisation of
our Health Care is not only necessary, but Good!' without hearing
the answering voice of 'Horse Pucky!!!' No more shall the citizens
of Green Island be kept in the dark about things the governing pow-
ers wish them not to think about. No more shall Citizens be Told
what they should think - hereafter Citizens will be expected to de-
cide for themselves how they wish their community to be governed,
after due Consideration and Debate of the facts.
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No, Citizens of this Fair Isle, the Island Voice will be what a
Daily Paper should be - a forum for ALL voices to be heard, for
ALL points of view to be presented - for it is not our duty to TELL
the citizens what to think, but to offer All Sides of a story or opin-
ion, in as much detail as required, with ongoing give and take de-
bates for as long as required to help the Citizen arrive at a fair and
just Conclusion to the Issues of the Day!

And that, Citizens of Green Island, is what we here at the Is-
land Voice Pledge to you, our readers and fellow Citizens.

It is our calling, and we follow it with Truth and Honour - and
desire that You the People - We the People! - of Green Island ad-
minister our great responsibility of participating in our government
with good spirit, and courage, and enlightenment - and we together
will create a truly Just Society here on our Fair Isle.

Tom

====================

The old Emersonian ideals still seem good to me. I write when
something moves me -- often to outrage, but sometimes to hope or
inspiration. I write to try to figure out what's going on in the world,
to articulate my understanding of the world for myself and then
convey this articulation to others, if I feel it might have some reso-
nance, make some connection, be of some benefit by adding to the
weight of dissent against political crime and folly. To borrow Eliot's
phraseology, I write to contribute my fragment to shore up against
the ruins. That's it.

 - Chris Floyd

====================

Permit me to issue and control the money of a nation and I
care not who makes its laws.

- Mayer Amschel Rothchild

====================

No, no you're missing the point - sure, all the old Canadian
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media had places where a lot of people could 'comment' (insofar as
your 150-word soundbite could actually convey anything beyond
'I like/dislike something', with no explanation allowed) on the news
stories in the paper or magazine or whatever (although don't kid
yourself, at least with the MSM it was definitely censored, as I tried
a few times to point out a bit of truth and they were having nothing
to do with it - the lies of the Box are quite fragile in many ways, like
the Santa Claus story, they can't resist the truth long once it gets
out - no kids shouting out 'The Emperor has no clothes at all, Ma!!!'
allowed here, by golly!) - but there, regardless, it was just that, com-
ments, and the people making the laws in Ottawa paid no atten-
tion whatsoever to what most people in the country thought about
anything, par for the course forever, of course, and went ahead
with the agenda of the BCNI, or CCCE as they later came to be
known - actually, in many ways, such places accepting commen-
tary were really doing the devil's work as they say, as they diverted
attention and energy away from places where they were much more
needed.

But here, on the AGORA, it isn't just a discussion or bitch list,
it's really a decision making body, following whatever debate we
all deem to be necessary and sufficient - we talk out any issue among
ourselves until there is a general sort of consensus (which there
almost always is, reasonable people when presented with all the
facts and opinions and interpretations usually agree on the correct
thing to do), and then if action is required, we take it - for the
AGORA is the meeting hall of we the people, and on Green Island,
we the people rule, not some uber-group of people far beyond our
control, as you have in Canada. So if we all, for instance, in reaction
to some new thing in the world, agree that a certain course of ac-
tion would be desirable - why, we instruct our representatives to
take whatever paperwork action is necessary officially to get the
bureaucrats to do whatever it is we have decided must be done,
and it is done. It is also a hell of a lot faster than you ever get things
done in Canada, but that's another story.

====================

"But silly boy, if you don't break the law, you have nothing to
worry about!"
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- Bessie (actually a legion of Bessies and Bobs)

====================

Colonial News Report - Issues Before the Court
by Aslicken Wannagetahead

As readers of the Colonial will be aware, the Supreme Court of
Canada will soon be making an historical appearance in the Law
Courts Building of Prince Edward Island, to render their judge-
ment of the Constitutional Question presented to it some months
ago, concerning the legitimacy of a number of initiatives of the Is-
land government, which has now been in power for almost five
years and will be facing the voters again very shortly. It is felt that
the judgement of the Supreme Court of Canada will have a consid-
erable bearing on the next election, as the legitimacy of the govern-
ment itself will be addressed during this historic hearing.

The issues before the court are various:
Most importantly, the High Court has been asked to decide if

the Government of Prince Edward Island, as a Province of Canada,
and therefore under the Supreme Authority of the Parliament of
the Government of Canada and the duly enacted laws of that Par-
liament, has the authority to enact laws and regulations which con-
travene certain sections of the Laws and Statutes of Canada, in-
cluding our Constitution. On the surface of it, of course, the answer
to such a question is quite simply ‘No, there is no such authority’,
but the Island Government has been quite clever in its legal
rationales where it has quite deliberately breached such laws, and
kept any objections tied up in court as they implemented their new
policies, and has raised enough serious questions about its overall
legitimacy to finally warrant the intervention of the Supreme Court
of Canada.

The laws of Canada which the new Island Government has
most flagrantly breached include, although are not limited to, laws
which name the Government and Bank of Canada as the sole au-
thority of money issuance in Canada, including of course all of its
provinces, through the issuance of the so-called 'Green Island cur-
rency' by various names, the enacting of a very radical new 'How
the People Shall Govern Themselves' Legislation which includes
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no fixed elections at all but allows the various ridings to change
their representatives at will, which is certainly contrary to the na-
tional Canadian election laws enacted to ensure true democratic
representation in our traditional and honored and honorable Party
System which has served us so well since the days of MacDonald,
and the appointing of Judges to the Supreme Court of PEI, which is
the sole purview of the office of the Prime Minister of Canada, thus
rendering all decisions taken by that court of questionable validity,
and which seems to have been the final act of the government which
prompted the Supreme Court’s entrance into the situation, as this
august body is, quite properly, rather jealous of its authority. An-
other very controversial move has been the legalisation of mari-
juana and the decriminalising of all other 'recreational' drugs, now
provided through government outlets; they claim that crime is re-
duced, but such claims fly in the face of the truth as we know it,
that drugs and crime and terrorism are inextricably linked, and
our great friend to the south is very unhappy at this new hotbed of
drugs and international terrorism on its northern flank, regarding
it quite rightly as a terrible betrayal by one it had regarded as a
close ally, and the sooner the Supreme Court gets rid of these peo-
ple the better off we will all be.

Aside from these great affronts to the National Government of
Canada, they have also enacted legislation which favors local Is-
land businesses over international franchises in various ways, which
is in direct violation of several Trade Treaties entered into by the
Canadian government including NAFTA and the WTO, and which
has brought considerable protest in the name of these treaties from
not only business groups in other parts of Canada, but also from
several multi-national corporations (MNCs), and even the US gov-
ernment. Micropoopcom, the premier computing software company
in the world, has added their voice to the SCC review, as they are
quite upset that their products are hardly selling at all in PEI
anymore and although they have no proof, at least as yet presented,
they say there must be some coercion of some sort, some unfair
trade practice, to explain why their products are not selling as well
as the new so-called GRIS-LINUX computers produced here. There
is also a challenge from an automobile-oil company coalition wish-
ing to declare the GRIS-RT system illegal, as their sales have suf-
fered considerably on PEI the last few years, and that alone, they
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say, is an unfair trade practice as well - what on earth will the world
come to if modern giant corporations can't make high profits for
their investors in every available market, indeed! And then joining
the voice of the government in the matter of the issuance of cur-
rency is the Canadian Bankers' Association, with, we understand,
at least one representative from the International Monetary Fund,
who are presenting the case that offering 'free' money (that is to
say, not charging interest) is not only an unfair trade practice, but
is very much contrary to Accepted Banking Practices throughout
the world, and could act like a virus to infect the entire banking
system, which must not be allowed - imagine the instability! Sev-
eral other challenges are pending as well, and there are many of us
who anxiously await the return to sanity and safety with the rein-
statement of things like the mandatory seatbelt law, which the new
government allowed to be removed from the books after some trick
poll indicated almost 80% of Islanders were unhappy with the law
- do they not know that seat belts save lives?!? Sometimes way-
ward children must be forced to do things for their own good!

Although PEI is a very small actor on the stage of world trade,
it is felt that allowing the province to continue to flaunt such trade
treaties and accepted international business practices would set a
very bad example, and might encourage other jurisdictions to at-
tempt to do such things as supporting local businesses, so obvi-
ously, in the larger picture which we must heed at all times, detri-
mental to us all who value Free Trade and the Rule of the Market
which, as everyone knows, is the only fair arbiter of our life on this
planet and must never again be tampered with by perhaps well-
meaning but misguided do-gooders. Those who are meant to rule
will do so, and it is futile to oppose them, beyond the substantial
democratic control we exercise through free and fair elections.

The rather complex case was first presented to the Supreme
Court in Ottawa over six months ago (see archived report *here*),
and although such things normally take at least a year to be de-
cided, given the urgency of this case, and the importance of the
issues at hand, final arguments are expected soon, although no date
has yet been set, and the decision rendered in the PEI Law Courts
Building, which houses the Supreme Court of PEI. This is a most
unusual move by the Supreme Court of Canada, which has never
before moved en masse to another courtroom, which serves to em-
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phasize the seriousness with which it views the decision. Constitu-
tional lawyers from all across the country are expected to be in at-
tendance, along with representatives from various other jurisdic-
tions, including the United States Justice Department and the
NAFTA and WTO headquarters, whom have indicated severe dis-
pleasure at this government which has dared to question their au-
thority in matters of world trade.

“This nonsense must be stopped once and for all - and in a
very public way so it does not occur again,” leading US Trade De-
partment Official Yayton Cluelessbells was heard to comment,
rather crankily. Government of Canada representatives are expected
to be at the table of the NAFTA and WTO representatives when the
court convenes, indicating their acceptance of the supremacy of in-
ternational trade organisations in determining what it is allowable
for the elected governments of Canada to do. And we must say we
must agree - why, absolute anarchy would ensue if any govern-
ment was allowed to pass laws favoring its own citizens ahead of
multinational corporations! What an absurd idea - the Investors of
the World must NOT be angered, or the market will surely punish
us severely!

In a closing note -
Many commentators have remarked upon the surprise appear-

ance of the US Peaceship New World Order in the Charlottetown
Harbour yesterday, and even rumours advanced by some lobster
boats (before they were ordered by the Canadian Coast Guard to
stay in port due to terrorist threats) about a submarine in the Gulf,
but all government officials have assured everyone that there is no
submarine, and the US Peaceship is merely on a routine exercise,
undertaken with the approval of the Canadian government, and
nothing further should be read into it. The Americans are, after all,
our best friends, and always act with our best interests at heart, as
we all know - the interdictions against Island Spuds and Cranber-
ries only prove that, a little 'tough love' market discipline - the sooner
our producers quit expecting the government to nanny them around
and start standing on their own feet the better off they will be, and
all of us, as we further reduce taxes, no longer needing to support
those who expect the government to support them.

The Island Government has also recently received a great deal
of criticism for its well-publicized contemplation of the laying of
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criminal charges against a number of former Island politicians and
well-known members of the legal community (all of whom have
apparently temporarily taken up residence off-Island to protect
themselves from these thugs) for 'charges' ranging from fraud
through treason, for (it alleges) acts of  “...at best, gross fiduciary
incompetence, at worst, outright, conspiratorial financial fraud,
leading the Island into unnecessary debt, and thereby causing its
citizens undue hardships and denying them services for which they
might expect their taxes to pay for, rather than having large per-
centages of such taxes directed into artificial ‘debt service’ charges
to wealthy debt-holders...” - there have even been rumours that
Canadian officials themselves dating back decades are being con-
sidered for similar charges. Canadian and other international econo-
mists, almost unanimously, have dismissed the charges as utter
nonsense. Regardless, such ill-advised ideas demonstrate the com-
plete irrationality and unfitness to govern of these people to be run-
ning a modern government. The Supreme Court of Canada cannot
render its decision too soon.

More in Part 2 Tomorrow - and also be sure to see our Features Page,
and how the Green Island case suggests that an Over-Council of leading
Businessmen with Veto Power over government legislation makes sense
when irresponsible citizens are led astray so easily by childish and imprac-
tical ideas sold by charlatans and anarchists (from the National Pispot)

====================

It's not getting any smarter out there. You have to come to
terms with stupidity, and make it work for you.

- Frank Zappa

====================

...Write that novel you got kicking around in your head. You
know, the one about the intrepid Washington reporter with the
courage to stand up to the administration. You know - fiction.

- Stephen Colbert

====================
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The purpose of life is to fart around.
- Kurt Vonnegut

====================

The trade of governing has always been monopolised by the
most ignorant and the most rascally individuals of mankind.

- Thomas Paine

====================

....the test of a civilization is the way that it cares for its help-
less members.

- Pearl S Buck

====================

- a random thought observed floating in the Ether.....

I too have a dream - I dream that one day, one bright and fine
and shining day for Truth, the President of the United States, and
the Prime Minister of Canada, and a handful of their top advisors,
and all of the senior judges and lawyers and businessmen and bu-
reaucrats and religious leaders will all be apprehended secretly and
removed to some secure location, and humanely fastened in some
medical chair, and given a small shot of scopolamine or some simi-
lar drug - and, in a live broadcast seen around the entire world,
will be asked a few questions about their activities over the last few
years. About their motivations. About their assessment of the worth
of the lives of the tens and hundreds of millions of people in coun-
tries all over the world whose lives have been terribly damaged or
destroyed by the actions of these men, and the governments they
represent, and many others like them. About their honesty and in-
tegrity.

I have a dream - that at some brief shining moment, the people
who inhabit the top floors of the Bay St Palaces will be forced to
answer truthfully - "Mr. XXX - when you went on National Televi-
sion and told Canadians that Free Trade would be wonderful for
everyone, that a rising tide lifts all boats, and that lower taxes would
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make everyone richer - were you telling the truth? Would these
things be good for 'all' Canadians - or only a few, while actually
leading to much poorer lives for most Canadians?"

I have a dream - that someday these men, and the others like
them and who follow them, will be held accountable for the great
evils they have done - not the least of which is the dagger they have
driven through the Heart of Truth.

Fortunately Truth is strong, much stronger than these evil lit-
tle wretches, and although they have temporarily forced our Sweet
Lady Truth into a closet, she remains Strong, with the Bright Light
She will ever bear, and awaits only the awakening of those who
love her in return, who cherish her bright light and despise the evil
of the lying scum who now run things.

I have a dream.
I have a dream.
I have a dream. Oh, I do. Oh, I do. Oh, I do.
And one day - the dream will no longer be a dream, but will be

my world. This I so promise.

====================

I worship God as Truth only. I have not yet found Him, but I
am seeking after Him. I am prepared to sacrifice the things dearest
to me in pursuit of this quest. Even if the sacrifice demanded my
very life, I hope I may be prepared to give it.

- Mahatma Gandhi

====================

Dreams come true, if you want them to...
- William, a Carpenter

====================

Brittany Forrest - excerpt from the Standard Introductory Ecology
Lecture, Basic Environmental Science 101:

"It often appears that the human race is hardwired for one thing
- the slow but steady destruction of the planet.
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"I know this may sound a bit extreme, but think about it - al-
most everything we have been doing for the last 10,000 years has
been, in the long run, destructive to our planet - until now, when
desertification is spreading throughout the globe because of our
endless cutting of the forests, the oceans are on the verge of total
collapse as we have almost completely destroyed many essential
parts of the food chain, the freshwater resources are in great deple-
tion, and most of what we have is so polluted we cannot drink it
safely nor eat the fish that grow in it, we're on the verge of un-
known catastrophe from global warming, and on and on and on! I
have often thought, alone in my writing room or standing on the
north shore somewhere in the middle of the night looking out at
that great slowly pulsating black ocean or up at the endless limits
of the universe, that if I were a malevolent being of some sort, with
great but not unlimited power, and I loved destruction, and I wanted
to destroy a huge, beautiful, immensely strong planet like the earth
was before humans arrived - that's what I would do. Put some hu-
mans here, led by the capitalist-predator types, and just let them
do what comes naturally. It would take them a few thousand years,
as they are small and the planet great - but like a tiny tiny bacteria
in your body, it can get the job done, in time.

"For your first written assignment, I want you to think. Write
down five ways the human race is destroying the planet today,
and what you think we might do about it. And I want you to think
of five ways YOU are contributing to this destruction, and what
you plan to do about it personally.

"See you at the field trip Monday. 5.30 am. Don't be late - the
tide doesn't wait for me and I don't wait for you."

====================

The West won the world not by the superiority of its ideas or
values or religion but rather by its superiority in applying organ-
ized violence. Westerners often forget this fact, non-Westerners
never do.

—Samuel P. Huntington, The Clash of Civilizations

====================
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‘Reeling and Writhing, of course, to begin with,’ the Mock Tur-
tle replied; ‘and then the different branches of Arithmetic – Ambi-
tion, Distraction, Uglification, and Derision.’

- Lewis Carroll, Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland

====================

Oh, but
I was so much older then
I’m younger than that now...
- Bobby D

====================

Democracy is about creating a society in which leadership ex-
ists holographically throughout the society, unleashing the immense
productivity of parallel invention. Such a society is not a society of
followers or believers, it is a society of thinkers and doers.

- Richard Moore

====================

Greetings my dearest Giles,
And I do hope this finds you well - we have not talked in quite

some time now, and there have been many, many changes in the
worlds of our times.

I thought you might be interested in some aspects of this jour-
ney I am now embarking upon in a small country called Green
Island - actually, it is supposed to be but a province of this country
called Canada, but to all intents and purposes it is actually a quite
independent country - although I understand there is some contro-
versy over that, which appears to be coming to a head in the next
few days - assuming I am still around after that time, I shall surely
write again to let you know how they have fared.

But for now, while I have a few minutes free, I thought I might
write you a short letter about some of the things that are happen-
ing here - writing, as you know, helps to clear one's thoughts, and
I have seen at least a few things that discomfit me somewhat, but I
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cannot simply condemn, as I might have previously. Perhaps that
is why I was invited here under such strange circumstances - those
of us who spend some time in examining our surroundings, our
lives, our societies, our fellow humans, and wondering if things
might not be better, if indeed we might not create some sort of Uto-
pia on our earth here, through our own efforts, perhaps we have
some mysterious connection with others of like mind - one thing
we have always agreed on, there are far more things about our
lives and universes we do not know than we do. This Bigelow who
was apparently the intermediary in this amazing journey seems to
be such a fellow as well, and at times I have seen a distance in his
eyes, when he was thinking of something and unaware he was be-
ing observed, it seemed sometimes as if I was looking through one
of those new inventions (well, new in our time anyway!) called a
telescope, at a universe full of blinking stars - heh heh, I confess the
next time I was alone in the room I share with another such dreamer
here, a man called Thoreau, I had a careful look into my own eyes
(strange, you know, how rarely one does that!) - and fancied I may
have seen some blinking stars there also! - but indeed, as I wanted
to see such things, my imagination may have colored my vision -
as it often does!! - but I could not help reflecting either, my friend,
that, although they say the eyes are the window to the soul, which
they may well be, they are also, if you think of it, the door to one's
brain, that great mysterious thing that, after some talks with some
of the highly, highly interesting people here, may well be the uni-
verse itself, in some completely, to us now at least, unimaginable
way. This is such a fascinating place to be, always new ideas com-
ing at one, as they say here, always new and wonderful things to
be talking about of an evening by the pond, or even under the pond
- they have the most marvellous tunnels under the ground here, all
for scientific explorations, and one of them touches the lower reaches
of the pond for quite a good distance, and one can easily spend
hours and hours watching the pond life, and finding the many par-
allels with our own lives on the ground. Well. I do carry on.

As you will recall, I was quite taken with the Land of Utopia
as described by our mutual friend Raphael at our meetings when I
visited with you (do pass on my greetings if your paths should
cross again, and even extend to him an invitation to find his way to
this Green Island, which I am sure he would find as fascinating as
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do I), and thought it to be close to a perfect society in all its ways.
But this Green Island now, it is in many ways quite different, but I
think perhaps they have the better of it, overall. You will recall
some things about our Utopia that were rather strict - the sexual
mores, the somewhat hierarchical ordering of things with the Mag-
istrates being quite powerful, the religious duty, and so on - these
things are quite different here, with all people being equal, or at
least starting out that way, and having equal opportunities, al-
though obviously, people being people, they tend to diversify in
many ways - and there being no officially sanctioned religion at all
(!!! - but indeed, my old friend, I have found myself with many
doubts these last few years concerning the existence of some Su-
preme Being - I am far from convinced that Society should be with-
out one, however, as a means to encourage good behaviour, but I
must admit I find some of their arguments about personal moral-
ity and responsibility of intelligent beings very compelling...).

I have not yet learned much of their sexual customs, but I have
observed a few things that make me believe they are also much
more free here than in Utopia - but they do not seem to suffer from
this in the moral way one might expect, as in all important ways,
they seem to employ the very highest standards of morality and
ethics - they are very intelligent here, they have a strong commit-
ment to helping all people, and to honesty and openness in all of
their dealings, and in showing respect to everyone, things that are
hard to condemn! It may be we failed to distinguish in our think-
ing some difference between, shall we say, sexual freedom and
knowledge, and what we might call sexual licence - as I think we
agree, freedom is much to be preferred over slavery, but it must be
tempered with knowledge and responsibility so it does not fall to
unrespecting, ignorant licence, which so many of the stupider sorts
mistake it for - but here, very probably related, there seem to be a
lot fewer of those stupid sorts, and, at least as far as I can tell, ani-
mal rutting is confined to animals. They seem to be dealing with
this difference in the very best ways here. It is a progress, I think, as
are many things. Perhaps the most significant progress we have
ever known on this small imperfect world.

This Utopia on Green Island also employs a currency, which
Raphael's did not, as everyone worked there and everything was
provided free as desired - but that idea, one must admit, flies a bit
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in the face of what we know of human nature in even the most
ideal of circumstances, and here on Green Island they seem to be
dealing with things a bit more practically, while still ensuring no
one does without life's necessities and no one is forced into what
amounts to 'wage-slavery' as they call it here, being forced to work
at menial labour or starve - which also are somewhat different in
this more modern world where, of course, they have so much more
in terms of 'consumer goods and services' that are available for eve-
ryone - you would hardly believe some of the things I have seen,
from great machines that fly at high speeds in the sky, carrying
hundreds of people in considerable comfort (although they can be
a bit bouncy at times), to little boxes that seem to be magic in their
capability, apparently containing huge libraries that you can 'call
up' in an instant, complete gazetteers of the entire planet, instant
communication devices so you can talk to people many miles away,
machines that cook food almost instantly, or keep it cold or even
ice-like to stop it from spoiling, oh my, my friend, it is like a story-
book here!

 So, naturally, I have had to rethink many of my ideas, and
have had many good and able conversational acquaintances to share
this process with, who are knowledgeable about the things here -
and just that rethinking itself has given me many new ideas - for
instance, if I am rethinking now, then surely there have been many
people and peoples rethinking many things many times! - and that
is a path which I will need more time to think before exploring, but
it must have many interesting thoughts along it!

I seem to recall that you, Giles, with your great curiosity and
intelligence, were fearful that you would not meet with much ap-
proval as an advisor to our Great Monarch Henry, but I feel that
your ideas would be welcome at this Green Island place, where all
people share their ideas, and the formation of policy is done by all!
Haha! I can see your disbelieving smile, your raised eyebrows, your
wondering if I have been imbibing of some strong drink or have
perhaps grown senile at last and am delusionary from dark days
in a Tower or perhaps indeed I have been transported mysteriously
here without my very head! - but it is not so! There really is that
kind of strong individual freedom here, and all people are intelli-
gent and all participate in the ongoing discussions of what shall be
done in the kingdom - or republic, I think it might more correctly
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be called since they acknowledge no actual leaders or rulers or
magistrates of any sort (amazing I know!!) as all the people are
involved with the government, although they themselves do not
yet use that term - yes, I mean ALL people, there are no slaves or
prisoners here (well, not entirely true, they do imprison a small
number of violent and dangerous individuals), the women are com-
pletely equal and free to participate in all aspects of society, even
the young people are welcomed to join the public discussions as
soon as they express an interest (which is at quite a young age),
and are listened to with serious attention by all!! It is so!!

And you know, my friend, the strangest thing to me is that it
not only works, but it appears to work very well. Which is why I
have held my tongue when seeing things from time to time I thought
perhaps untoward - what indeed is wrong with a man doing the
dinner dishes of an evening, if the woman is giving an excellent
lecture that same evening at the university? - which, I add, is a
most excellent institution, from all I have seen, and even though
the students seem very undisciplined in many ways, dressing in all
sorts of odd ways, and reading and talking about many things that
would seem to be completely unrelated to any course of study, but
in the end, when they need to marshal their thoughts or ideas in a
disciplined way, they are almost frighteningly competent and or-
ganised!

As their leader, Bigelow (although he would be horrified at
my calling him a leader in this egalitarian land!, but he does func-
tion as one in many ways, although he does not have king-like com-
mand powers of any sort, he is so highly respected among the citi-
zens that he is almost always listened to - they have a saying here,
'the first among equals', and he fits that role well) - but as he says,
their philosophy is to give the people freedom, or really, it is more
than that, for if someone has the power to 'give' someone else free-
dom then they probably have the same power to revoke that free-
dom, which means the someone in question is not really free at all
but just under some illusion of something called 'freedom', but that
is a rather larger philosophical topic for further discourse at an-
other time! - but here, they are trying to set in place a system that
does not remove freedom from any of them in the first place, but
nurtures it to maturity with its necessary reverse face of responsi-
bility, and lets, and encourages! their minds to range the universe
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with no restrictions, exploring and learning, and then sharing what
they have learned with one another, and there is a 'synergism' when
this happens that makes the total much greater than the sum of its
individual parts, as Bigelow is constantly pointing out how they
have advanced so far in such a short time due to this very phenom-
enon - and it does indeed seem to be so (I believe, after learning of
this concept, that much of human 'civilisation' has been somewhat
the reverse, a synergism of evil, where bad things beget other bad
things, and altogether embark on a downwards spiral that has been
very difficult to reverse - my readings of the non-Green Island world
here indicates that there is quite a lot of synergistic evil occurring
elsewhere here, even as Green Island reaches for the stars). They
have accomplished so much more here than any society which func-
tions by having its citizens faithfully obey its leader or leaders, and
not thinking much for themselves at all - and is it not so, when laid
out in black and white like I have done here now, you can see how
it must be so - the minds of the many, working together, must in-
evitably be of greater quality than a society structured solely by the
minds of the few rulers and their puppets - particularly when the
minds of the few must spend so much time ensuring that their sub-
jects do not break any of their rules, or are not plotting to over-
throw them, or other semi-equals are not plotting against them -
how much better this land of cooperation is!

I wonder if anyone should dare approach our Henry with this
- I am sure he would welcome at least some of the laws here - reli-
gion in general seems to have a very small profile over all, being
regarded by and large, rather shockingly but their arguments are
persuasive I must admit!, now as simply a purposely constructed
mythology foisted on the simple peasants to keep them in a cage of
ignorance about the ways of the world and superstition, another
elite tool to control the masses or some such thing, although Bigelow
tells me that only recently it was much more influential, and still is
in other parts of the world. Monogamy is widely practiced, and is
of course to be desired for many reasons - but for those people who
are younger and wish to experiment a bit before settling down, the
experience gained from ‘knowing’ a number of people is not con-
sidered improper in any way, if done with some discretion and
with due regard to health matters, nor is divorce frowned upon if
two people decide they no longer wish to live together - and as I
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noted before, although such things would be shocking in Utopia,
here they do not seem to destroy the morality of the society - in-
deed, my friend, the morals and ethics here, in matters of honesty
and integrity in dealing with one's fellows, are of the very highest
standards I could ever imagine! Henry would have much less need
to turn to the block, in any event, and a couple of lovely ladies
might still be sharing their thoughts with us! (Or other things - oh!
I think evil thoughts in this place!!) Insofar as Anne ever had any
thoughts hoho don't, as they say here, get me started!

But time grows late and I fear I may be getting close to indis-
crete ramblings, so I must go now! Farewell for now, my friend,
and I do hope to meet you again one day soon - indeed, all seems
possible in this Green Island!

May God be and go with you - or whatever the Universal Good-
ness is!

Thomas

====================

AGORA - From Here to There Discussion Board

....I think we need to consider as well the 'herd instinct' or what-
ever equivalent term you want to call it. I know we have all, or
most of us at any rate, at one time or another in frustration or anger
dissed most of our fellow citizens by calling them sheeple or some
such thing, and I have often felt this is unfair - many of those sheeple-
people are my relatives or friends, and on a one-on-one basis, they
are mostly not bad people at all - they are somewhat caught up in
the current system, and don't question things much, but they do
not really fit the profile of 'mindless following' that the image of
sheeps or cows in a closed field raises.  Not entirely anyway. Sigh.

But we have also to recognize that many of our problems in
this society are caused by people who behave almost without
thought in large groups, who buy the elite propaganda and do not
protest what is happening around us - the Neimuller gangs.

And then we have a group which I have not seen many talking
about, not ever I don't think - those who directly enable the elite,
the police and military. Moreso the military, as I have met quite a
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lot of fairly good cops in my day (along with a lot of heavy duty
assholes, for sure - kind of reflecting the general population!)

But the military are another matter - the great dictators are
obviously naked emperors if left to their own devices - imagine
that pathetic thing called Bush on his own trying to even think of a
coherent order to give, let alone enforcing it, and you can do noth-
ing but laugh! But when, even if he is nothing more than a puppet
of others, he can get the media attention and the ear of the world,
and threaten armageddon and have the means to carry out his threat
- we have to look further. Who are the people who will carry out
his orders? Not the higher generals and what not - they are in on
things, I am sure, and know what they do. But the grunts? The
common soldiers? They must carry a lot of the responsibility for
the horrors of war. Hitler would have been nothing without his
armies - why did a lot of those people just not say no! - we are not
going to murder Jews or Poles or anyone else for you? Why did
Stalin's soldiers and spies and torturers not refuse to murder mil-
lions of their own countrymen, Pol Pot’s in Cambodia or Suharto’s
in Indonesia or Pinochet’s in Argentina, or on and on and on? Why
did American soldiers in Vietnam not say NO! when ordered to
murder, horribly murder with napalm, women and children and
innocents of all sorts? And on and on and on throughout history -
we seem to have a group of people who enjoy killing and violence,
and those people are readily used by those who also enjoy vio-
lence, but have higher intelligence and ambition, if no greater mor-
als.

And until we have some sort of understanding of this, some
ideas about how to stop it, some way to deal with the 'soldier' men-
tality that allows them to kill indiscriminately at the order of some-
one else - we have very little security with our dreams, as you can
be sure these killing hordes will be heading our way if we ever
establish some anti-violence, pro-freedom society - they are among
us, and in substantial numbers, in our families and communities.
And very probably sooner rather than later.

+++++++++
-- It seems to me that at least part of the answer to this whole

problem is with the education system - I don't think most people
are born to violence, although I can think of some people who you
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would sure wonder about! - but don't we have to start very young,
and teach them in the schools that this sort of violence is unaccept-
able? I know that schools these days are supposed to do that, but
they don't do it very well - look at all the bullies, and the teenage
gangs - I guess it's more than school, it's the whole society thing
that condones this somehow - we do have to do a better job, as a
society, of raising our kids - not to be robots, but to understand
freedom comes with responsibilities ....

++++++++
- there's some 'patriotism game' stuff going on here as well, we

are all indoctrinated to think our country is great and democratic
and all that, and we only ever use soldiers to kill others who want
to destroy our great country, so they justify  it like that - even when
they are killing civilians, the basic indoctrination keeps them go-
ing, they are 'defending their great free country' or something -
Hitler used the same tactics, the Americans did, everyone pretty
much - sure the BS is pretty close to the surface a lot of the time,
and a lot of the time breaks through like My Lai and places - but it's
like the election thing, fool enough of the people enough of the time,
and away you go.....

++++++++
You're right enough there - but you gotta figure - the people

running the place need their armies and police forces, and these
things, especially the armies, have to have a big pool of 'talent' to
draw on, and that talent has to be willing to obey orders and kill
without asking too many questions - I think it is fair enough to say
that most of us on discussion lists like this (a few obvious 'anons'
excepted who will no doubt be screaming and shouting as per usual
at these threads) have been educated somewhat above the brute
stage, and understand that violence must be a last resort, but those
who are willing to go into an army and kill following orders have a
much more restricted view of things, they have lapped up the propa-
ganda about 'we good they bad' and evil communists and terror-
ists and what not - and of course they get a lot of specialised train-
ing after that that teaches them to obey orders no questions asked
SIR YES SIR SIR YES SIR!!! stuff.. Proper education in the schools is
necessary, but not sufficient ...



218 Green Island Book I:  Greenways

++++++++
yea, maybe they've lapped up the propaganda, or maybe they

just love violence and PRETEND to believe the propaganda - vio-
lence is a very primal instinct, and there's much reason to believe it
has not been bred out of humans at all - an ongoing problem. And
remember too these people come mostly from lower classes, with
less education, and where street violence is a basic way of ordering
their society, so it is not really foreign to them - kill or be killed,
dominate or be dominated, is their natural world, so it’s not like
the military wipes their brains clean and starts again, they already
have the basic training that just needs refining ...

+++++++
Right you amerca hating scum fags - and when the real terists

come rading your pathetac litle country, you'll all be trying to talk
peace when they're putting bullets in your brains and raping your
women and children and sticking stakes up your assholes to burn
you alive. I can't think of one good reason a real army should come
and save you - better to let pond scum terrist-loving atheist assholes
like yous all get youself killed, and leave the planet to those of us
who worship the real God - and I don't know why you were all
mocking Gen Fartsaloty last week - listen you dickhead towelhead
lovers, our God IS greater than your false god ----- and we got the
M16s to prove it ...

++++++++++!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
Sorry guys - this anon is more persistent than most - he seems

to be right here on Green Island somewhere, working from public
systems - hard to imagine a 'mind' like that could be clever enough
to hack sophisticated computer systems - must be getting help from
somewhere. Remember Quayle - a mind is indeed a terrible thing
to waste ....

++++++++++++++++++++
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Chapter 13

Gullible's Travels in
Neoconland 22: The Corporate

Reactionary Revolution

"Father, dear Father!" cried Gullible's sweet boy.
"Yes, what is it, my lad?" answered Gullible, putting down his

paper and looking fondly at the bright-eyed boy.
"Father," said the boy, climbing swiftly to his father's familiar

knee and settling himself comfortably in his favorite place to learn
the ways of life and the world, and get the odd comforting hug if
for some reason he was feeling unhappy, which did happen at times
although infrequently, "you have told me that in days long past,
our society was starting to get quite good for everyone, but then
there was some sort of problem, some revolution I think you said,
and we entered into a long period of time when things got worse
for We the People, although the Banks and Investors had lots of
money, as they always did in the bad old days. Well, Father, you
see, I was talking with Ronnie and Maggie down at the Sandbox,
and they said I was crazy not to mention stupid and to leave it
behind - they said that things were always in a bad way because of
the Dirty Socialists, and it was only when the Banks and big-hearted,
generous Capitalists saved their asses that things got better. I am
afraid, Father, I do not understand - I know you would never lie to
me, but you have told me that I should always be polite to my
friends in the Sandbox too, and to other children who are not as
lucky as I - so I thought, since it was sort of a rainy Friday outside,
and I don't have anything special to do, I would come and see if
you had time to enlighten me on this part of history that I am as yet

Who ever thought a little girl like you could
destroy my beautiful wickedness?
- Wicked Witch of the West
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somewhat unlearned of. If, indeed, Father, I am crazy or stupid,
then maybe I will have to go to Ronnie and Maggie and humble
myself at their feet for the smack I gave them, but I don't wish to do
that, Father - they're not very nice children at all and I think they
had it coming, I really do, Father."

Gullible's young lad really did say all that - he was raised to be
a smart lad, and young human beings can grow and learn very fast
if such is expected of them, and their intelligence is nurtured rather
than starved or beaten out of them with schools and televisions,
both of which this most fortunate young lad had never experienced.
Green Island was not televisionland, brought to you by some cor-
porate entity.

"Well, Son," said Gullible, shifting the boy around to a com-
fortable position, as this looked to be a considerably longer discus-
sion than the last one, which had simply involved the business of
procreation, which the boy would be wondering about soon, al-
though it didn't seem to concern him much yet and he thought the
whole thing rather 'yucky', which Gullible assumed would soon
change as certain hormones began production, "first you shouldn't
worry about humbling yourself to those other children, you have
been well raised I know, and if you thought a smack was necessary
then it was probably the right thing to do - some children do in-
deed require such a thing at times, as long as you did it out of love
and a desire to teach rather than simple anger.

“But as for the situation you raise, it has ever been so, in the
annals (that means history books, I guess you could say, but annals
has such a nicer ring to it) of our kind, our species, we Human
Beings, that some of our members had a kind of weaker human
side to them, a stronger influence you might say from our animal
or even reptilian roots - you do remember your genetics lessons,
and evolution? - and felt that they must strive to be the 'alpha male'
in whatever group they found themselves in (yes, some females
had this desire also - you recall your sliding genes, I am sure). I
think your young playmates are victims of this somewhat uneven,
somewhat retarded you might say, evolution, unfortunately for all
of us, really. The history is somewhat unclear and speculative, as
for many millennia our species had not evolved enough to keep
written records, and even after we did figure out writing - well,
heh heh, as the old saying goes, the winners write the history books
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about almost everything, be it paintings on cave walls or hiero-
glyphics in pyramids or the church scribes in the Dark Ages or the
National Pispot of our own somewhat de-enlightened times, so one
must do quite a bit of deduction (you remember your Holmes,
right?) as well as reading.

"Well - I know you didn't ask for a history of the human spe-
cies - we'll work our way through that slowly, as we have been
doing - but this part you do need to know - that the kind of people
I mentioned, mostly men but a few females as well, always feel
they should be the leaders of our societies, our countries, our planet
even, either the 'leaders of record' you might say, or acting behind
the scenes to arrange things for their own benefit, and in pursuit of
that goal, they will do anything they have to - steal, lie, plot nasty
schemes, even kill others - actions which those of us who have a
more civilized sort of brain, more advanced, more human, are very,
very reluctant to do - most people throughout our history, as far as
we can tell, have been fairly decent sorts, and have tried to make a
good community or society to live in, for they and their children -
most people want to look after themselves, and their families, and
their communities as well - they understand that if everybody is
looked after, then they are looked after too, if everyone around
them is safe from fear and hunger, then they are safe too.

“Which is opposed to the 'leader' types, who feel that they need
to look after themselves, and everyone else can do the same, and
those who are too weak or old or too soft (like socialists always
thinking of others - compassion is a serious weakness to the alpha
sorts, which they are more than ready to take advantage of when
they find it in others) to look after themselves can die or live under
bridges or whatever - their fate has never been of much concern to
these 'elitists', as we often call them, sort of politely - sort of the law
of the jungle, as some of their apologists like to say, where the strong-
est survive and the weakest perish, although as you will recall from
your readings of Darwin, that is a considerable mis-statement of
his ideas - but mis-statements of other people's ideas in attempting
to justify their behaviour has ever been a tool of these Elitists - truth
and gullibility are just weaknesses in others to be exploited. You
might check out a person who lived a few hundred years ago named
Machiavelli, and a book called The Prince, if you want some more
insights into what they do, and how and why - "
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"Yes, Father, please wait a minute - " - and the lad pulled a
small notebook out of a large pocket in his shorts, and a pen, and
opened the well-thumbed book in which much writing and many
notes could be seen, and wrote down the information about the
book his Father had mentioned, sounding out the name he had
been given correctly as his Father nodded approvingly, then look-
ing up with a smile - "Ok, you can go on now, I didn't want to miss
anything, but wanted to remember that book for later, thank you..."

“ - Good, then. So these people, these Elitists, have always felt
that they have some sort of right to make slaves of one type or
another of the common people, those too weak to resist them, or
with an inbred reluctance to do the things that the Elitists do such
as stealing or killing or physical violence and intimidation to take
advantage of others, in order to make their lives as comfortable as
possible, live in fine houses and never have to work for anything
like the rest of us - this seems to feed their small egos in some way,
although the high degree of psychosis they have always shown
would seem to indicate they still are far from satisfied with their
lot. They actually need a good smacking sometimes, a little encour-
agement to grow up and quit acting so childishly all the time - it
has been, and continues to be, very unfortunate for the rest of the
species that there are few people around with the actual courage to
do the smacking - I am glad to see you were not intimidated by
them, as so many are.

"Well, then, let's see, jumping ahead a bit - the whole story
would take days, and we're just looking at our own small corner of
history and the world right now, while trying to get to your ques-
tion - for we people of English descent, we can point to a place in
history where 'We the People', in a way, started to fight back against
these reptilian-brained bullies, a time when the excesses of the Elite
were becoming much too out of control, when some of our fore-
bears rose up to tell those who wanted to be Kings with no limit on
their powers that they had to follow at least some rules, kind of
saying 'This far and no further, dear King' - We the People wanted
to be left alone to our farms and communities and families, and it
just would not do for these people who saw themselves as some
sort of gods on the planet, to be continually raiding us and stealing
and killing - we needed some good Laws that the Elite themselves
would have to obey to stop this sort of thing, and so a lot of us - our
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ancient ancestors, that is, even I was not around that long ago! - got
together and forced the King of the time, King John, to sign what
they called a Great Charter."

Gullible's son was entranced in the story, and when Gullible
stopped for a second, looking out the window at the blowing leaves
and raindrops with a thoughtful sort of look, and even though he
had been oft told about patience, waited only a few seconds before
prodding Gullible's arm.

"So - what did the evil King John who thought he was a god on
earth do, Dear Father?" he asked, just a bit impatiently.

Gullible started, looking back at the boy with a slightly star-
tled laugh, as if woken from a reverie of distant days.

"Oh! Yes, King John, of course," he said. "Well, King John some-
what reluctantly signed the Great Charter, which recognized that
there were actually limits to the power of those who called them-
selves king, and that was a big step in forming the system we call
Democracy in the western world, where the leaders had to make
some concessions to We the People (one might note, to be accurate,
that this confrontation on these famous Fields of Runnymede - "

(and once again the lad scribbled in his notebook, as he would
once or twice more during the telling of Gullible's tale)

" - was between the 'king' and the 'lesser nobles' - the peasants
of the time were still little more than sheep to either group - but the
principle that was established was important, the beginning of some
sort of check on the absolute power that such people tried to claim
for themselves - one small step on a long road ahead, but as we all
know, the longest journeys begin with that single step).

“After the Great Charter, and some other developments in Eng-
land, more and more people were recognized as being part of We
the People and something more than chattels of those who called
themselves 'lords', although it took a long time, slowly, slowly,
slowly over the centuries, as the battle was waged between the
wealthy and powerful who never, never, never have stopped be-
lieving in their special 'rights' to be treated far, far better than most
people, and the common folk - many of us, few of them, but they
always maintained the upper hand, usually through simple fear
and physical violence in those earlier days, in the final analysis,
and the willingness of many of our common folk, through fear or
greed or ignorance, to be their paid enforcers of various types - just
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like your friends in the Sandbox - you remember last year when
you had that problem, their ability, and willingness, to punch you
in the nose and send you home crying, even though you had them
cold in terms of rational arguments, was the final word, right?"

"Well, yes, Father," answered the lad, looking into his Father's
eyes, "the final word until you showed me how to defend myself,
and how strong I really was, and how weak they actually were,
and they can't do that anymore!"

Gullible smiled fondly (and perhaps with just a touch of pride)
at his lad. "No, of course, they can't - they really don't have all that
much power, but they work hard to make us believe they have
much more - so very, very much of the world they would have us
all live in is simply lies and mythologies of various sorts, and once
people see the truth, their power will evaporate - not unlike one of
the earlier fables about this - you remember the Great Wizard of
Oz?"

"Right! Well then, as I said, the battle went on and the years
and decades and centuries passed and passed, with the rich and
powerful living in one world, and the common folk in another,
although side by side, never the twain would meet, as one philoso-
pher-type put it, at least in any amiable or equal sense, although
the powerful used the poor as fodder for their battles of supremacy,
and caused no end of death and suffering for all in pursuit of their
own selfish little ends - one of the signs of their power, among them-
selves, was how many of we common folk they could command to
their orders, and to die for them, and how willingly they would do
so. But then came the 20th century, you see, the last century, and
with developments of science and technology, the rich and power-
ful gained ever more powerful weapons with which to not only
subdue we the people, but with which they could wage the great
territorial wars between themselves, as the most powerful of the
powerful all vied for the title of Zeus on Earth - the single most
powerful person on the planet, Commander of the Bilderberg Gate
through which all mortal power on Earth flowed.

“And eventually, through their arrogance and psychosis, they
entered into the two so-called World Wars of the 20th century, the
worst stage of which formally ended more or less in 1945, having
killed over 100 million people, the hugest carnage the planet had
seen since the extinction of the dinosaurs, the last great vertebrate
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species with a claim to ruling the planet - but at least when they
died, they did not take all other forms of life with them, as the Elite
of our species seems determined to do....

"And the common peoples of the world were shocked and ap-
palled and angered too at the depth of this destruction, and We the
People were not happy with what our rulers had wrought in their
great hubris and insanity, not happy at all, not at all willing to be-
lieve that these wars and deaths had had to happen. And so, over
the next few years, popular leaders came forth, popular leaders
with roots not in the Elite, as had always been the case before, but
with roots shared with We the People, with new ideas and dreams,
ideas and dreams born perhaps in centuries past, but having gained
new life and vigor from the fiery ashes of those wars, new ideas of
a new stage in our history, where We the People would have some
safety and security and protection from the often crazy whims of
the Elite, those who always wished for, and worked for, unanswer-
able power over all.

“And through these new leaders who were, at least many of
them, closer to We the People than earlier leaders had ever been,
coming from among us rather than from the Elite, We the People
began to demand some accountability from our governments, and
at least a bit of responsibility and sanity - no more would we toler-
ate having millions of us butchered - and butchering one another! -
because a few of our leaders were playing high-stakes games among
themselves, and using the lives of We the People as disposable gam-
bling chips of some sort!

"And then during the 50s and 60s of the last century, some
great things happened in our lands - and let us turn our talk now to
our land of Canada, as different peoples have taken different paths,
at times, although many followed a similar one to ours. I think
even our Elite were a bit shocked at what they had accomplished,
or been privy to actually, the Canadian leaders never being among
the actually dominant groups on the planet, but always followers
of one or another powerful country, and while in that subdued
mode, the outraged leaders of We the People, believing in their
rights as a people not to suffer so, began to stand taller and de-
mand the right to have a voice in the halls of our government - a
real voice, that is, not the voices of those former leaders who had
pretended to speak for the people, while really speaking for their
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own class interests. With the system of Democracy the Elite had
allowed to develop during the previous decades, a system which
they claimed to represent the democratic will of the people but was
in reality very much under their control, through various means,
suddenly began to work FOR We the People, as people all over the
country began to understand that they COULD vote for good lead-
ers who would work for them, leaders OF the people, such as a
great man named Tommy Douglas and another named George
Diefenbaker, and a certain Pierre Trudeau, much beloved of the
people (and equally hated by the Elite), and many lesser names -
none without fault, of course, but still feeling some need to work
with We the People as one of us rather than one of the Elite.

“And also during these years we must remember the Elite were
somewhat subdued, even their hard hearts somewhat shocked at
what they had wrought and understanding, I think, that they had
best lay low for awhile, as we say - and then again during this time
many of We the People who were working in the Canadian media
were promoting the idea of a better society for all as well, so  the
people had support for the progress they desired. All of the people
were allowed to vote for who they wanted in the governments,
and the people they elected, such as those I have named and some
others, began, here in Canada, through the good people they hired
to work in the government for us all, to build a great nation, a na-
tion that would look after all of its people well, with a peaceful and
just society, well-educated, free and good healthcare, a world-class,
modern infrastructure in this wealthy country that was OURS - not
the property of a few kings and princes, but belonging to We the
People, who worked to create the wealth, and shared in that wealth."

Gullible paused again, to gather his thoughts, and give the lad
a few seconds to reflect as well, and ask questions if he had any.

"Yes, it sounds wonderful, Father, We the People working to-
gether to create a wealthy and strong society, and all of us being
happy - sort of like a Dr. Seuss story from Whoville, Father, or even
the mythical society we are taught about in the Canadian social
studies texts!"

"Heh heh heh! Yes, I suppose it is - we must always remember
our Dr. Seuss, a most intelligent and perceptive writer! But alas,
we also have a Grinch in our Canadian story - or many of them
actually, all working to steal our Christmas and our presents be-
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cause their hearts are many sizes too small, not to mention their
brains, and I think, though it has not been proven, they have no
human souls at all, for which we might pity them, once we control
them of course. For the elite and powerful of our society, although
I think even they were perhaps a bit shocked at the horrors they
had wrought in the first part of the century, were far, far, far from
ready to give up their status as Rulers of the Land, living off the
labour of others (you do remember the parable of Work and Not
Work, don't you? Yes Father...) - and as the 50s turned into the 60s
in our fair land of Canada, and the 60s became the 70s, and life was
Good and Getting Better for most of us because of the good people
we were electing to our government, the new generation of Princes
in our country, those to whom the recent wars were fading from
memory, decided that these advances for the common people, the
education and health care and pensions and shorter work weeks
and so on - were getting quite out of hand - indeed, they came to
believe, there was a 'Crisis of Democracy' developing - not, as one
might suppose from the phrase, too little democracy - oh, no, no -
from the point of view of the Princes, there was too MUCH democ-
racy starting to happen, and the people - We the People - were
starting to get altogether too prosperous, and intelligent, and de-
manding - for when a person has a place to live, and food on the
table, and a good job, and a good education, and lots of independ-
ent newspapers and books to read, and opportunities to talk with
her neighbours about what is happening all around, and some se-
curity concerning the future of her family - why, they start think-
ing they have a right to such things! and start thinking about even
more rights, and more leisure time, and, much more dangerously,
start looking at the structure of their society and how wealthy it
really is, and asking some very difficult questions, such as why
there is some kind of Elite over them, and what these Elite are actu-
ally doing to earn their keep and all the money they have, and why
indeed there should BE an 'elite' in a democracy and if they maybe
shouldn't just get rid of them! Well, any such ideas, or 'rights' of
We the People, are quite obviously very, very dangerous to the
unlimited power of the Princes and those who would be King.

"And so, finally, my lad, we come to what you asked about at
the first - the Corporate Reactionary Revolution of the 1970s (you
will remember that 'reactionary' refers to the re-actions of a 'right-
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wing' ruling class to defend themselves against a revolution of the
'left-wing' poor people against them...).

"Now, you see, in Canada at that time, with the Great Peaceful
Democratic Just Society that our country was becoming under the
leadership of the man called Trudeau I mentioned earlier, the
Princes could hardly expose themselves, and call out the army and
start shooting Canadians on the streets and reinstalling their Elite-
controlled governments such as they had had earlier in the century
without arousing the outrage of We the People here as well as the
rest of the world, in which many countries, especially in Europe,
were undergoing their own Democratic Revolutions and would
have been most angry with our Elite, and possibly done something
to stop them to assure their own peoples that they were indeed
democratic and supported other democratic places, so they had to
formulate a new plan of some sort.

“Also, as always, We the People were present in much, much
greater numbers than the Elite, and this idea of Democracy had
become so well entrenched in We the People since the carnage of
the Great Wars, that a direct physical confrontation with a popula-
tion of intelligent, angry citizens who felt 'entitled' to what they
had and even aspired to more might well have gone against them,
a result simply not to be contemplated. So a new plan had to be
devised, to deal with this 'Crisis of Democracy' of the early 70s in
Canada (it was happening in many countries around the world as
well, but all stories are different, and you can research the various
forms of this Crisis and the Responses of the various Elites on your
own - good practice lad! - you can start with, say, the Trilateral
Commission, and the US...).

"Anyhoo, as they say, time grows late, and to make a long story
shorter, you can fill in what you like when you have time, now that
the secret door is opened and the blinders of the information gate-
keepers no longer rule your eyes or brain, the Elites (apparently as
part of a much wider plan in the world - you need to check out the
Washington Consensus as well, and 3rd world debt dating from
this time, and the removal of the Bretton Woods gold standard by
Nixon, and the 'dumbing down' movement put in place through
the television and lower class school system, and the beginning of
the end of what we might call the 'people's media' - this ought to
keep you busy for a few weeks, but you will take a major step in
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your education by the time you are finished, my lad!) decided upon
a fairly simple policy to reinstate their control of the government of
Canada, and begin the process of rolling back this rapidly getting
out-of-control idea of a true 'Democracy of We the People'. All of
the programs that We the People had been using, in our great coun-
try, to improve our lives - the high quality education and health
care, the security derived from such things as unemployment in-
surance and pensions, the other infrastructure programs that made
us a strong society, the existence of a more-or-less free and respon-
sible media anchored and kept honest by the once-great, now sadly
fallen on hard times and very close to the Dark Side, CBC - all were,
of course, based on money! And in our society made very prosper-
ous by many hard working Canadians, our government got that
money largely from, of course, as do all governments, our taxes, as
We the People naturally contribute a bit of our extra money to the
common weal, and by issuing new money as we have more people
and businesses as required through our 'We the People's' Bank, the
Bank of Canada. It is no secret that people who are secure and in-
telligent and have leisure time and good sources of information,
are the very people who cause trouble for elites, in terms of ques-
tioning their very right to exist as an elite, while poorer, less secure,
less educated people are, generally speaking, much more concerned
simply with feeding and sheltering their families, and if jobs are
hard to come by, then a considerable amount of control can also be
exercised by threatening such jobs. So the solution the Elite arrived
at to roll back this dangerous move to democracy in Canada was
simply to remove the money that enabled this progress - not all of
it, of course, but enough so that we would have to make some 'hard
choices' about how we spent what was left.

"This was a two-step process - for, you see, it would not do to
simply take back some money that could be replaced, but it was
necessary to put a program in place that would ensure that money
would be scarce for the foreseeable future, to keep this nasty Dragon
of We the People Democracy from rearing its head once again. So
the first step was a 'corporate tax revolt' - this is another branch of
history you must study some time, but by now, most of the na-
tion's wealth was passing through huge corporations, and the tax
dollars on their profits were a significant amount of the federal
budget. So the corporations - all of which are owned by the elite, of
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course, and which form one of the main sources of their ongoing
wealth - formed a lobby group (which we have talked about before
- the Trolls, headed by the very powerful Chief Evil Orc Akwino)
to petition and influence the federal government to get their taxes
lowered - they had much bigger plans, of course, but that was the
first step.

“The means through which they paid bribes to high-level poli-
ticians have not yet been made generally public but there were many
rounds of golf played in other countries at 5-Star resorts while at-
tending 'meetings' to discuss public affairs and work on other af-
fairs, but suffice it to say that their efforts were successful, and dur-
ing the 70s corporate taxes were substantially reduced, substan-
tially reducing, in turn, the tax income of the federal government
(at the time they were paying close to half of all federal taxes - nowa-
days they pay around 15%, so you can see that they have been
quite successful in this project). It is apparent also, I must sadly
relate, that yes indeed, these things began during the years Trudeau
was the Prime Minister of Canada, and Trudeau was a very smart
man so must have understood what was happening - it is not at all
known why he stood idly by while the government of the People
and his Just Society were stolen from them by the Corporate Revo-
lution, but stand idly by he apparently did, and there is much yet
to learn about these years.

"But to what we do know - as the corporate taxes grew less
and less, the government then had a choice to make - due to this
reduced income, it could tell Canadians that it no longer had money
for the health care and education and other programs and cut them
back, or look elsewhere for money. For reasons you can think about
yourself in the light of what I have been telling you, but concerning
the use of corporate money to buy things and people to enforce its
wishes by any means fair or foul, the Canadian government did
not choose the former path, but the latter. And this is where the
second part of the conspiracy begins - making sure the government
would be unable to simply increase taxes a bit some day in the
future under a government more responsive to the demands of We
the People, who still had the power to elect such persons if we
wished, and restore its former income and programs. For our coun-
try, even though the government was temporarily a bit short of
money from the reduction in corporate taxes, was still a prosper-
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ous and growing economy, one of the strongest in the world, in-
deed, and could even have weathered this small problem easily
enough through careful management and the use of the Bank of
Canada, the bank of We the People - which was and is empowered
to manage the money supply of the country, and to create money
for the government, if and when needed, after responsible deci-
sions are made by appropriate financial officers, as the economy
grows and the population - after all, if the government is reliable
enough to borrow a dollar, then the same factors make it reliable to
print a dollar - the only difference being, if it prints the dollar, it
does not have to pay that dollar back to a bank, with another dollar
of compounded interest spiraling down through the generations,
compound upon compound through time everlasting.

"But a decision was obviously taken behind the scenes to NOT
use the Bank of Canada for the purpose which it had been created
in another desperate time in our history, to stabilize the money
supply in Canada, but instead to turn to private banks and 'bor-
row' the money it needed to maintain the government programs (I
should note that I say 'borrow money' a bit cynically, since what
actually happened was that the banks simply punched a few num-
bers in on their computers, creating huge sums of money which
they then 'loaned' to the government, at of course commercial rates
of interest - money our own government could have created pre-
cisely the same way at the Bank of Canada, except that then we
would be paying interest to ourself which, of course, is the same as
not paying interest at all - reflect on this at length, my sweet son, as
this is the key to everything, and will change everything about the
way you think of 'your' government once you understand it fully,
it saddens me to think of the terrible betrayal you will feel, but we
must all grow up at some time).

“And over the next few years, with the help of a few years of
usurious interest rates mandated by the Bank of Canada - 'our' bank
working directly against We the People instead of helping us - oh
evil trolls!!! - that small amount of original borrowing, supplemented
over a few years with other equally un-necessary borrowing, mostly
to pay the interest on this new debt!, skyrocketed into a huge 'na-
tional debt' - a debt upon which we were required to pay equally
huge 'service charges' each and every year to those private banks -
service charges which often amounted to 20% or sometimes 30%
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and even more of the entire national income - and which we con-
tinue to pay to this day - I do believe we have talked before of the
evilness of compound interest and banks. A trillion dollars these
evil banks thus stole from us, a sum unimaginable to most people,
and the theft goes on as the debt abides.

"And then the government, which by this time was dominated
by the politicians the Elite had continued to accumulate - we have
had Corporate Government in Canada since 1984, although it had
its roots some years before that, and although the corporations also
bought up all the newspapers so the new regime has never been
officially acknowledged by anyone out loud in official medialand -
began, in the name of this huge debt, cutting back on all of the
government programs that had made our people healthy and edu-
cated and secure. And have continued doing so to this day, hand
in hand with other programs which have one and only one objec-
tive - to firmly entrench the Elite once and for all as the god-class of
our planet, with We the People set forever in our role as serfs and
labourers for the Gods - pretty much as it was 800 years ago when
the 'commoners' of the time forced another King to sign the Great
Charter which is the state these new rulers evidently wish to return
us to, their absolute power and our absolute serfdom. How long it
will be before we manage to achieve another Great Charter? I do
not know. The evil king is much, much more powerful now, in
every way. But still, there is always hope. At the most unexpected
times, a David emerges from someplace nobody expects, like Siam,
to slay apparently undefeatable giants.

"And that is about all, I suppose, in a general sense, of the Cor-
porate Reactionary Revolution of the 1970s in Canada. There are,
of course, many more details and particulars, but you can fill them
in as you wish, now that you have the outline, and can see where
things fit. Privatisation, for instance, is a rather brazen theft of the
assets of We the People, turning public property over to private
interests usually at pennies on the dollar and then replaceable only
at great cost, unless, of course, We the People regain control of our
Legal System, and return the stolen property to its rightful owners
while tossing the lowly thieves in jail for a considerable period of
time, as we would any common thief. But that is a step further in
the future, as first we need to regain control of our government,
which is quite enough to be working on at one time."
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Gullible shifted the lad on his knee a bit, as his leg was starting
to fall asleep, and looked at the boy's face, which was thoughtful as
he scribbled a couple of notes in his notebook. After a few seconds
of thought, he looked once again to his Father and Mentor and
Friend.

"So, Father, if I might summarize, as you have taught us to do
to be sure we understand - our society, We the People, were mak-
ing good progress towards being a Just Society for all, which the
Elite did not want, so they sabotaged our government by corrupt-
ing our politicians and stealing the media through which We the
People must learn the things we need to learn about our land and
filling that media with lies and falsehoods and junk, then lowering
the money the government had available to spend on Good Deeds
for We the People (Our Collective Money, that is) by reducing their
own taxes, and then creating a large artificial debt to keep our gov-
ernment in thrall to them for the foreseeable future (and also, if I
might add a small observation, making themselves even wealthier
- for I presume it was the same Elite who had their taxes reduced,
who then loaned the money to the government, and thus verily
unto this very day collect all that interest) - and once again the poli-
cies of the government are being set to favor the Elite, rather than
We the People. And this was the Corporate Reactionary Revolu-
tion of the 1970s.

"Well said, my beloved Son, well said!" answered Gullible, a
large smile on his face, "If only we had a few more citizens who
understood this as well as you, we might convince them to start
voting for some different people - for as long as we do have an
honest voting system - even if a poor one such as this First-Past-
The-Post thing - we do have a chance to vote the bums out, and
return to the days when government really was Of, By and For We
the People, at least a little bit.

"Now let me tell you a final thing too, son, that what I have
told you is, necessarily, broad strokes with a broad brush, and I
have only touched on some highlights of the story, and much more
is left unsaid than said (the 20th century experiments with totali-
tarian-rule-through-force in countries such as Russia vs democratic-
rule-through-propaganda governments in the US and Canada and
elsewhere, for instance) - but what I have told you is entirely true
as a foundation, a framework, for the Big Picture in which you can
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paint many other things. Many, of course, would call me crazy for
thinking like this - you remember we talked about 'conspiracy theo-
ries' before - and many others will agree with the general ideas, but
want to add many more details - and all of that is fine - you must
make up your own mind, son, about how things are in YOUR world,
and you must read as much history as you can, from all sorts of
different people who have different interpretations of what hap-
pened, and come to your own conclusions about what happened -
and that is all that can be asked of any citizen."

"Oh Father, thank you so very much - you have given me a
great deal to think about! I think you too must have had a very
good Father, because you are such a good one yourself!"

Gullible's son jumped down off his knee, having had enough
learning for one day, as Gullible held his sides and his face turned
red and his cheeks puffed out. As the lad closed the door behind
him, thinking he ought to go back and see if Ronnie and Maggie
were at the Sandbox now that the sun was out again and he could
educate them about some things, he thought he heard a small burst
of laughter - with, perhaps, just the trace of a sob mixed with it. Or
perhaps it was a big sob, with just a trace of laughter. I suppose we
will never know for sure.

All we know for sure is that there are many paths to the light,
and many to the darkness.
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Chapter 14

The Island Voice

... for the cause of Green Island, is surely the
cause of all Mankind
- Paine

A
bout half an hour after the GRIPP showed up everything
was sorted out and cleared up; we had been only about 20
minutes at the first aid clinic, and had returned in time to

see MacIrving finally escorted to the city jail by two other GRIPPs
who had arrived shortly after the first had quelled the small fracas,
over the loud protests of his friends who were told pretty up close
and personal that they were 'about one more word away from join-
ing him' before they finally departed, promising that we'd ‘... not
heard the end of this, god-damned hippies and commies pretend-
ing to be a police force in this god-damned fairyland ... you'll be
hearing from the Big Irv on this one, lads, you can be sure..’.

Unprovoked violence or aggression was, however, I explained
to More and Thoreau as we sipped our coffees, of which Zam had
most kindly brought fresh hot ones for us all, on the house, simply
not accepted any longer on Green Island,  as far as the Green Island
Assembly of All Councils (GRIAAC), with the full support of al-
most all Islanders, was concerned. We had found new seats at the
larger table with Old Mac and the small group which had gathered
to talk about the new subject of common interest, introductions
performed all around, commiserations made over Thoreau's 'Green
Island battle scar', and we were talking about the incident, as peo-
ple do afterwards, laughing to release the lingering tension. Such
violence had formerly been discouraged, of course, but still played
a large role in modern society, both directly through physical in-
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timidation, and much more commonly through financial types of
intimidation. It is, however, difficult for a government to use vio-
lence itself in enforcing its will on the people and have all of them
refuse such means themselves when their wills were thwarted, and
then you always have those in any gathering of people who don’t
much care what any government says and use whatever means
they can to force the world around them to bend to their will. Such
as the MacIrvings and others. There had been a lot of discussion
about this, all over the Island, mainly through the AGORA but also
in small meetings and bigger, once everyone realised we were very
serious about this quite major change in the way people interacted
with each other, and they could speak freely without losing their
jobs or putting the jobs of any of their relatives working for the
provincial government in jeopardy for daring to speak publicly
against the policies of the government of the day, a problem which
had stifled public debate or action on PEI for so many years, where
jobs with the provincial government were among the best to be
had, and not lightly lost - itself a type of economic coercion widely
used but never acknowledged.

"Young people - or old for that matter - fighting among them-
selves, willingly, is a different story than one physically strong in-
dividual trying to dominate anyone else in any way through physi-
cal intimidation or violence - to bend others to one’s will through
fear, in other words. We consider freedom from all types of fear to
be one of the necessary prerequisites to true egalitarianism and true
freedom, and thus true advancement for all of us," I said in response
to a question from I forget who, one of the younger people at the
table, a summer visitor, speaking of a subject dear to my heart,
"and allowing and encouraging all members of our society to be,
truly, 'all that they can be' in the real sense of the phrase, and wel-
comed to participate in all decisions of their society. We may not
agree with what you say, but you are certainly free to say it, with
no fear of repercussions. A central part of this, of course, means
that such things as intimidating others through physical violence,
or, just as importantly in today's world, any other type of violence
such as threats of economic loss, are simply not tolerated, as any-
one who is behaving in a certain way because they fear violence
from someone else is very, very far from free. The ....."

"Yes, yes, of course," said the young man, "and I'm sorry to
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interrupt, but surely there are exceptions! - That is to say, for in-
stance, if people are inhibited from killing their neighbours or steal-
ing things from them because they fear punishment - violence -
from either the wronged individual or the state itself, surely that is
not a bad thing? And who draws the lines about what will attract
state violence and what will be accepted, and within which param-
eters one's freedom shall thusly legitimately be constrained? In some
senses this is the very basis of any society at all - what is permitted
and what is not - and who controls the 'legitimate' means of force
in the society to impose their values on the others! And obviously,
of course, those controlling the government will claim legitimacy
for their actions!"

I smiled. "An excellent observation, and of course very true -
that is indeed one of the central definitions of a 'state', their claim to
be the only authorised users of 'legitimate' violence, and such things
were the cause of much discussion for quite awhile around here,
believe me! But eventually we came to agreement on this, by and
large - there is, you must admit, a world of difference between the
man who refrains from killing his neighbour and stealing his prop-
erty because of fear of state punishment, and a second man who is
prevented from living a full life, is indeed living a very poor life,
because HIS neighbour is, through violence or intimidation, forc-
ing him to spend his days labouring to make his neighbour, or
master, wealthy. A fear of violence in both cases is central to the
observed behaviour - but in one case leading to a good end for
society, and in the other a bad end for not only the one individual,
but society as well, for this man might have a great deal to contrib-
ute, were he free to do so.

“We understand well that there are huge shoals of grey be-
tween the black and white sort of poles in this discussion, and we
may not yet be perfect, but that is the path in which we are trying
to head, maximum freedom from fear for all, while still allowing
maximum freedom for all to do and live their lives as they wish.
The central difference here in Green Island from other modern so-
cieties, or most older ones, I suppose, is that here Democracy truly
prevails - here we do not have a small minority claiming a false
democracy as they use violence to enforce their edicts, but every
law or regulation here, regardless of the sanctions it draws if
breached, is agreed to by a strong majority of the people, thus we
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never have the situation of the state using violence to quell major-
ity desires, or to enforce laws a majority disagree with.

“And also, as there is now, and has always been as near as I
can figure, a certain group of people who feel they have some sort
of right to dominate others by fear or violence, just because they
can seems to be their 'justification', and we are doing what we can
to control them, although as we just saw so graphically, they do
not calmly accept that the meek have inherited the earth and their
intimidation will no longer be tolerated, or however you wish to
phrase it. There have always been predators in nature, but we feel
that humans preying on other humans is not the direction we should
be heading in. As to choosing what behaviour is to be tolerated and
what not - well, the people themselves decide that, as the people
must decide pretty much everything if we are to presume to claim
to be a 'democracy'.”

"But Stephen," a voice interrupted, and I looked to see Old Mac
putting his glass on the table, "sorry to interrupt, but there is an-
other aspect to it all - you know, as do I, that these predators, as
you call them, when they do control a government and undertake
actions that a majority disagrees with,  are going to claim that what
they do is for the good of us all! Free trade, for instance, that we
talked about for so long when we were still part of that other coun-
try there - they said it would make everyone wealthy! And lower
taxes will create a rising tide that will lift all boats! So they go ahead
and impose the will of the few on the many - a form of violence as
debilitating as any, as it goes directly to a very overt showing of
the power of the few and the helplessness of the many, and thus
creates that feeling of ‘we don’t like it, but it seems there is no alter-
native, so just go to work, and then turn on the tv at night, and try
not to think about it’. You know the spiel, for sure, and the out-
come - how do you counter such arguments, then? I often talk with
young folk from ‘away’ here, and we often talk of such things - I
have my own responses, but what might yours be?"

I looked over to Mac with a smile - we had had many agree-
able conversations over the years, sharing a beer or two at the end
of a day when we met by chance at a streetside cafe such as this,
which we both enjoyed, when the weather permitted, enjoying the
intellectual challenges and enjoyments of good debate with other
penetrating ‘out of the box’ minds.
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"Indeed," I answered, speaking to Mac but more for the benefit
of my guests, and their ongoing education as to what the non-Green
Island world was like in modern times, "your point goes to some-
thing very important here, a central thing required in this case -
and, for that matter, in most of what we do here on Green Island, in
terms of laws or regulations or guidelines or the discussions thereof.
A truly functioning democracy requires Intellectual Honesty - that
is to say, when an individual promotes a certain course of action,
are they doing that with the good of society in mind as they claim,
or simply their own selfish ends, and merely pretending it is for
the good of all to try to convince others to go along with them? We
see this often - indeed, it was a central component of our old soci-
ety, which still exists in the rest of Canada, wherein the state un-
dertakes many actions, and laws and regulations, claiming them
to be 'for the good of all', while in reality, benefiting a few whilst
lessening the lives of many in one way or another. This has always
been a central problem, the willingness of so many people to lie so
egregiously in defence of their own selfish ends. And an equal prob-
lem was the unwillingness of so many to challenge those who were
lying so for their own ends, while pretending to work for the com-
mon weal - it is one of the reasons we have made such an issue of
Truth here, in every way we can - the lack of truth, or intentional
falsification, is perhaps the single greatest barrier to a decent soci-
ety for all of us, and when a handful of dogmas, all untrue, are the
basis of a society, it is very difficult to be anything other than seri-
ously dysfunctional, at least for most people boxed in by those lies,
although of course the small elite benefitting from those lies will
seek to prevent their exposure..."

Old Mac was casually leaning back in his chair, sipping a morn-
ing shanty, and listening with a small smile as I expostulated. The
man had seen a lot in his years, and from his chosen post outside
the societal Box, most of his observations were quite insightful. Liv-
ing on the street for so many years had had at least one major ad-
vantage - his mind wasn't polluted by 4.5 hours of tv every day,
every week, every month and year, of his life. There is a strong
argument to be made that a bottle of wine a day is far less damag-
ing to the brain than a few hours of television every day. One en-
courages the brain to be free and explore ideas, whilst the other
turns the brain switch to off, and encourages it to simply absorb
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whatever nonsensical or indoctrinational ideas the talking heads
want it to absorb. The television has been the major social shaper of
the last half of the 20th century, and it's no accident that there has
been a considerable dumbing down of the population during that
time.

"Yes, Stephen, I believe that is right, as far as it goes," said the
grizzled old poet, a small frown of concentration on his deeply
tanned and wrinkled brow, speaking in his slow, somewhat rough
voice, "but what we are aiming for also, and this honesty you speak
of is one of the central requirements, is a great deal more than re-
fraining from violence because of fear of state reprisals. What you
said, Mr. More, was quite true, and for people to be truly free, they
must be responsible adults - that is to say, they refrain from vio-
lence not because some kind of Big Brother or Big Sister is there
with a rulebook and jails watching them, but simply because they
know it is the wrong way to behave. I don't kill or steal from you
because somebody will punish me if I do - I don't kill or steal from
you because that would lessen both of us, in our common goal of
being better human beings in a better society.

“That is not to say, of course, such citizens are afraid of vio-
lence - mature, strong citizens can and will do what must be done
in any given situation - as I saw you and your companion reacting
most appropriately and quickly when Stephen was attacked in such
a cowardly fashion by that scoundrel a few minutes ago - but they
understand that violence on another human being, in any of its
myriad forms, is an action having great consequences on many,
many lives and on many levels, and only to be done as a very last
resort, or if actually forced into it, through some kind of self-de-
fence. Non-violence does not mean weakness, as many have mis-
takenly believed, but is actually a greater form of strength. We saw
the GRIPP in action a few minutes ago - believe me, my friends, he
could have broken that thug's legs or arms or head in a second, or
even killed him if necessary, but he chose the course of minimum
force required to restore and maintain order. Which of course leads
into the question of why we need any police force at all, in a society
of strong and free people hohohohoh!!! - but that is another matter,
and I think I just wanted to raise the one point, and have done so!"

"Well, yes, I see," said More, nodding thoughtfully, "you are
right, of course, both of you - it may not be an easy matter to ar-
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range, but surely a community that strives to be a civil society, or
utopia!, must try to ensure this freedom from random violence
against its citizens less able to protect themselves, but who have
every right to participate in their society without fear. And I also
would say that I agree quite strongly now that the impetus for good
must come from within the soul, or the heart, of every individual; I
know that many religious people - and I used to be one such my-
self, so know whereof I speak! - like to postulate that men are little
better than animals, and without the firm hand of ‘the father’ to
guide them will run amok among their kind - but many years of
reflection and wider experience have led me to the belief that this is
simply wrong, a most unhealthy conceit, and contrary to all facts
of observation of a large number of mature individuals, quite prob-
ably a strong majority if given a decent chance and upbringing,
who behave in appropriate ways because they understand that this
is the proper way to behave, and they wish to behave well in their
community, and nurture it rather than destroy it by behaving vilely,
not because they fear the punishment of some god, or the state or
whatever!

“And the need for the police - well, I suspect it has to do with
the many members of society who are not able to break arms and
legs in a second, but for one reason or another - children or the
infirm elderly, for instance - require at times to be protected from
those few who always are found in any society, who lack that in-
ternal maturity and intelligence, that internal moral compass, and
who feel no hesitation in using their greater strength to prey on
others - as I perceive you do still have here."

I nodded in agreement with More, and then, when there was a
short silence indicating no one had an immediate response, returned
to the earlier topic - "Yes, certainly, and then as to what we do with
such miscreants when they do rear their ugly heads, as you in-
quired, well, that varies, but is another subject of considerable con-
troversy. The minimum punishment, for instance, for violence re-
sulting in little actual physical damage such as MacIrving's assault
on me (after a fair trial, of course, and being found guilty, which
would not  be in doubt in this case) is a public apology, and, when
appropriate, a fine large enough to relieve any financial loss of the
victim and cover court costs and time and perhaps provide a bit of
punishment for an additional deterrent effect as well - those who
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have no money for such a thing are required to work it off in public
service jobs, of which there are plenty. We believe the public apol-
ogy is a necessary, even central, measure, as one who is not forced
to acknowledge both his crime and the wrongness of it has little
incentive not to repeat it. Almost all cases also result in at least a
few days in jail during which the perpetrator gets some time to
think about everything, and also during which time he (rarely she)
receives visits from several people experienced with assessing and
dealing with such violence, and further recommendations are made
concerning whether or not the aggressor can be trusted on the street
or not - we don't give dangerous dogs a chance at a second bite
here, as a rule, but those who acted from youthful exuberance and
made a mistake they now regret, and understand the gravity of the
situation need to be shown the error of their ways, and encouraged
to become mature adults.

“An apology is not a licence to repeat the crime, and it is up to
the aggressor to convince us he or she will not assault again - and
we require some fairly high standards of proof, as the wellbeing of
our citizens takes precedence over the wellbeing of someone who
has already demonstrated a lack of understanding that violence is
simply not acceptable here. But I should also add that the problem
is quite rapidly growing smaller and smaller on Green Island here,
as we have almost completely removed the precursors of them in
the many people in modern society who are driven to crime rather
than coming to it naturally, as do the predators - poverty and the
entrenched class system, in which certain people resented their sta-
tion in life and tried to climb higher on the social chain through the
only practical means available to them, and those of lesser intellect
more easily turned to violent ends are now carefully educated to
be in general more intelligent and to understand their responsibili-
ties to the community, and also to understand that their simple
ability to be violent is something that should be used for the wider
common good, and not the wider evil. And also those many, many
people who found the great frustrations and pressures and lies they
had to pretend to believe of modern capitalist society too difficult
to bear no longer face that frustration."

It was Thoreau's turn for a question. "But what do you do,
then, with those few such as we saw today who appear unrepent-
ant, and apt to turn to violence again at the first opportunity - for
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the problem with such people is that they are going to do damage,
most inevitably, if let loose on the streets of a civilized place such as
you are trying to create here, as a wolf turned loose in a sheep pen
will surely kill sooner or later?"

"Ah - you have hit on one of our larger problems we are grap-
pling with right now. That is something we have not yet entirely
resolved, I am afraid," I answered, "and it is causing quite a lot of
controversy in certain sectors of discussion. In my opinion, although
I like to say that biting dogs rarely get a second chance here - it is
not all that easy to prove beyond reasonable doubt that someone
who has resorted to unprovoked violence once will not do so again,
and often the second time with a great deal more violence - but the
matter of what to do with such people remains. Some want to sim-
ply kill them, on the theory that knowingly allowing rabid dogs to
run around the streets is just asking for trouble, not a matter of if
but when they will strike again, causing potentially great damage
to not only an individual but our community, and why should we
allow such creatures to roam freely on our streets anymore than
we would tolerate a known aggressive and dangerous animal to so
roam around leading to a general atmosphere of fear, which is not
freedom, and also to remove such recidivist genes from the gene
pool so they breed no further such undesirables, but there are many
others who shy away from such treatment on humane grounds.
And the argument is quite rightly made that taking a life in retali-
ation for giving someone a bloody nose is surely far too violent a
response, and would take the whole society into places we prob-
ably do not want to be taken, so some balance needs to be found
between crime and punishment.

“Also, a human is not a dog, and those who do resort to vio-
lence as a young man may understand better as they grow older
and wiser that such behaviour is not appropriate at any time - youth-
ful indiscretion can happen to anyone, and does not mean they are
evil or will be unfit for society when they mature - and in some
ways the argument can even be made that there is some societal
responsibility, in that we have failed to raise this young person
properly, so they understand such behaviour is not accpetable in
our community. But that leaves the question little closer to an an-
swer - what to do with such people at the time they do show a
willingness to use violence against those who do not wish to en-
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gage in violence themselves? Locking people up for long periods
of time is a big drain on budgets, and not really a solution, as it
does not cure them. Some have suggested deporting them, but that
leads into all kinds of problems as well, primarily how to stop them
from returning, as we have neither the means nor desire to insti-
tute police-state type border controls. We have tossed around the
idea of chemical treatments to try to reduce the aggressive tenden-
cies, but such treatments are again controversial, as well as uncer-
tain of outcome, but still a possible solution, temporary or other-
wise. And others advocate setting aside a section of our state and
letting such people run loose there, making their own rules and
doing as they please to others who wish to live the same sort of life
- I think there are a couple such experiments ongoing, actually, and
it strikes me as a plausible solution in the interests of maximising
freedom for all, while protecting all, although the problem of en-
suring they stay there and don’t sneak out with nefarious plans is a
serious one.

“Fortunately, though, the problem is small and seemingly get-
ting smaller as our education system, and the way we raise our
children into becoming intelligent, engaged, mature and responsi-
ble adults rather than indoctrinated adolescents in adult bodies,
performs much better than previously in teaching young men about
their instincts, and how to control or channel them better, and why
it is desirable to do so, and also in removing the incentives and
rewards for anti-community behaviour, which we feel is the only
long-term viable solution and was very poorly dealt with previ-
ously. And we are teaching more and more of our citizens, includ-
ing the young and old who were formerly the easy victims of many
predator types, to be able to defend themselves at least at a basic
level, which is sufficient to deter your average low-courage bully
who prefers preying on the frightened and helpless - but it is an
ongoing concern. But good heavens - look at the time! We really
must be getting on!"

As Thoreau reached for his coffee mug to drain the last drop,
and More reached for the knapsack beside his chair, Old Mac leaned
forward with a small grin.

"Say, there, Henry," he said, "I've read a lot of the things you
wrote, and am in agreement with your whole way of thinking in
general, and I suspect you will find our Green Island much to your
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liking - but you are well known as a promoter of non-violence as
well! And yet a few minutes ago I saw you quite efficiently help to
bring a rather young and strong and out-of-control and about-to-
be violent thug to the ground - is there some sort of contradiction
there between, as we say these days, the talk and the walk?" - and
he sat back with a little smile and sparkle in his eye, awaiting the
answer to his small challenge, always liking the last word.

Thoreau let loose a small laugh, rising immediately to the bait
or, perhaps, adroitly parrying the thrust might be a better analogy.

"Hoho!! No contradiction at all, my friend, none at all! Remem-
ber, I'm a New Englander, first and foremost, and we're an inde-
pendent lot, and not afraid of much - for a man to truly live his life,
he cannot walk in fear, whether on the human frontier or another.
The philosophy of non-violence simply means that one pursues non-
violent means as a way to find solutions for all human problems,
most especially those problems between nations and large groups
of people, and particularly when, as in the case of a certain man in
India I have recently read about with much interest, one side has
numbers but the other the strength of modern weapons. But it most
assuredly does not mean that one allows oneself to be pushed
around by bullies, or thugs, as you say, particularly on an indi-
vidual level - or, indeed, by the state itself, should it embark on a
course of action you think wrong and not to be supported! Non-
violence does not in any sense mean cowardice, it does not mean
that one does not defend oneself when necessary, it simply means
that one does not go seeking violence as a solution to things that
are wrong without exhausting all other options first, and never ini-
tiating the violence oneself.

“I think, indeed, Bigelow here, and this Green Island, are gen-
erally in agreement with this philosophy, from what I have seen -
we saw the GRIPP use minimum force in controlling one who would
dominate by violence, but a level of force nonetheless sufficient to
do the job quickly and efficiently, with a minimum of resistance
possible, and I think that this is the proper way of doing things. I
believe that a certain president of my country put it well - 'Speak
softly, but carry a big stick', he said. And I take that to mean, I will
not start a fight with you - but if you choose to start one with me,
there will be consequences. I am sure there are many ways of inter-
preting this idea, but such is mine!"
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"Well said, Thoreau, well said!" chimed in More, as he rose
from his seat, thumping his cane on the sidewalk, “I have only my
little stick here, but it is usually sufficient for the cause!”

"Thank you, sir, thank you both!" said Mac in response, rising
with an appreciative chuckle also and holding out his hand to
Thoreau, who took it and gave it a firm, quick Yankee shake, smil-
ing in return, and then More as well. "I quite agree, and it has been
a pleasure meeting you this fine morning! I look forward to further
talks should you have a morning free some day and pass this way
again."

Fine in spirit, perhaps, but less so in weather, and the sky was
getting rather ominously dark when finally I dragged More and
Thoreau away and on down past the Victorian shops, arm in arm
like comrades in arms now, the taller Thoreau and I on either side,
the shorter More in the center, having been blooded and victorious
in battle, even if only such a small one, as I suppose we were, laugh-
ing as the shock subsided and we recounted one or another of the
high points of our recent experience. On past the original Province
House where the historic Canadian Confederation documents were
signed in 1867, the birth of another dream that flowered and grew
for a long and hopeful and happy time until foundering in the 1970s
when the citizens grew fat and lazy and complacent, forgetting to
guard their achievements, and another dream, a dream based on
darkness and greed, was allowed to become dominant. The wind
swirled the leaves in a dusty dance around our feet as we stopped
for a moment to admire the new sculpture of "Truth and Freedom
Reign On This Shore - Abandon all Despair Ye Who Enter Here!!"
that had been erected there, the work of Burned John, one of our
leading local artists, a valued friend of mine for many years. We all
had a silent thought about that small saying, before turning again
as a brief flurry of windblown raindrops reminded us that we ought
be getting along, and a minute later were to our destination, the
office of the Green Island Voice newspaper - motto chosen by the
Editor prominently displayed over the door, dark letters underly-
ing a rather impressive bas-relief of the Island on an oaken bed:

The cause of this Green Island is
 in a great measure the cause of all mankind....
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We were very pleased with the Island Voice, one of our better
accomplishments, and utterly, completely necessary to any kind of
movement. Truly has it been noted that 'information is power', and
the previous couple of decades in Canadian 'journalism’ prior to
the beginning of Green Island had truly been a blight on the his-
tory of that mostly noble enterprise both here and in almost every
western country when, as part of the Corporate Revolution which
had begun in the 1970s and gathered steam throughout the 80s
and 90s as the people slept or were persuaded by clever lies into
allowing things they ought never to have allowed, all of the major
media had been bought up by the corporate interests who had also
bought up most of the governments (politicians being nothing more
than another commercial product for sale to the highest bidder in
the capitalist market, at least at the upper ‘realpolitik’ levels), and
turned into little more than corporate propaganda rags - a far cry
from earlier and nobler times in the profession, when true journal-
ists saw themselves as working for the common weal, rather than
the wealthy. Although there had always, inevitably, been some
crossover between media, politics and Big Business, during the last
part of the 20th century they had become, to all intents and pur-
poses, one, a truly evil axis whose goal (with, of course, the other
axis members in the international banking community, military and
major western religions) was no less than world dominion, the re-
turn to a form of feudalism, with the many powerless peasants serv-
ing the few omnipotent elite. And We the People were shut out in
every important way, while We the Corporation-cum-'investors'
became ascendant.

In an unexpected balancing development, the Internet had gone
a long ways to rectifying the imbalance, taking the axis by surprise
with the speed of its growth and the great difficulty in trying to
control it as the print media could be controlled (the power of money
again), and the use we put it to, but the printed word was still very
influential, and the Island Voice was one small step for mankind,
in the battle to retake the commons for us all, and banish the Elite
who had tried to abscond with all of it for their own selfish pur-
poses.

We barely made it through the door before the dark skies
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opened behind us with a roar. In front of us was the newspaper
office, bright and homey in an old fashioned ‘people-friendly’ way
rather than the modern cold-business-deco scheme dominant else-
where of chrome and black leatherette, a counter running across
the front a few feet inside the door, with a gate in the middle and
three empty desks behind it. Computers on two of them immedi-
ately attracted the attention of More and Thoreau.

"Oh, my, yes, they're everywhere," I assured them, at their
nudging - " - remember the AGORA!" On the walls over the slightly
fading yellow paint were various posters of Island scenes and plac-
ards with sayings - 'Question EVERYTHING is the true journalist's
creed!', 'Truth is Beauty', 'To Comfort the Afflicted, and Afflict the
Comfortable!', and other pithy little sayings collected at various
times and places over the years as they struck one of our reporters'
fancies at some particular time. Over the door leading to the back
part of the building was one of my favourites, and one of the prin-
ciples which led the Island Voice to many useful stories in these
troubled times, and would have done the same in the rest of the
country during the Troubled Years of the 80s and 90s and onward
if the new crop of journalists of that time had had the courage and
intelligence of their great forebears - 'Follow the Money!' - as in an
earlier age all roads led to Rome, in modern times, all money-paths
led to wrong-doing in VERY high places - places high enough to
own most of the new-age embedded journalists, at any rate. I would
normally have preferred something more like 'Follow Truth!', but
with corruption still fighting strongly for dominance in our new
government, as in governments all over the world, the former was
usually more in line with our journalistic endeavors.

The notion had certainly led the truly intrepid reporters of the
Voice some interesting places the last few years - places NEVER
explored by the former or present 'reporters' of the Colonial or the
other 'old-guard' media, who had been hired on the understand-
ing that some doors were forever closed, some stories not reported,
about some things the gate is simply kept closed, and we don’t
even acknowledge there is a gate! We had some top-notch people
working for us now, however, at the Voice, to which a closed door
was simply a challenge - word had gotten around 'upper' Canada
that we were looking for 'real' journalists, and some very high-qual-
ity people who could no longer find work with the mainstream
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Canadian 'press' because they refused to color inside the corporate
lines had found their way to Green Island. A pattern we were see-
ing in many fields, actually. Truly intelligent people were not happy
wearing any kind of chains, and chains and/or a willingness to
self-lobotomize with a smile went with almost every good job in
the mainstream ‘everything a product’ world the last few years.
Not here. News was news on Green Island, not just another corpo-
rate product to be shaped and manipulated for max ROI.

It was almost immediately apparent that although the front
office was momentarily deserted and quiet, this was not the state
of affairs elsewhere. As the door banged lightly closed behind us,
tugged by a gust of wind, muting the sound of the rainfall, a voice
roared from somewhere in the back, quite audible in the front even
over the driving rain -

"By God, lass, ye'll do as you're told, I say! I've got a damned
paper to get out today, and it'll never get done if you're goin' to
question every blessed thing I tell ye to do! Now get that story back
to Guettenberry for settin' or get t'hell out of here for good! I'll have
no more of it, do ye hear me? No more!!"

- and a slapping sound, not flesh to flesh, but like a hand slap-
ping a desk -

"Alright, Mr. Thomas Paine, I'm sorry I ever said anything to
you!" a second voice, female, almost as loud even in the naturally
softer female register, equally agitated, "But if Hewlett sues the very
arse off ye - you!, don't say I didn't warn you!"

- which was followed momentarily by the slamming of a door,
not caused by a gust of wind but a gust of another type, another
roar of sound but this time the words mostly inaudible, and then
footsteps approaching rapidly, with feeling. A young woman of
perhaps 30 years of age, medium length black hair flying out in
agitated strands from under a blue head band, baggy yellow sweater
and faded blue jeans over a nice form, round granny glasses fram-
ing bright green-blue eyes, now flashing in anger, stormed through
the door which led into the back offices, mouth set in a grim line.
Those flashing eyes quickly took in the three new arrivals. And
focused quickly on me.

"Stephen Bigelow, I don't know how you ever managed to talk
me into working with that ass-" she paused for a moment, flicking
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a glance at my respectable-looking guests, then sniffing and flick-
ing her head as she continued, "- that sub-human creature called
Paine, but it was a big mistake! I knew it from the start! Look at this
now that he wants to put in the paper ...!!" she cried, waving a hand-
ful of papers in front of her, stomping over to the front counter to
show me ...

And then there was the sound of a slammed door opening and
more heavy footsteps in the hall, and a great dark figure of a man,
white hair rather long and in disarray and dark eyes flashing, but
handsomely dressed in white ruffled shirt, now tieless and opened
at the neck, with vest and dark trousers and topcoat, closely fol-
lowed through the same door the woman had just come through.
Not quietly, of course -

"Fannie Avalon what are ye doin' out here? I thought I heard
voices! I told ye to get that story back to Guettenberry RIGHT
NOW!!" his eyes left the target of his immediate attention and no-
ticed the rest of us.

He hardly paused for breath - "Bigelow! I need a new assistant
immediately! I have no idea where you found this worthless bag-
gage, but it won't do, Bigelow, it won't do!" he punctuated his re-
marks by slamming his large hand forcefully on the counter top,
fluttering papers and bouncing a pencil to the floor; "She never lis-
tens to a blessed thing I say! There's a chain of command in a news-
paper office that must be respected if we're ever to get any work
done around here at all - it's the Editor that makes the decisions
here, not the apprentice secretary green behind the gills from jour-
nalism college for god's sake!! I have no doubt ye've managed some
fine things with this new society of your'n, but by God freein' up
these damned women isn't one of 'em, I'll tell ye! I never heard
such talkback, nor thought ever to!, in my whole entire life! Mark
what I say, by God!!" and then, turning back to the woman named
Fannie, "And you! Get that story back to Guettenberry NOW!!"

With which he turned on his heel, coattails snapping, and
stormed through the inner door, a second later his office door slam-
ming. The really-cute-when-angry-but-somewhat-intimidating-also
lady named Fannie was stomping along right behind him, head
high and spine stiff as an oaken plank, although turning the other
way, presumably to deliver the papers in her hand where it was
she had been ordered to.
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Silence ensued. I looked at More and Thoreau, who were both
looking from the door to me with rather wide, inquisitive eyes.
Although I knew both More and Thoreau to be unafraid of con-
frontation, such a purpose was not why we had come to this place
today, and I could see from the less-than-happy expressions on both
of their faces that they were not sure they wanted to stay in the
middle of whatever sort of dispute this was, but assuredly not theirs,
blowing rain outside the door or not.

"Wait, please, gentlemen," I began to speak, "I think they actu-
ally like each other, you know - "

- raised eyebrows, raised quite high actually -
I started again - "Ah - I assure you this is not the usual state of

affairs here. I am sure things will calm down shortly ..."
Just then the sound of the office door that had so recently

slammed came through as it opened again, followed by a brief si-
lence. More and Thoreau watched the doorway warily. I watched
More and Thoreau.

The voice that had so recently been raised in anger, somewhat
calmer now, said "Bigelow ... why don't you bring your guests in
now, eh?"

The atmosphere was somewhat quieter a few minutes later, as
Tom Paine, Editor-in-Chief of the Island Voice, served coffee. Un-
der that wild mane of long white hair was a strong, weathered face
topping a sturdy body somewhat taller than six feet, a face large
and sun-dark as befitted one who spent much time outside, impos-
ing and big in every way - large black eyes under expressive bushy
eyebrows, able to rise to the very edge of his pate in surprise or
sink seemingly into his very eyesockets if in disapproval of some-
thing; a truly gargantuan nose, red-veined at the distal tip indicat-
ing perhaps a fondness for a few tots of something of an evening (a
habit I had noticed with most people who deserved the qualifier
‘real’ in front of ‘journalist’); and a generous mouth, one evidently
used to much use. Which was occurring at the moment.

"Now this little machine is a fine invention, to be sure," he said
as he poured, referring to a medium-volume coffee dripper, which
had a special nook at a lower corner of the bookshelf that filled the
upper portion of one wall, a cabinet-shelf unit under it, with dishes
for sugar and spoons and other brews, and even a small built-in
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fridge underneath to keep the cream fresh and cold (and possibly
to store other items as well, for times requiring something a bit
stronger to encourage the conversation or thought processes or a
slightly stronger relaxant after a trying day); "Even after a few years
here I still feel blessed every morning to have coffee like this!" He
spent a minute or two thus occupied, then poured and passed the
results, nattering away the meanwhile about the rain and other
such trivialities, as all of us gave the thundercloud atmosphere time
to dissipate a bit and calmer airs to reassert themselves. I saw both
More and Thoreau running their eyes over the packed bookshelf,
interested in the titles and the variety, books packed and stacked
every which way and straining the shelves, overflowing to chairs
and the floor in scattered piles as well.

"So, gentlemen," he continued, with a wry sort of smile, re-
suming his seat, after 'good mornings' and the fresh coffee had been
passed around and tended to, "first then perhaps I will apologize
for that little tiff you were unfortunately witness to earlier - and I
assure you I didn't really mean what I said about the women here
- I am quite agreeable with the new freedoms to be had here in
every way, have always been one who believed in the equal treat-
ment of all people, really, but I was just a bit frustrated and letting
off steam, if you see what I mean, and at such times we often say
things we might not really mean. I am of years enough that I can
usually hold my temper around the young people, but I'm of years
and experience enough that I expect to be listened to as well, usu-
ally - but it's been a hectic morning, I tell you, with the referendum
this week you see, and although most of the important things have
been said, and are available all over the AGORA, there's a con-
tinual stream of lies emanating from a certain other publication
that dares to call itself a newspaper that I do try to respond to, lest
lies unanswered sway some of the less sturdy members of our
citizenry at the last moment. There are times that keeping up with
the slanderous lies of that damned Colonial, now, would put any
sane man off his feed, I tell you, and I think maybe I was a bit
irritable to begin with from reading something they said when
young Fannie there got my attention - I’ve never pretended I was
perfect, now, no indeed! But I get ahead of myself, I am sure. Bigelow
- you seem to be at the center of most of this situation, so why don't
you take over for a bit - at least I should pause long enough to get
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one foot out of my mouth before ramming the other in, eh?" and he
closed with a typical snorting laugh, what I knew to be his normal
good humour evidently having resurfaced.

I could see More and Thoreau relaxing a bit, having seen the
big man named Paine calming down and getting a better measure
of the man through his calmer voice and words, and they looked
expectantly over to me, still chuckling a bit over Paine's last self-
deprecating comment, both appreciative of such talk, open and
honest and straightforward. We were all now sitting around Paine's
rather small office desk - there was a largish desk-bookshelf ar-
rangement behind him filling both sides of the corner which I knew
to be his main working space, with a computer and printer and
stacks of papers and books and other writing paraphernalia scat-
tered around, keeping the desk space in front more or less clear to
meet with visitors such as ourselves. A small bay window high-
lighted the center of the office wall between the bookshelves, look-
ing out onto Prince Street, and the sheets of rain which were now
falling, giving the light coming through the window a darkish as-
pect, and the occasional vehicle or huddled walker who passed
before it, a pencil-drawing aspect.

"Well, Tom," I began, "as I said when we talked on the phone a
few days ago, I would probably be in this morning with some guests,
and here we are. Mr Thomas Paine, may I present to you Mr Tho-
mas More from England, and Mr Henry Thoreau, a fellow coun-
tryman of yours."

Thoreau was the first to respond, rising to his feet politely.
"Paine the journalist, is it? Common Sense and all that?"

Paine nodded, also rising. "Indeed, Mr Thoreau, one and the
same."

"Well, then, Mr Paine," continued Henry, stretching out a hand
at the end of a long thin arm, "an honour indeed to meet with you
- a most unexpected pleasure! I have enjoyed your great talent and
courage greatly! Can't say I've ever had much use for newspapers,
though - but I daresay one with a Paine at the helm would prob-
ably be sufficiently above the average to make it worth at least the
occasional perusal!"

Paine reached out his own right hand, clasping Thoreau's; "I
am sure the pleasure is all mine, Mr Thoreau - I have perused some
of your works as well on this Internet thing they have here, and
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even some actual books from the library just down the street, a real
book is sometimes a comforting thing to fall asleep with, for we
unmarried folk, although - well, another time! Most interesting,
and a great talent you have as well - I would say our ideas are quite
compatible, all in all. I sense, oh, a meeting of minds, an insistence
on simple Truth put in a straightforward way rather than flowery
obfustication or needless decoration, a desire to focus on what is
important in a longer sense rather than shallow in a ‘what's for
breakfast today’ sense - yes indeed, a pleasure to meet you. I share,
I might add, your scepticism of newspapers - but there is a role for
them, and I thought this one worth the challenge. Perhaps you can
have a read of one someday, and perhaps even add a bit of your
own thoughts if you find us somewhat better than those others you
have read!"

"Why, thank you indeed," said Thoreau with a smile, "an hon-
our to have such things said by the author of the Rights of Man, a
piece with which I wholeheartedly concur, not to mention the fa-
mous Common Sense! I shall indeed spend a bit of time looking at
your words. About mine, well, I am a man who tends to take a bit
more time than newspapers seem to care to allow for composition,
but we shall see, we shall see!"

They shook hands, two sets of steady eyes, two men who stood,
in my opinion at any rate, for what the real America was meant to
be, strong, intelligent, honest, believing in the supremacy of the
common person rather than a small elite, sizing each other up, and
by the looks of things not displeased with what they observed.

"And Mr More," continued Paine, breaking away from Hen-
ry's grip and look, "Given the strangeness of the time, might I be
correct in assuming Saint Thomas, then, or Sir?"

"Oh, well," replied Mr More with a small laugh, looking a little
abashed, if not unpleased, "it is not a title I was honoured with in
my own time, of course, being rather less well regarded more often
than not and I am sure our dear Henry was hoping I was heading
in a different direction, so it is somewhat strange to me as well.
Really, gentlemen, regardless of what posterity has arranged, I am
quite content with the same sobriquet as yourselves - you may call
me - indeed I would be less discomfited - Mr More, or More, or
Thomas, come to that, if it please you!"

"Well spoken, indeed, Mr More," replied Paine, with a twinkle
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in his eye, holding out his hand, "and pleased I am to make your
acquaintance as well. I am quite familiar with your work as well, of
course - although your Utopia remains between the pages of the
book, rather than in the halls of government, where we are finding
rather different problems to deal with than your man, what was
his name? Hythloday? was encountering!"

More arose from his chair, and took the proffered hand. "And
I yours, Mr Paine, I am sure," he said with a small chuckle, "It is
always a pleasure to meet one of the giants who speaks fearlessly
for freedom for all. And as for Utopia - well, we all have our dreams,
it seems, and the times in which my man Raphael travelled were
somewhat different than the times are today, so it is not so strange
that the problems would be different - at least on the surface, al-
though the underlying one of the desire of the few to hold sway
over the many are not so very different, and the struggle of the
people to resist such domination, I would put it to you!"

"Hoho!" replied Paine, with a twinkle finally dissipating the
last shreds of anger from the dark eyes, releasing More's hand and
dropping back into his seat, "Well spoken Sir, will spoken! I think I
shall enjoy our conversation when we have time to have one! But
for now, I am afraid I must say that I do not wish to rush you, but
I do have a busy day facing me right now and no time for idle
conversation - a busy few days, indeed! - ahead of me. Bigelow,
you of all of us well know how busy we all are! - let's turn the floor
over to you, since you arranged this meeting, to expedite our small
chat. You said something about a bit of writing, I think...??"

"Well, gentleman," I said, addressing More and Thoreau, "It's
not, as we say here, any big deal, but I thought it would be good for
you all to become acquainted - three strangers in a strange land, as
it were, three who all fought for and dreamed of better worlds,
now present, hopefully, at the birth of such a thing as you and many
others have tried to imagine. And as you are both gentlemen of the
written word, and also seekers after the truth, I wanted you to meet
the editor of our main newspaper here on Green Island, which is so
important in so much of what we do, even with the AGORA, so
you could make your own opinions about his and its credibility in
your daily readings - you have both had an opportunity to read
both the Colonial and the Island Voice now, and it would be un-
derstandable to wonder who was telling the truer story, as there
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are considerable discrepancies in the reportage, as you have both
noted also. I think you would both agree that words can very eas-
ily be manipulated, but that speaking to a man in the flesh, as it
were, it is much less easy to conceal one's true character, and thus
the likely credibility or authority with which such a man speaks...."

"Yes, indeed, Bigelow," said Thoreau, as I paused, "such has
been my experience. The written word is very much like a wheel of
soft clay, and the letters and sentences can be molded into any shape
whatsoever, depending on the skill and bent of the potter! But words
can lie also, as we all know, and whether or not the potter has a
true soul is not always evident from the potter's work, as the dark-
ness can shine and be beautiful and persuasive in its own way. To
know the truth of a man, the degree to which one might rely on
him - for that, I have found truly, it is necessary to look in the
craftperson's very eyes, to observe the demeanour of their bodies
as they speak and work, to observe their actions in the shops and
ale houses after they have finished their spinning, or writing, to
find if there is true mettle within, or something less sturdy at their
core. To know if you want this man beside you in a hard situation,
or if it is probable you will look for him at your shoulder at a cru-
cial time and find noone there."

"Yes indeed, exactly," I answered, "which is why I wanted you
to meet our main Island Voice Editor for yourself, to judge his char-
acter as it were - and I think he also may have, or at least be agree-
able to, a small proposition for you, if you are interested, that he
will tell you about in a minute. But first, I thought I would give you
a bit of the history. You see, what we had a few short years ago was
a situation where the only important daily newspaper on PEI was
controlled by those who were very opposed to our new Green Is-
land government, and they were determined to bring us down.
They..."

"Really?!" interrupted Thoreau, "But surely one of the hallmarks
of a modern democracy, even in the early days such as we had in
Concord and indeed throughout the Union, is the wide range of
opinion and newspapers available! Why, in my time there were
dozens of them, every town had at least 3 or 4! - and if one of them
tried to fool the people with lies and other kinds of falsenesses, the
others would expose them immediately, and their reputations take
such a beating they would probably have to close down! Not to
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mention that most citizens were quite intelligent and independent,
and not that easy to fool about things that concerned their lives
and communities! There were a full range of opinions expressed
on every issue that the people wished to discuss, and charlatans of
any sort could not last long in such an atmosphere! If one did not
agree with the editorial stance of the New Concord Times, one sim-
ply had to plop down one's penny for the New Concord News, for
much opinion from the other point of view, and then if one still
was unhappy, there would be someone else writing something else.
So to have some newspaper opposing you would be quite the nor-
mal situation, would it not? With, of course, some other paper sup-
porting you, and thus a vigorous debate about everything is pre-
sented to the public, and they are adequately informed of all sides
of any issue, and can thus make up their own minds with some
confidence that no pertinent facts are unknown to them - surely
this is a good thing?"

"Yes, well, that is the theory, and a good enough one, and that
is more or less how it was in earlier and freer times, and here in
Canada, and this Island too, as well," I replied, with a, I suppose,
somewhat grim grin, this having been another of my sore points
for many years, with scars still not fully healed, "but in the modern
times, the publishing of newspapers has become more and more
concentrated in fewer and fewer hands - it is a very expensive busi-
ness, and only those with quite a lot of money are able to do so in
today's world - and that has gotten ever worse. Why do you know,
Henry, that in the USA today, around 5 giant corporations control
over 90% of the newspaper and television companies in the entire
country?!?! - and the situation is just as bad in Canada - 50 or 75
years ago there were hundreds and hundreds of independent pa-
pers all across the country, several in every major city - now most
have gone out of business, and the others are all owned by a small
handful of businesses - businesses, you might note, who are con-
cerned much more with profit making, and thus creating a country
that allows them to make such profits, than with truthful reporting
of things people need to know about, particularly anything that
might be seen as endangering their ‘right’ to maximize their prof-
its."

"No!" Thoreau sounded truly shocked, as he looked to Paine,
who was nodding in agreement with my statement, a downward
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turn to that broad mouth, frown on the bony brow, "Five compa-
nies controlling 90% of the entire national press?! In a huge coun-
try like the USA?!? Whatever has brought such a terrible state of
affairs about?!? Such a thing is the very antithesis of democratic
debate in a democracy! How are people to be educated, to learn of
the many points of view that any issue will engender?"

"Exactly," I replied, "Such a function would depend entirely
on the good will of those who own the papers, and wealthy capi-
talists and investors are not men of good will today any more than
they were in yours. Thus the people in the modern media world
are treated to a daily monologue on all important issues, rather
than a democratic dialogue, or multi-logue, plus a plethora of trivi-
alities to keep them from thinking of more important things - you’d
be surprised, no doubt, at how many people now wonder about
the sex lives of famous people rather than what their politicians are
up to behind closed doors.

“It is a not only sad but very troubling and dangerous state of
affairs, as today's citizens have been raised from childhood not to
know any better, as the same people who control the newspapers
control the governments and education system, which undoubt-
edly has some considerable amount to do with their credulousness
in the face of such constant lies as well, and perhaps we can speak
more on that some other time soon. But that is the problem - and, to
get back to where I was, was one of the most central problems we
faced when we first got elected. The Colonial was the only wide-
spread daily newspaper on this small island - the whole island be-
ing smaller in population than any town of any size in your coun-
try, or the mainland here - and, as the organ of the former owners
of the Island government, it was dead set against us from the very
beginning, and printed all sorts of stories and opinion pieces from
those we had defeated, offering their wild ideas on how we had
'stolen' the election, or how it somehow wasn't 'fair', and how what
they called 'the legitimate government' was determined to regain
power, and any number of other stories based on nothing but lies
and vicious gossip, designed only to destroy our reputations and
make people wonder if we really were fit to govern!

“We did, and do, of course, get the 'national' Canadian papers
from Toronto, but they are also owned by capitalist investors who
were and are dead set against any sort of government which dares
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question the right of the capitalists to control everything, so their
news and commentary has been even more shrill and less accurate
concerning what we are doing - the Colonial at least has to stay
somewhere near to facts as the people who read the paper can see
for themselves what is actually happening, but their commentary
and editorials have been opposed from the beginning, and more
than willing to shade the truth as much as they thought they could
get away with, as I believe you both have seen already.

“And in a small Island like this, following such a narrow win
and the many controversial ideas we were proposing, the people
were, we feared, quite susceptible to this kind of negative and in-
flammatory commentary being thrown at them day after day after
week after week, with nothing in response - and you can be sure
that the Colonial was giving us next to no space for discussion of
their crazy ideas and slanderous lies. And this was also, of course,
before the AGORA was founded and widespread, and most of those
who were aware of the alternatives available on the internet were
already on our side, so that was not of much use to counter the lies
of the Colonial in the minds of average Islanders."

"But how could such a thing come about?" inquired More, a
frown on his face, "Things seem to be quite free around here, do
they not?"

"Oh indeed, there have been no government laws or anything
against starting a newspaper or anything, but as I said, in the capi-
talist society that had evolved here, and still dominates most of the
western world, almost everything revolved around money, and as
I said, newspapers in this modern world are very expensive things
to produce and distribute - really huge amounts of money are in-
volved, Thomas. And very, very few people can afford to under-
take such an activity anymore, and no capitalist bank is going to
advance loans to start an anti-capitalist newspaper! So the much-
vaunted right of 'freedom of the press', while still more or less in-
tact in spirit or in law, is, in actual practice, as some smart person
once said, pretty much restricted to those who can afford it. And
certainly in today's world you make a major mistake if you con-
fuse 'freedom' with 'responsibility' - free they may be, but they are
not in the least responsible, at least to the general public."

"Well," huffed Henry (he really did huff), "that's not my idea
of 'democracy or 'freedom of the press' - if a society does not make
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every effort to encourage a full range of debate on all issues, how
are those who talk about such things to be aware of all the options,
to talk about them among themselves and decide through reasoned
debate what is the best thing to do?"

"Well, there's another thing I should tell you too," I said, "that
in these times, most people - at least in other places besides here! -
don't actually read newspapers anymore, regardless of the content
- they watch the television instead...."

"Really!?" interjected Henry, "I have watched some of this 'tel-
evision' a few times since arriving here, as I said before, and I must
say, most of it seems to be singularly lacking in anything intelli-
gent, and all the people talking down to me like I have the intelli-
gence myself of a 5-year old when they try to sell me their soap and
other things are quite offensive - surely you aren't suggesting the
people of your time, the citizens, are forming their opinions based
on such nonsense? Why, we had FAR more intelligent debate of
ALL the issues in my time!"

"Heh heh, yes, I am afraid it is so, Henry," I said, with a defi-
nitely grim chuckle, "what you see on that television is indeed the
general tenor of 'debate' of the issues of the day in most of Canada
and the US, 'sound-bite' news, we often call it, as if you can say
anything important in 15 seconds. Most people, it seems, do not
want to be bothered anymore with taking a political or economic
interest in their country, and are happy to watch the television
mostly for entertainment rather than for sharing real news or views.
There has been a general 'dumbing down' of society overall the last
few decades, which I am sure we will be talking about more, and
this turn from newsprint to television has been a central part of it."

"Sounds quite tragic to me," said Henry, a thoughtful, perhaps
even a bit sad, sort of smile on his face as he settled again in his
chair, "Why, the very highest privilege and duty of the citizen is to
look after their community, their democracy, to become informed
of what is happening and participate in the general affairs of the
community, to cherish and guard their democracies - it is quite
mad to trust others to look out for one's own welfare, especially
when those others have goals quite obviously incongruent with
one's own! I would have hoped that our societies would have ad-
vanced considerably by this time - but if the citizens all let them-
selves be led around like sheep by this television thing, and take no
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interest in the running of their government - well, I suppose noth-
ing much good could ever come of that."

"Well, I couldn't agree more, and the situation we faced a few
years ago that we wished to do something about was just so. How-
ever, we can continue with this and other things later today - we
will have time on the train to talk more as we travel around a bit -
but for now, to cut to the heart of the matter," I said with a smile,
"and since we are running a bit late now, and I know Paine is rather
busy at this time, the period following our election victory threat-
ened to become Pyrrhic if we did not soon do something to coun-
teract the extremely inflammatory - "

"- and lying!!!" chirped in Paine, with those great bushy eye-
brows reflecting a gathering thunder - Paine did not take injustice
lightly, or the misuse of his beloved 4th estate -

" - yes, inflammatory and mostly untrue coverage of the new
government. And then one day, as we were sitting - yes, hahaha, I
believe it was!! - as a few of us were taking a small break from the
morning's deliberations at the Province House - the old building I
pointed out that we passed on the way here, our center of govern-
ment - sitting in Zelda's having a coffee and talking things over, a
cool and blustery autumn day so we were sitting inside, a rather
large, strange sort of man walked through the door..."

"Haha! Strange, is it!" interrupted Paine with a laugh! "Well, I
do recall you were somewhat shocked at my appearance that day!
But things were getting rather boring where I was, and as I think
you know, most of you having studied history, I had always made
it my life's work to assist colonies aspiring to democratic ideals -
and I can tell you, news of this Green Island of yours had and has
spread far and wide, in certain circles, and was being viewed with
considerable interest! So against the advice of my companions, most
of whom seemed to feel everyone should be left to sink or swim on
their own merits as have so many others, not to mention I was get-
ting too old for such things, I found my way here, and offered my
services - my services, of course, being best expressed through
pamphleteering of one sort or another! Perhaps I was just itching
for a good fight of some sort - it had been awhile, you know!"

"Yes," I took up the story, "And Tom's appearance was indeed
most timely, not to mention strange - I remember clearly, he just
walked straight up to us, and said 'I hear you're looking for a news-
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paperman - well, you've found him!' We needed a strong editor for
our Island Voice, but were not sure who to turn to! We had many
able people available - but all of them had one rather serious draw-
back, as well. You see, during the previous years, for whatever rea-
son, those of us who were opposed to the Corporate Government
Model of the modern world had somehow become factionalized - I
myself still believe there was a lot of 5th column work, but shan't
get into that sidetrack right now - and our small collection of the
ablest editors were all identified with one or another of these groups
- which, were they to take over the new Voice, would immediately
attract suspicion that the other groups were going to be ignored or
marginalized - that was, you see, the political climate of the times,
crazy though it was, and even though we had just won an amazing
victory and now more than ever needed to work together! We did
not want to present the opportunity to once again have us all di-
vided, all the easier to conquer, while we were still in the earliest
stages of getting on our feet, and quite vulnerable to this and other
things that might have stopped us before we got properly under
way.

"And then out of the blue - as if the answer to a universal plea
of some sort - drops in one Tom Paine, a perfect choice in this time
when we needed a strong, fearless voice, that noone could accuse
of favoring one group or the other - at least on 'our' side of things!"

"Yes, indeed," said Paine, laughing outright now, "And I will
never, never, never forget the looks of outrage and absolute disbe-
lief and astonishment on the looks of that halfwit Cluebells Miss-
ing IV, the editor of the Colonial, and GruellyGreyMatter
Grupplegrisser VIII, the head of the Liberal Law Society which at
that time ran the government and most everything else from be-
hind the scenes, with the first issue of the Green Island Voice.
Hohohoho!!!"

Swivelling his chair around and opening a drawer in the long
shelf-desk behind his meeting desk, Tom pulled out a tabloid-sized
paper and laid it on the desk so we could all see it.

VOL 1 NO 1 Green Island Voice - removing the dew from
your eyes and letting the Light of Truth shine through!

68 point type shot out one word across the top, the entire area
above-the-fold and between the masthead - LIES!

- and then under the fold -
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"It is the unfortunate duty of this Independent Newspaper to
accuse our sad sister publication, the Prince Edward Island Colo-
nial (a somewhat ironic, but entirely appropriate, appellation), of
gross distortion of the truth - so gross, in fact, that their words can
be called little more than outright lies - lies, it would seem, made
intentionally for no other reason than to discredit our new Island
government - the government of, by and for the people of this fair
Island, duly elected in a fair election only a few days ago!...."

- read Paine, in a ringing voice, the anger still creeping into his
voice after all these years.

"Ho ho ho," laughed Thoreau, "Yes, I remember well reading
your Common Sense and Rights of Man, and I think most of what
you wrote at one time or another - never a shy man about getting
in other's faces, were you, Paine? Hohoho!!"

"Hohoho!" laughed Paine in answer, "A dangerous proclivity
in certain circles, too! But true, you know! You find out a great deal
more useful information from accosting a man, a man you know to
be a scoundrel of some sort, face to face and looking straight in
their eyes than you do from somewhere behind their backs!"

"When you live to tell the tale, at any rate!" interjected More,
smiling also, "Such writing must certainly have been a direct chal-
lenge to the rulers here at the time - I know in my time there’d be
quick work for the axeman! And what was their response? In my
day, it was basically the Tower, and/or Off with their Heads!!!" -
he lifted his hand to his neck, feeling as if an old scar or something,
a small contemplative frown briefly crossing his forehead.

"Well, that was certainly the desire here, I think," said Paine,
with a grim smile, "and we were served with papers that same af-
ternoon to appear in court immediately to answer to slander
charges, and to 'cease and desist publication forthwith' etc and etc
until we could prove that we would no longer publish such 'libel'
and had been suitably chastised for the first libel, and posted some
huge bond to ‘guarantee’ our good behavior, but really of course
just an attempt to force us out of business through financial means,
and so on and so forth - basically handing us the shears and order-
ing a self-castration, if you see what I mean, or self-lobotomy, a
procedure most formerly decent papers in this country seem to have
acquiesced to, to judge by what we read these days.

“Well, we, of course, worked overnight and immediately pub-
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lished a special edition, with the summons and affidavits in full - it
appears that the former Masters of the Island, or their lawyers to
whatever extent they differ, were so angry, and worked in such
haste, that they forgot the obligatory 'Gag Order', as such things
are called, to keep the people from understanding what their lead-
ers are actually up to, and are apparently a regular tool of the gov-
ernments of this time when they are doing something reprehensi-
ble they wish the public kept ignorant of for as long as possible,
against publication - a fatal mistake! - although, heh heh, we likely
would have ignored such a thing anyway and taken our chances
with the people -  and I must say, the people were in the streets
within hours of publication that evening and the next day, like a
smoldering volcano ready to erupt.

"They knew, you see, that what we said was entirely true, and
the Colonial had indeed been publishing slanderous lies themselves
- Bigelow and some others had indeed tried to use the courts to
stop them, but Stephen's case was outright refused by the courts, if
you can imagine!!! - on the ridiculous excuse of 'free commentary
in a democratic society' or some such thing - which, hohohoho,
obviously did not extend to us! - but it was just another instance of
the sort of double-standards common in the corporate governments
that ruled at that time - and still do in most places, for that matter.

“The Islanders, though, being country folk, fishers and farm-
ers for the most part or no more than a generation removed
therefrom, are well familiar with the smell of fresh bullshit, if you'll
excuse the language hohoho, and although they let a fair amount
of it go by in their governments, having little choice they know of,
they also at that time were quite disgusted with the corruption that
had become so obvious in the previous government, so blatant, so
insulting to the people, and much to our pleasure and good for-
tune (and I think, you might say, their own good fortune as well!),
they decided that they would let the Old Guard know that they
had had about enough, that they voted as they did in that election
for some very good reasons, and they wanted us to at least have a
chance with our new Green Island government.

“Happily enough, our lawyer gave the Colonial et al enough
excuses the next day in court to force them to withdraw all of the
charges - it seemed touch and go for awhile, but there was a large
crowd gathered outside the courthouse that did not appear to be in
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a mood to accept a ruling they did not approve of, and although I
think it was a close call, they did give in to the popular will for a
change. There were many factors, of course - such as the Canadian
media itself, not yet understanding what had happened, was giv-
ing the appearance of at least partially fair coverage they tried to
maintain to keep the readership of those Canadians who still had
some capacity for thinking and analysis, and to allow the Colonial
application would have been a bit blatant in terms of what most
Canadians perceived as a still democratic society. For the time be-
ing, anyway - which was enough for us at the time - one day at a
time was all we could deal with then. And, as it would appear, to a
large extent still are ...."

Just then the door opened behind us, and the young lady named
Fannie poked her head in, somewhat more composed than when
we first saw her, which did not make her any less lovely. Had I not
been very happily married already ....

She nodded to the three of we guests, then, head high, walked
quickly the few steps to and around the desk, Paine watching with
eyes wide and face ready to thunder. Or so it appeared. Not in the
least intimidated, Fannie stepped behind Paine, wrapped her arms
around his head, and gave him a slow mushy slurpy kiss on top of
it. Paine reddened a bit.

“Please forgive our little display earlier, Mr Bigelow and
guests,” she said after a few very quiet seconds had passed and she
raised her head with a slightly impish grin and a serious but not
overly so look on her face, “the old man and I sometimes don’t see
eye to eye on some things - but then there are others we quite do
agree on. As you see, he’s not eating me now, or losing his temper.
And thus I hope it shall be for many years to come - he’s quite an
old dear, once you get beyond the bear teeth and make allowances
for some old-fashioned ideas - which you can do because he has
many more very good ideas, and does try to get updated on the
old models, with my help.”

And she smiled briefly as she let him go, this time rubbing his
head fondly with one hand as he tried to hold back a grin but could
not hold back the red spreading through his cheeks.

"But Stephen," she said, looking at me, "I am sorry to interrupt,
but Brittany is on the phone, and she says it's important... I’ve left



266 Green Island Book I:  Greenways

the phone on the front counter ..."

I rose from my chair, asking the others to excuse me for a
minute, and, with the sight of Paine reaching for Fannie’s wrist
and pulling her down on his knee as he made some remark, with a
smile, to More and Thoreau, made my way to the front desk where
a phone lay on the desk beside the cradle, reaching in my pocket as
I walked and pulling out my cellphone to check the battery, and
noting that at some point I must have turned it off during the ear-
lier excitement and forgotten to turn it back on, a habit various
people chided me for, but I often did anyway.

"Hi, Love," I said, picking up the phone, "What's up? You're
lucky you caught me, we're running a bit late right now, after a
small adventure I'll tell you about later - but how are things with
you?"

"Oh, Stephen," came the voice over the phone line, sounding
upset, angry, "I'm glad I caught you, you’re going to have to stop
turning off your cell so often! - I might not have time for the rest of
the day, we're going to be busy - I don't know what's going on, but
that goddamned son of a bitch Black and his oldtime buddies have
managed to get an Appearance Order issued already today - for
Wednesday  morning!!"

"Wednesday!" I exclaimed, "but they can't do that! That's two
days away! There always has to be time, and a hell of a lot more
than two days!"

"Well, in normal legal proceedings there has to be time - but as
you know, the PEI courts have never been any more truly legal
than courts anywhere else in this country - worse than most, prob-
ably - and they seem to have convinced that senile old idiot Judge
Fitzaltzheimerousheadupass, who should have been forced into
retirement decades ago - to sign this order. They say the matter is
so urgent it cannot wait, due protections will be followed, blah blah
blah - the shit they have to say in case the stuff gets into the press
somewhere outside that asks any questions, the ol CYA stuff. But
basically, they are saying that the thing is so urgent because it may
expose new important information concerning the parties in the
referendum that the citizens have a right to know beforehand - and
you know what they mean by that!"

"Oh, really!" I interjected in disgust, "but we've been through
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all that before, and it's all bullshit - and they know it! We can ..."
"You know it's bullshit, and I know it's bullshit, and undoubt-

edly THEY know it's bullshit - but all they have to do is create a
question in the minds of a bunch of the voters here at that crucial
time just before the vote before we have time to respond. It's a lot
easier to throw bullshit than clean it up later, basic political crap
101 as you well know - you know this Friday is not 100% an open
and shut situation, even though the whole thing is pretty much
decided after months of debate and fine-tuning on AGORA and
almost everyone admits things are far better here than they have
ever been. You know there are still a lot of older people who just
don't like the size of the change who might be susceptible to this
kind of thing if pushed by people they know and still have some
fear of politically.

“The old days are not that far away yet, and a lot of other peo-
ple whose families lived good lives under the government patron-
age for generations wouldn't mind getting that privilege back again
to hold their heads higher than their neighbors if they thought there
was a real chance, and there are, I have been learning, still quite a
lot of people worried about the outside threats as well and are no
more than a solid push away from going back to the old habits of
tugging their freaking forelocks to the squire like they're used to
rather than standing tall on their own bloody feet if the fear factor
gets ratcheted up enough - and if this gets going again right now,
with the Colonial going crazy with its lies again - well, who knows
what could happen? It's a cusp time, Stephen, this week, and things
can happen fast at cusps and one thing that means for sure is there
are no certainties about anything. I - what?? - oh, excuse me Stephen,
I really have to go! - I don't have any other info beyond what I've
told you, but I'm meeting with Annie and Fred and a couple of
others, and stuff is happening - so I don't know what time I'll get
home tonight, if at all - god I'd better call Lily and tell her! - but
we'll talk later this afternoon, ok? Gimme a call from a train some-
where or something??"

"Geezus, that's terrible!" I replied, "But if you're really sure
you're okay for now, I'll carry on with our own plans - what we're
doing could have a positive effect as well on everything too, as
we've talked about. But for sure we'll keep in touch today, and you
phone too if anything urgent comes up that I can help with or you
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want me for - I can be back here in a couple of hours, one way or
another, if needed, and you know I’d drop it all in a second for
you, Brit. Okay then, love - let me see, like I said, we're running a
bit behind here, too, and I was thinking of putting off the trip up
east until tomorrow anyway, so maybe I'll do that, and we'll talk
about the rest of it all later. Take care Brit, and I'll talk to you later..."

"Wait, wait, Big," Brittany replied, "you all go on with your
plans - I know how important it is to you - and to us, too, really, all
of us. And I don't think there's much you could do here anyway -
we've got things under control as much as they can be, and it's
mostly going to be a lot of legal talk and preparation and cold pizza
probably. So you go on, hon, and have a good day - and we'll talk
later, ok? And Big, since you're there, you might tell Paine to watch
his backside too - the Voice is really important right now, and it
wouldn't surprise me if they try something with that too - all they
need to do is close its doors for a couple of days at this time, like
taking your best player off the ice at the last couple of minutes of a
tight game just when you need her most..."

"Good thought, Brit, I'll do that - I'll call the GRIPP office and
get a couple down here for protection - and why don't you fax over
a copy of your docs, and he can let people know what is happening
on that front too - publicity is our friend, evil only flourishes when
left to operate with no publicity in the dark, as you know. Ok -
we'll talk later - good luck, lov! Love you!"

As I hung up the phone, and turned to go back and fetch Henry
and Thomas for our first exploration of Green Island, and tell Paine
of Brit's concerns and about getting some GRIPPs, I was thinking
that it was shaping up to be a most interesting few days, although
rather more in the sense of the old Chinese saying than a new book
one was looking forward to reading.

And so they would be. So they would be.
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Chapter 15

The One IV

My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings:
Look on my works, ye mighty, and despair!

W
e could all hear clearly enough what the speakers were
saying, and it was in no language anyone had ever heard
- it didn't seem to be very sophisticated, though, as there

was quite a lot of sign language as well, drawing symbols in the
dirt, body language (thumps to the ear with an accompanying fear-
some glare), that sort of thing. Regardless of the apparent simplicity
of the language, however, it seemed able enough to deal in fairly
complicated concepts according to some kind of running translation
in our brain, of what it all meant - and there didn't seem to be much
doubt about it all - there were no discontinuities between the words
we were hearing and the actions we were watching.

The night scene was lit from flickering firelight from torches in
holders along the walls, which enclosed a rather large, well appointed
chamber of some sort, with rough wood frame and roof but various
decorated cloth hangings on the wall to add a suggestion of a couple
of steps removed from caves or simple mud and thatch huts or some-
thing. There were three males present, one sitting in a quite nicely
designed and constructed wooden chair at the head of a table upon
which lay some food remnants and goblets of drink, a second in a
more common chair also at the table, and the third squatting on the
floor between them at the corner of the table. They were dressed in
cotton robes of similarly decreasing elegance, barefoot, leather san-
dals could be seen beside the door on the dirt floor of the dwelling.
All, that is to say, to suggest these were not cavemen of some sort,
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but rather more advanced in their societal ways. I recalled from some
distant reading that what we were seeing, anthropologically speak-
ing, meant we were seeing something from an agrarian based soci-
ety with fixed abodes rather than hunter-gatherers, with time for
division of labour and thus the construction of permanent dwell-
ings, primitive though they might be in the beginning, and thus again
accumulation of goods, and that such things begin to translate into
wealth, however that wealth is counted or divided. And then we
begin to have some problems with the division of that wealth ....

The man who appeared to be the dominant one in the group,
seated at the head of the table, long straight black hair framing a
long narrow face with oval black eyes, a muscular looking lean up-
per body with broad shoulders and shining tan skin where visible,
spoke to the other man at the table.

"Mephi," he said, draining the wine from his goblet and care-
lessly dropping it in the direction of the servant on the floor, who
ably caught it and scurried around to the other side of the table to
refill it from a larger jug, carefully setting it back in front of the
speaker, who acknowledged his actions in no way, then scurrying
back around to his corner, "I really want to build a big home to live
in, with many rooms and embellishments, and slaves and lissome
young maidens, and not work every day like everyone else, chasing
grasshoppers from the grain heads or drying the fishing nets in the
hot sun or tending the cooking fires or whatever. I would rather be
spending my time with the sweet girls, or on horseback chasing the
antelopes, my evenings in feasting and song and games with my
comrades. I would have many servants to bring my wine and wash
my robes and make me comfortable in every way.

“And I think I have that right, because I am big and strong and
other men fear me and I can take food or women from them when I
want. Indeed, I can do a lot of things now - but keeping the people in
the village under control by personal fear - " and here there was a
casual if solid backhand thump to the side of the head of the serv-
ant, who immediately fell upon the floor cringing, " - is tiring, day
after day, as many resist and I cannot defeat many together if they
resist strongly, and others constantly run away and it is boring chas-
ing them all the time and beating them into submission every day,
and having to listen to their whining about how unfair it all is and
asking me what is wrong with me that I behave thusly and do not
support the community - I know not what they mean. There must be
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a better way for me to have what I wish, when I wish it, without this
constant bother!"

I saw the Blackness had taken some interest in the proceedings
here, the tiniest of smiles lifting his upper lip from the yellow
boarfangs, as if he was remembering something pleasant, or amus-
ing. And in the swirling void floated by what appeared to be a swirl-
ing birthday cake (made of something that looked like brown mud
with a black icing in which tiny tortured figures writhed in pain,
burning from the heads like candles) with one large candle rising
from the center (I record only, the candle appeared to be a thick
black phallus with oversized testicles, flame shooting from the top),
and a small dark figure barely visible in the surrounding darkness
in black silhouette reaching a small trembling hand out for the cake,
very puzzling, until I realized some time later what it probably meant.
The One also noted - s/he seemed to miss little. The Blackness moved
its eyes slightly to meet the stare of The One full on, then with the
smallest lift of its chin and turning down of the smile - I cannot say
for sure, but had I made such a gesture, it would have meant some-
thing like "..and not a damn thing you can do about it...". But that's
just a guess.

But the one called Mephi did have a certain hint of something
not quite right somewhere about him, his somewhat shifty eyes per-
haps, rarely actually meeting the eyes of the one he was speaking
with, or perhaps - I noted with some surprise - the tufts of hair on
either side of the top front of his head creating shadows that looked,
in certain aspects of the flickering light, not unlike the ebony horns
of the Blackness. It is said there is always a sign. But it's also been
said some of us have an overactive imagination, and experience has
lent some credibility to that idea at least.

"Yes, Great One," Mephi said, glancing at the man who had spo-
ken first somewhat out of the side of his eyes, "I have seen your
frustration with the others in the tribe who do not wish to be your
servants, to acknowledge your strength and prowess and pay right-
ful homage to one so blessed, but are somewhat stubbornly retain-
ing their foolish traditional values of freedom and all being equal to
live their own lives and make their own decisions, and hold coun-
cils from time to time about things that concern everyone where all
speak and come to a decision based on the wishes of all, in the way
of the women. Their fathers and mothers lived so, and to hear them
talk the fathers and mothers before that, and again before that, as
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long as the memory goes. But I understand well your feelings also,
Great One, that because you are so tall and strong and fair of fea-
tures and desired by all the young women for your prowess in the
bed and the hunt, as was your father before you, and your strength
with which you defeat all the other warriors in the fight-play, that
you should have some special privilege for your greatness - and I
would help you if I could."

"I have been thinking, Mephi, about something you reminded
me of the other day, although I am sure I had the idea first, you
certainly are too stupid to think of anything yourself," answered the
other after another moment, "that perhaps there is something we
could do about the many small spirits our people call to and pay
homage to from time to time - the spirits they call to of the earth, and
the sky, and the waters of the Great River that come and recede, and
the thanks they offer to the spirits of the animals we kill for food,
and the others that they sometimes give gifts and other tributes to
hoping to receive some favors in return. No one has ever actually
met such a spirit that I know of - certainly I have never, and you
would think that if there were any real spirits and they were going
to speak with someone, they would surely speak with the strongest
in the tribe. Maybe there is some way we can devise to use the be-
liefs of our people to convince them to at least listen to me some-
what more than they seem inclined to do without all of this tiresome
violence day after day after frigging day, and maybe if I can get
them to listen to me, I can start getting them to do things I want
them to do..."

Mephi sat silently contemplating these words for some time,
then raised his head deferentially to his master and spoke quietly, a
certain mesmerizing effect seeming to be around the words, from
the softness with which he spoke, the cadences he used, almost seem-
ing to draw the other towards him.

"Yes, my Lord, my Lord, my Lord. Presently the spirits are small
and no-one assigns them any real significance - but what if we were
to meet a large and powerful spirit - I wonder, my Lord, if we could
somehow tell the people that you have indeed met with such a spirit
or spirits, and this spirit has named you as its personal friend here in
this village, and this spirit had befriended you because of your great
prowess and abilities, and had given you messages to pass to the
people - "

"Not just friend, Mephi, representative!" interrupted the leader,
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taking a deep draught from his glass, " - the one who speaks with
them, and conveys their wishes to the people ...."

"Yes! Their personal representative here on The Land!"
"Ha ha ha!!! It would never work! The people would never be-

lieve such nonsense! They only half believe in the little nymphs and
fairies now, the ceremonies are done as much for their own pleasure
and entertainment and group bonding as any real belief in the spir-
its they name, and they offer only such tribute as they can readily
part with as it pleases them to feel some special contact with the
river and the warm south wind, as if they actually had life which
they do not in reality as all well know - without some proof, they
would never accept the idea of a big and powerful one!"

"Ha ha! It does sound strange, but I think you could do it! You
are a natural leader already - this would be but one small step higher!
Some would resist, but others would welcome you! You well know
yourself, there are many in the tribe who are independent and go
their own way, and those might be disinclined to believe that you
have some special relationship with beings that are, after all, imagi-
nary, as we well know and others well know also - but there are
many others who are little different than the sheeps in the fields,
many of the women are timid and thus easily led and desire the
strength of a man to protect them, and then the small men who do
not have the testicles that a real man has, and gladly take direction
from any strong enough to give it to avoid a beating and scavenge
the pickings of the scatterings of the strong, or to associate with as
protection against others - and those who are content to grow the
grain in the fields and share with all to curry favor where it might be
curried.

“And those few who truly do not choose to follow - well, the
great new god might well show his displeasure at such in rather - ah
- permanent ways... And those who are left - follow the strong Lord
who protects them from the wrath of the New God, and bestows
those who behave appropriately with his favors. And you, my lord,
as the personal friend of this God, become the Master of the village,
for none dare disobey or the anger of the New God is great and
visited upon many! And then, my Lord, and then - well, the favors
of the lissome women, the kneeling of the warriors, and much more,
all would follow ...."

The man at the head of the table was silent as he rubbed his
head with a large hand, and then a dejected look appeared on his
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face, as he reached again for his goblet of drink.
"No, no, it could never happen. Old Ephie, who has helped raise

me since I was a babe and still swats me fearlessly and mocks me
with cruel laughter and words when she is displeased with me, Old
Ephie knows much and would never accept such a fantastical tale -
especially from me, whom she has caught many times in the inno-
cent tales of my youth, wanting only to avoid some unpleasant chore
or acquire a little extra fruit from the harvest or entice a fair sweet
nymph into my bed once again!"

"Yes, Lord - but, as you said, 'Old' Ephie. And old people often
just keel over one day and speak no more nor swat no more ears,
Lord. Or sometimes are called to the bedside of another old friend in
some far off place - and return no more from such a long journey...."

And they carried on talking thusly throughout the evening, and
into the night and into the morning, and then again other nights,
until the wine was finished and they were too satiated to try to rouse
the servant once more and send him for another flagon, and the Great
Hunter high in the sky to greet the new day that was approaching.
And one morning, after many nights of such talking, the one called
Mephi drifted off to sleep, joining the servant who had been sleep-
ing for some time in the corner, having been finishing the dregs in
both the goblets and earthenware jugs as he refilled them, unaware
of being the proverbial fly on the wall that so many have wanted to
be...

... and that morning, some time later, as the sun touched the
peaks of the mountains off to the east, the tall strong man rose only
a little unsteadily, but full of the great dream the drink had bestowed,
and pushed open the supple tanned sheepskin that served as a door
to the small dwelling, the dwelling that others in earlier times might
have thought a veritable castle, but himself thought far below his
station, and went outside to watch the light return to the land, as he
often enjoyed, loving this short time when he was alone and could
dream as he wished, before the peasants started doing their peasant
things and called him to more earthly duties.

To his land, he thought, one day my land. As the sun blazed
across the sand and the Great River through the palm trees that
shaded the house from the worst of the heat of the days, the man's
eyes began to blaze in the reflection of the sun with excitement at
the great things he was thinking, the new possibilities he was seeing
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down this new path that his kind had never trod before, the great
majestic regular shapes he saw the tall mountains carved into before
him as the effects of the weariness and the wine and the sun brought
him great dreams... who better to be the all-powerful God than the
bright fierce Sun itself? And who better to be the embodiment of
God here by the Great River other than himself???

At some time Mephi, always a dawn riser with the other peas-
ants, had joined the man, who now looked at him.

And then, indicating the land before them with a great sweep
of his strong arm, the man spoke.

"I see now a new day coming, as the new sun comes over the
mountains. It will be thus, Mephi, it will be thus!! ..."

"Yes, it is a great dream, a powerful dream," answered Mephi
by and by, rousing from his nap and taking his master by the arm to
lead him into the cot on the floor of the small dwelling so he did not
fall asleep on the sand and suffer the effects of the sun and the pass-
ing people pissing on his prostrate form in derision on top of the
hangover, "and it will surely be as you say, for the new Sun God.

“And for you, my Faro."

We began to hopscotch forward - scattered scenes through time,
showing brief impressions of many things - a scene of Faro on the
steps of a dwelling with a small band of unremarkable followers
behind him, talking to a crowd of people, obviously inveigling with
apparently little success, as some rotten fruit smashed on the steps
at his feet, and a number of people could be seen laughing as if at a
great joke and walking away - then Faro and some others engaged
in a battle, with bloody spears and screaming dying men, and other
battles - Faro becoming older and even stronger and more imposing
in maturity with fancier dress and armaments and more and better
armed followers each time - a group of thugs slitting a throat in the
dark of the night, entering a household and slaughtering a family -
Faro seated at the upper level of what was evidently a small temple,
people kneeling around him, and in the background the beginnings
of what was obviously a crude stone pyramid. As we lingered for a
moment on this last scene we could see that Faro was an elderly
man, and as we all watched in awed silence at what we were seeing,
the lost beginnings of the Egyptian dynasty that was to dominate
that part of the world for thousands of years, his attention was ap-
parently caught by something he saw, and he turned his head and
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apparently was looking right at us - and then we realized he was not
only looking right at us, but he was here with us - some kind of
instant seamless segue had occurred.

The elderly Faro was now with us in the Green Island Court
House, or at least in the spinning Tao sphere that had taken over the
Green Island Court House, about, as we then saw, to be questioned
by the One, who stood in all his/er ineffable majesty in the same
place, with us yet somewhere far far away, we should never forget
our status as amoebic motes in the greater scheme of things, all hu-
man hubris aside. And Faro, who struggled to rise from his throne,
a dawning look of anger and frustration on his features.

"Be still, Faro - you may be as godking where you are, but there
are powers in the universe that are far beyond your understanding
and authority to which you are nothing, and it is time for you to
answer to them," rumbled the voice of the One.

We could see anger flash in Faro's eyes as he glanced only briefly
at the One before he returned to struggling with invisible bonds that
held him fast in his chair, although still able to move his arms, and
his implacable resistance to such a situation. No doubt at this time
in his life he was somewhat more used to giving orders than receiv-
ing them - but the One was having none of it.

"FARO!!!!" the voice echoed throughout the courtroom, and
apparently throughout the Faro's village as well, as we could see the
dozens of people still gathered around where he was sitting (it was
that kind of segue - a really weird thing - he was there and here
both, at the same time, and we could see not only him but much of
his surroundings, as if he was on a high platform of some kind) im-
mediately fall on their faces.

"FARO! Be still! Do not resist! Answer my questions and all will
be as it was! It is not my purpose here to change what has gone
before or punish you for your many crimes against these people of
the universe in your time - merely to ascertain some history for pur-
poses of my own, in this time of my own that is not your time! Do
you hear and understand, Faro?!?"

Strong leaders who have made their own destiny are not usu-
ally stupid people, although often arrogant, with some reason, and
so it was with Faro, who had come a long way in many ways since
we first saw him, evidently. Somewhat grim-faced, staring appar-
ently at the One with less awe than many others had shown, al-
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though not having seen all the others had seen either, he relaxed
slightly where he sat and nodded his head briefly one time to show
his acceptance of the situation, at least for now. His fists were
clenched where they rested on the arms of his throne, however, and
his eyes flashing with anger.

"Know that I am the Faro, whoever you are that dares speak
thusly to me, and all fear me and obey my commands and dare not
look on my face without permission!" he spoke through partly
clenched teeth, "And although for this time you appear to have the
advantage of me, when I find your weakness I will strike and you
will die. Slow and painfully. None resist Faro and live!"

This brought a small smile to the One.
"Indeed!" s/he replied, "And that would be a blow felt in many

and far places, well beyond your imagination, were it ever to fall!
But now tell me, Faro, how have you made all of these people who
once were free and strong sentient beings, striving for a better time
in their lives and for their children, bow to your bidding? Do they
all love you so much that they have willingly given their lives to
your command?"

"They do!" replied the Faro, sweeping his arm at everyone
around where they lay, "They love their Godking! Shall I show you
how much? Release these bonds and I shall show you how willingly
they give their blood for me! I shall have ten thousand of them form
a living and dying bridge across the Great River for me!"

"No, there shan't be any killing falsely in my name, Faro," re-
plied The One, doing something to the air so that the commands
Faro was apparently shouting to those below him had no sound,
"and I would there had been far less in yours. But you call yourself
'Godking'? Do your people believe you to be a god, then, Faro?"

"They know me to be God, the only God they have ever known
or ever will - the Sun God. The Sun is their life and the Sunking is
their God. What else do you call one with the power of life and death,
as I have over all my peoples?"

"We might call such a one many names, Faro - but 'god' is not
one of them, in this hour of Truth. You and I know, Faro, there are
no gods, is it not so?"

"I do not know what you know, you who question me. For me,
I do not know to say with certainty if there are gods or not. Indeed I
have met none personally - but it seems there should be gods. There
are many powerful forces we cannot explain and have no control
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over - the Great River floods and ebbs rather than running peace-
fully all year through, the fire and thunder in the sky are awesome
beyond the power of words to express when they become aroused,
for reasons we do not comprehend!, the seas wide beyond imagina-
tion, the stars in the sky numberless, the mystery of life itself be-
yond comprehension, and then the cessation of life, the absence of
life in the once beautiful eyes of my beloved, the drying and wrin-
kling of the once soft skin, the - how does life spring from the seed in
my loins, my many sons as numerous now as I cannot even count
anymore, and the sons and the sons and sons of the sons and sons -
how can we ever understand such things if not for gods? Why should
there not be gods? And if there are gods - why should I not be one of
them? Maybe indeed there are gods, and they create themselves! It
is what I wished - and the strong take what they wish, as I have
unarguably done, and the weak die. It is ever the law here, we see it
every day in the forest and the sea and the sky. And so it came to
pass. And so I am the king, and I am the god!"

Faro, sweeping his arm inclusively at the construction around
his throne, "Look around me, you who challenge me about some-
thing you call 'truth'! Truth is what I say is truth! Look at the great
truths I have created, and feel appropriate awe! Never before on this
world have such truths been manifest!"

But the One was not buying this particular argument.
"Truth, Faro? TRUTH?!?!?" The One was showing some anger

again. "Truth??? let us look back once again, and see the color of
your 'truth' ....."

- and another folding of the space-time thing. I wondered some-
where in the back of my head (I have never been able to stop that) if
our tv people could work this out - the educational tv opportunities
just boggled the mind. But there was no time to think about things
like that - the younger Faro was once again speaking -

"... let me test the truth of what you say ...."
"Noone questions the word of Faro!" I could see him again try-

ing to rise from his throne, unable to restrain his anger and impa-
tience with his situation, but apparently still unable to break the
bonds. His eyes blazed in anger - lots of life left in the ancient body
yet, it appeared.

"SILENCE FARO!" The air around Faro almost literally quiv-
ered as he became silent once again, "Do not let your hubris over-
whelm you! You are now in the presence of Truth, the one great
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power in the Universe, and we will do as we will, question as we
will, and you will sit silently!"

And so he did, but his eyes were not silent at all.
From the ground below one figure, apparently picked at ran-

dom, now did the space-time-fold thing and was there hovering in
the air next to Faro, although apparently not aware of this, as her
eyes seemed somewhat glazed, and she took no interest in what was
occurring around her. We could see she was older - perhaps the choos-
ing was not entirely random, as the questioning would indicate.

The Voice instructed, then asked "You will speak only true words
to me at this time. Do you love your Faro truly?"

The old woman did not respond immediately, but various emo-
tions ran over her face, and then she spoke.

"I must say I love Faro and honor and worship him every day,
but in the inner regions of my heart and being, mostly I fear Faro,
and might not love him so if it would not mean my death to say so.
I remember still when we had plenty and freedom in our villages
here, and happiness and security and a good life in our families, and
no ruler or king or god until he began his killing. It was a simpler
life, to be sure, but one I know most would joyously return to, rather
than what we have now. I do not love him, in truth, but I must say I
do every day or he will visit horrible and cruel deaths on my chil-
dren and my family and myself if I do not prostrate myself at his
feet and obey his every command without question. Love is not fear,
I think - but I have not known anything else for many years, and my
children and grandchildren have never known anything else."

"Faro says you all love him dearly."
A pause.
"No, it is not so. He lies. He lies to you as he lied to us. We fear

him and pretend to love him, but would tear the beating heart from
his body in an instant like he has torn so many himself if we but had
the opportunity."

"He lies no longer on this day, but it may be he believes his
untruths in his great disconnect, his great insanity. But this is what I
do not entirely understand, even yet, what we who have long left
the immature ways behind cannot grasp with your species. Why
did you honor his lies? You were many, he even with his men few -
why did you follow him? Before Faro there were no lies of conse-
quence in your village, no gods. Why did you leave that life to fol-
low Faro and live in fear as you do? "
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"We did not do so willingly, at first. Faro talked of some new
god he had met, and we laughed and mocked him - we did not
believe in gods, not really, only a common spirit life between our-
selves and other living things, and the great mysteries also. But Faro
demanded our obedience to this new god. Many resisted. And those
strong enough to lead, to oppose him, died in the night in mysteri-
ous ways, and many others in open conflict in the day as well, with
Faro always having many and more strong men to help him kill and
intimidate, and he kept saying how his new Sun God was making
him strong and victorious. By the time we realized how serious he
was, how great the danger, how mad, truly, it was all but over, with
the many strong men of stupid brains following Faro and the few
strong men of true hearts dead beside us. And then the Faro and his
companion, his first counsel and advisor and general he called Preest,
began to take our children at a young age and teach them in his
ideas, his ways, what he wanted them to believe - and children know
not how to defend themselves, or resist the lies, they can be taken
from their true parents with shiny gifts and lies - their instincts natu-
rally draw them to those who offer protection and fulfillment of their
desires, even if that fulfillment is sweets of no substance and the
'protection' is a cruel hoax leading only to enslavement.

“They have no experience to detect such wiles at a young age,
and by the time they would be old enough the parts of their brains
that might save them are completely subverted to the Faro's ways,
and in all important ways they are like mindless automatons, robots
of the Faro. And then in time these children grow and those who do
not join the priesthood themselves marry and have children them-
selves and, knowing nothing else, would teach their children the
lies the Faro taught them. And so it progressed - in two generations
the Sun God of Faro was a reality in the village and in the minds of
the people, whether or not it really existed. With many to build big
temples, and many to train as warriors, and young ambitious men
coming from far away after hearing of the Sun King and wanting to
share his glory and wealth, Faro took other villages one by one, ex-
panding his empire each and every year of his long life, and went
through the same process of killing those strong or smart enough to
oppose and teaching the young his ways - and with such violent
culling and selection it was not long before we had a ruling class of
Faro and his followers, and a slave class of those too weak of heart
or arm to resist. And soon too we had also a priest class, calling
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themselves the servants of the Sun God, but in reality making them-
selves the rulers of the people of Faro. There are few who under-
stand this, and we dare not speak, or we die."

A rending. The woman was gone, and in her place sat a priest
of the Sun God Faro. Faro himself sat as if turned to stone, saying
nothing, apparently unable to, but his eyes blazing in anger.

"And tell us, priest as you call yourself, how is it you came to be
a servant of this Sun God?"

The 'priest', an older man evidently used to respect, assumed a
pious look. "I was called by the Sun God - " he began, and then his
long, wavering scream ripped through the air for what seemed like
endless seconds until it was cut short as we could see him hanging
and spinning in mid-air as if held by a great invisible hand, his tongue
being extracted quite painfully and bloodily by some invisible means
from his mouth. The scream was cut short as the tongue gave a final
short resistance and then jerked free, reduced to a pathetic sort of
gurgling rasping sound, as some internal connection was severed,
but the eyes were bulging in terror and pain, every muscle in his
body spasming and twitching. And as his tongue was dropped at
his feet on the sand, and the man dropped to his knees, hands clutch-
ing at his throat, terrified eyes like great bloodshot globes shifting
from his still quivering tongue to something in the sky, dark red
blood dripping from his mouth, the Voice spoke, calmly but with a
sense of deep anger that was unmistakable.

"Do not lie to me, human. This is a time of Truth, how many
times must I say it before you believe in your hearts, where the Truth
must be known? You know as do I there was no god to do any such
calling, thus no such call was made. Tell us how you came to be a
servant of this Faro who calls himself Sun God, an oppressor of the
people of your land, their murderer and torturer, tell us truthfully,
tell us now."

- and again the priest - the man - was standing whole - but the
ordeal not forgotten, never to be forgotten by him or anyone in the
court room who had observed those shocking seconds, the sweat
pouring from his terror-stricken face as he was quick to reply, his
voice quivering in fear of more pain, rasping and quaking as he spoke.

"I - I - oh, not again, not again! - I will tell all, and truthfully! I
was ambitious as a young man, I did not crave the life of work and
obedience I saw was the life of my fellow villagers - I saw that the
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priests who served the Godking Faro wielded great power, traveled
freely, had the best quarters and food and females - I thought that
maybe I could become such a priest ...."

"And did you ever believe in the Sun God, priest?"
"I - I do not remember clearly when I was young, I may have in

some meaningless way - but I never believed in this creation of the
Faro, no, as an adult, never."

"Then why did you pretend to, human? Why did you tell all
your brother and sister citizens that they must bow down and wor-
ship this imaginary being? Why did you rip the living hearts from
so many screaming sacrifices in the name of this imaginary being,
and cause such death and suffering to so many as they fell in num-
berless numbers building the monuments and temples your Faro
demanded - for something you did not yourself believe in? Why did
you do so with joy in your heart at the immense pain you levied on
your fellow humans? What terrible thing was in your heart and soul
that you could behave so?"

"I think you know well the answer, you who question!" the man
who was known as Faro's priest averted his eyes, and spoke only
softly.

- an image of a human figure on a huge rack, being rent limb
from limb, knowledge of unbelievable agony flashed through the
void around us - the priest looked up, terror in his eyes -

"Speak priest! This is a day of Truth I say yet again! We would
hear it from your own tongue, if you wish to keep that organ in your
mouth for longer than it takes you to even consider refusing!"

"Yes, yes, of course - "
- no will to resist the certainly of that pain -
" - I desired the power, of course! It was as I had believed - the

priests live lives of great luxury, unimaginable luxury, in the land of
the Sun King! We have the finest foods, the finest young women are
brought to our chambers to serve our every desire, we go where we
will and command what we will and we wield the great power over
the people! Who would say no to such a life?!? It is far better, in my
mind, to be the user of the sacrificial knife than the receiver of it, the
wielder of the whip than the one with the bleeding back screaming
in pain at each blow, the one receiving the honor than the one on his
knees! - surely this is not difficult to comprehend! There are those
who know no other way, who see no other way than to be the sheep
of the Faro's flock - and then there are those who see a way out of the
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flock, who see a way to become the shepherd, who dare to be above
the herd, who understand that the deceptions you speak of are as
nothing to those who let themselves be so used - and those who can
do so - do! It is as it always has been, you who speak in judgement of
us surely know that!"

"Did you never feel guilt, or compunction, about leading so
many of your fellow humans into lives that were very obviously
pale shadows of the lives they lived previously, pale shadows of the
lives they might have lived, sad and broken souls in misery where
there might have been joyous and free souls?"

The priest lowered his head. His voice softened. A pause, a short
pause, ever mindful that nothing but the Truth would be accepted
on this day -

"Yes, there were times I felt some guilt, some sadness at the
lives of the people, some consideration for those who were once my
family, my neighbors..."

"Then why, again, I ask, did you persist with your lies? Why
did you not go among the people and tell them the truth, and throw
open the locked doors of the souls and tell them all to go forth and
be free in the world, throw this Faro to the ground and rend HIS evil
heart from his body and set your people free?!?"

"Oh, hahahahaha!!!!!! very impossible, unthinkable, your rip-
ping my tongue from my head would be like a mercy compared to
what the Sun King would do!!! The Sun King has many spies, and
anyone who even thinks out loud of betraying him is quickly on the
sacrificial altar, quickly - or slowly - losing eyes and fingers and
teeth and testicles! One or two have actually managed to go to the
people and start talking as you suggest, but they were horribly dead
within hours of leaving the temple! So the combination of the great
rewards for obedience to the Sun King, and the terrible punishment
for disobedience, keeps those of us who might feel compassion from
daring to try to help the people achieve any freedom. But truthfully,
you must well know, you who speak with such power, that most
priests feel no such compassion - people who feel thusly usually
expose themselves when they are young and thoughtless and with-
out the guile required to know that such things should not be spo-
ken if they really want to make change.

"And then too, you would have to see the reaction as well of the
people - now, after many years of Sun King rule, most of them do
believe in the Sun God and the Sun King - the priests or others who
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try to tell the truth are not torn only by the Sun King's men, but by
the very people they are trying to liberate! The people scream LIAR!
to the very one who tries to tell the truth, and in mobs tear the flesh
from their bodies and hang them on great crosses to die in agony!
After a certain period of training, the people embrace their chains,
they love their chains, they hate those who try to free them!! So what
would you have us do? Commit suicide on a hopeless quest - or
accept the inevitable, and let the people choose their own fates? Shall
I choose life on the Golden Mount, or agony in the fire? There is no
choice!

" - and truly, you would have the truth, there comes a time when
we enjoy giving the pain, enjoy the way the people believe any lie
we tell them, enjoy the way they make such fools of themselves in
prostration before a false god, truly, enjoy the power of a god, it is a
very heady beverage, as you must know - if one is to be a sheep or a
wolf, if one is aware that such a choice is there to be made, for many
surely are not, surely one would choose a wolf every time - and so
we did, I and the others who rule under Faro."

And as the words of the priest of the sun king echo in the room
for all to ponder on, and as the priest and the Sun King fade from the
deep blue starry whirlpool, the Blackness rises to its feet from where
it had sat watching from the table of the defendants, and speaks.

"The universe has ever and always been about Free Will, my
Brother - Freedom. It is, in the end, as we know, not an option. It is,
for those who wish it. It is not, for those who allow it to be taken
from them. What is this nonsensical false value you assign to Truth
or Lies? - they exist, both, and who is to say which is good or bad?
As the Night and the Day and the Dark and the Light, the Dead and
the Living, the High and the Low, the Full and the Empty, the Male
and the Female, the Truth and the Lie. And some choose to lie, and
others choose to believe those lies as some tell the truth as you call it
and others choose to believe those words. It is Freedom, it is choice.
If the Lies lead those who believe them to the Darkness, they can
hardly complain - that is their freedom at work."

He might have spoken more, but the One, with a grimace as if
s/he had just taken a sip of spoiled milk, made an imperious sort of
gesture so the Blackness was caused to sit again silently, and spoke.

"Call me not brother, you unnatural thing, every word that
comes from your speaking hole is a lie in some form, and I am no
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more your brother than the dark void of eternity is brother to the
bountiful beauteous life of this planet which lies in the Balance of
our Lady Justice on this day. The distinctions you make are real as
reflections seem to have reality, but are no more real in a corporal
sense than the things you conceal with your words, and simple re-
flection does not equate to meaningfulness any more than balance
equates to equivalence.

"Yes, there is a wide gulf between Night and Day, between Be-
ing and Not Being, between the Light and the Dark, between the Yin
and the Yang and the still and the moving and the lifeless and the
quick and the star and the hole and the sentient and the non-sen-
tient, but they can never exist alone in a void, the one without the
other, and it is ever to be debated which comes first and which fol-
lows, and it is a question that will have no answer beyond the yin
and the yang and the Way itself - it simply Is.

“But there is no equivalence to be assumed between one who
chooses freely the Night and one who is penned in a cage with no
choice to seek the Day, denied knowledge of the very existence of
the Light, in the control of those who cruelly punish any who even
dare suggest that there might be something better than the Dark-
ness in which they are forced to exist. There is no equivalence be-
tween one who chooses to leap from the tall cliff having tired of life
and one who is thrown screaming, who treasures her life greatly
and wishes it not to end in such a horrible, fearful way. There is no
equivalence between one who chooses to take the path to the desert
freely, and one who is denied entrance to the oasis by those who
would selfishly hoard the bounty of the land for themselves. Free
Choice is not coerced 'choice', as I know you appreciate well," said
the One, quietly but with a fierce look in his/er eyes and deep inten-
sity in the Voice.

"And you well know also that the young of the intelligent races
require much nurturing to develop their great brains, and have little
capacity for intelligent choice and are easily led astray when they
are infants, and insofar as Freedom is to have meaning, it must be
informed by Intelligence. As again you well understand. Sit now.
As you also well know, although there is a balance between the Light
and the Dark, there is no equivalence. Death balances life and must
ever do so, but there is no equivalence, and the power of your Lies,
although not insignificant, is in no way equivalent to the power of
the Truth - at all times the power of a tiny point of Light is such that
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it will dissipate darkness all around, but the power of a tiny point of
darkness in a place where there is Light is insignificant. You know
this, and although your lies can and do have fearful power for de-
struction at some times and places, do not attempt your wiles on us
as you have on others of weaker minds in circumstances where they
really had little choice. You will have a chance to explain yourself
later - your words will be required on the record of the history of
these peoples here for all to hear and observe and consider. But now
is not your time to speak.

"I will call you when I wish your voice to be heard. The Light
will beckon the Dark at its pleasure, the Truth will ever vanquish
the lie, the Living govern the dead - not the other way around, in
this world, in this universe. Not ever will it be otherwise."

Oddly enough, it seemed to me anyway, the Blackness argued
not the words of the One, but sat quietly again, apparently content
at having had this small exchange, although the figure was no less
imposing than previously. Perhaps even to it the placement of the
superior power seemed fitting. But a little unbalanced, if balance
was the order of things.

But then, my perspective was lacking. Grasshoppers do not
understand the ways of the Just Warrior. The eyes see light and dark,
three dimensions, the mind recognizes readily a 4th - but of the 5th
and 10th and 100th, we cannot even conceive.
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Chapter 16

Virgil loses his virginity

Money is the barometer of a society’s virtue
- Ayn Rand

FROM THE JOURNALS (GE, 3rd Series, Vol 15) OF H. D.
THOREAU (partially edited)

10:30 - Well, I have a few minutes it seems, waiting for the
train to someplace called Pooles Corners Junction just a little ways
outside a town called Montague, the largest town in the east part of
the Island, where we’ll be going later in the day, probably, Bigelow
said, but first he wants to take us to another nearby town called
Georgetown. He promises we’ll find the day interesting, and I have
no doubt he is right, as they are doing many interesting things on
this Green Isle altogether, and I - or we - have seen many very
interesting things already, and I look forward to seeing what other
new ideas they have implemented here to improve the common
weal, a dream much speculated on throughout our history but rarely
put into practice as they seem to be doing here. Today he said he
wants us to see how the people here decide what they will pay
other people who do community work, or something - he said it
would be more enlightening to see in action than explain (he says
his wife is the teacher in the family, but he seems to understand the
process well enough - but then they all seem to be jacks of many
trades here, as befitting functioning humans - this business of iden-
tifying someone by a trade seems stultifying - ‘he is a carpenter
and she is a writer and that other one is a farmer and yet another a
baker’ - but for myself, I am a writer and a farmer and a carpenter
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and a baker, and many other things as well! - this ‘division of la-
bour’ idea Mr Smith made popular with some of the capitalists is
fine at times, but we must remember who is in control of our lives
- does the man serve the job, or the job the man?!? (or woman! Yes
I hear you Bigelow!)), it is fine to practice one thing you find some
attraction to and affinity for and become a fine craftsperson, but
not so fine to let a master slot you into a slot and force you to re-
main there for their benefit. But anyway, more importantly, he
didn’t want to give us ideas first but let us see for ourselves what
the people were actually doing rather than what he was thinking
or saying about it all. At the moment Bigelow has taken More to
locate a washroom, something about ‘one too many of those deli-
cious coffees this morning’ or some such thing, the train is not sched-
uled to arrive for a few minutes, and there are some things I wish
to get down at least in essence before I forget them….

I find I grow more fond of Bigelow and his ‘Great Insane
Dream’, as he sometimes calls it, every time we meet and I get more
of a feel for the man and his ways, which seem to be true through
and through, and experience the new ways of this Green Island.
This idea of creating a society for all people that would be pleasant
and safe and nurturing always has indeed seemed like such a far-
fetched dream although a regularly recurring one in human his-
tory, from Aristotle and Plato through my new friend More and
other contemporaries like Bellamy and many others - but so many
contrary forces lined up against it, so many strong and greedy peo-
ple who seem to want it all for themselves, and who, it seems, have
always prevailed in this world, leaving the rest dead or in slavery
of one type or another (that being, of course, their dream, we must
not forget!! - I must ponder on that more later ...). One man’s dream,
often at least, being another’s nightmare.

I well remember my good friend Emerson’s efforts along these
lines, his many utopian friends and fantasies like Brook Farm and
those transcendentalists, all fruitless in the end, and the tormented
slaves of the plantations and how determined the plantation own-
ers were to keep their way of life intact, refusing to even admit how
terrible life was for those they enslaved but actually daring to as-
sert that as some kind of subhuman creatures they were the better
off for their slavery!! - but now - well, Bigelow and the rest seem



  289Chapter 16: Virgil loses his virginity

actually to be accomplishing things so many others have only
dreamed of, or written fantastical books about (although evidently
it is early days here, and one must not rush to conclusions, either
the worst villain or the greatest heart can spring from a lovely
child..).

Green Island - the very name seems a bit mystical, like some-
thing you would see inscribed on the gates to a particular Paradise
or something, or at the very least one of the circles of the mirror
universe to Dante’s seven circles. He has promised to take us to his
(or his wife’s actually, I suppose! - strange times! - but not objec-
tionable!) farm ‘Greenways’ later this week, which I very much look
forward to - Greenways on Green Island, what could be more
Rousseauian, more Arcadian ….

But for these Green things I fear - it seems that some of these
modern Capitalist berserkers, little different from earlier times in
their desires but considerably more powerful with the new tech-
nologies of the era so Bigelow tells me and I gather from my read-
ing of the wealth of newspapers and ‘blogs’ of commentary on
things available on the GI AGORA and other places on this internet,
are out to destroy those as well - we actually had a brief encounter
with one such this morning, a braggart and bully, not an exem-
plary example of the species, but of the kind who do seem to man-
age to rise to the top of our society by and large, that at least has not
changed - but maybe!! - one does despair at times over the future of
our planet and society, with so many wanting nothing more than a
simple decent life, but the few desiring nothing more than to de-
stroy it all so they may enjoy some childish baubles for a short time,
and the deceit of those few always seeming to prevail over the de-
cency of the many...

This morning’s encounter with the ruffians at the coffee house,
and the chat among us all afterwards, was enlightening in many
ways, as was the meeting with Paine - obviously the dream is wide-
spread here, and there seem to be people coming from everywhere
to help, all very determined to make this ‘crazy dream’ become a
reality after so many centuries of striving, and keep it that way - a
worthy endeavour, perhaps the most worthy ever – a strong and
healthy society in every way, working for all of the people, rather
than a society of a few rulers and many peasants working to pro-



290 Green Island Book I:  Greenways

vide lives of luxury for those rulers! And so I am seeing here, over
and over - independent, strong, intelligent, caring people, the very
best humanity has to offer, the very dream all should strive for,
coming together in one place, perhaps on the cusp of some sort of
‘critical mass’ that will infuse their dream, awaken it with life and
reality. I think a fitting group, most of these Islanders I have had
contact with so far, both new and old, for this venture. It would
appear they are all very close to the time the dream will start to
move forward and expand of its own volition, if not intentionally
derailed or destroyed by these things happening to try to stop it -
that MacIrving fellow alluded to such a thing, and this court case
that Bigelow seems worried about that is coming up in a couple of
days involving his lovely wife, and another involving, apparently,
although I am not so clear on this yet, the government of Canada
actually wanting to take this lovely land away from the residents
who made it, seems to be rather serious as well. Perhaps I will learn
some more today from talking with others wherever it is we are
going.

At the newspaper office, when Bigelow left to take his phone
call, Paine and I agreed (when he extracted himself from his lovely
companion!) that both I and More would make some notes for his
newspaper from our somewhat different perspectives over the next
few days and our planned voyage of exploration around Green
Island, ‘from west to east and north to south - and old to new and
old to young’, he said, chuckling, but still serious, I think, telling us
he had done some travelling around himself, but had been too busy
with his Island Voice to spend the time speaking to the average
people he would have preferred, and a fresh view would be inter-
esting and perhaps give a useful perspective. I took on the task as
much for the experience in ‘filing on the internet’ as anything else,
although it shouldn’t prove much of a burden concerning the writ-
ing, as I will mainly ‘file’ parts of my entries here in my journal. For
my reports, Paine was talking about ‘Walden Musings and Green
Island Realities’ or something along those lines as a theme - he said
he was quite taken by the small journal of my experiences and
thoughts that resulted from the couple of years I spent by Emerson’s
pond, and would be curious to see how the economy of the indi-
vidual in an isolated forest might compare to a modern society with
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many people but organised in a way to preserve and encourage
the individual freedom and study I insist on in my life. But I am
not sure the metaphor is appropriate - the situations are quite dif-
ferent. Any human society at a level beyond daily hunting and gath-
ering is, however, to be sure, cannot avoid dealing with ‘economy’,
so perhaps there will be an opening there somewhere, a metaphor
that will enlighten and entertain at once, which is the true calling
of the writer, after all! They do seem to be realising the benefits of
‘simplify, simplify, simplify’ at any rate, which is encouraging, their
amazing accomplishments notwithstanding - there are important
things to do and doing them is worthy, while there is little point in
a life whose time is so spent in acquiring trivialities that there is no
time left for reflection and learning, considering more philosophi-
cal matters such as acquiring some understanding of what one’s
life is about, and our communities, and having peace and security
in that life, but they seem to be doing much of that too. I believe it
was the Buddha who observed, “I make myself wealthy by mak-
ing my wants few!” - but I shall have to check on that! - perhaps
this internet can help - Bigelow showed us some ‘program’ called
GROGGLE or something that he said could find anything at all in
seconds, on this AGORA-computer machine - or maybe yet meet
some of the people of Siam that Stephen has said are here some-
where a couple of times but we have not yet had the opportunity to
actually meet, who are practitioners of this Buddhism. I often won-
der just how much of ‘anything’ we really need though - there still
seem to be quite a lot of rather pointless distractions here scattered
throughout the good things, but I suppose that is human nature,
and we should never expect everyone to behave in ways we our-
selves find appropriate - the children will be children, and the fee-
ble-minded so as well, and I have yet to see a place without.

I never learned this ‘typing’ business that is necessary to effi-
ciently use the ‘net’ as they all refer to it for writing things and
actually getting involved in the AGORA, which seems quite inter-
esting, but Paine assures me Bigelow will be able to connect me
with young people almost anywhere who will be happy to help -
there is some kind of conscription (not actually enforced by these
GRIPP people, as freedom is also very important here, but ‘strongly’
suggested by custom, even such a recent custom - and, for better or
worse, custom and peer pressure can be strong motivators - this, at
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least, appears to be a good cause, with few people objecting), ap-
parently, where all young people spend time apprenticing to vari-
ous enterprises - usually some sort of community work rather than
business - for a couple of years sometime in their late teens or early
20s, to gain experience and, more importantly, to take some firm
steps in young adulthood in terms of integrating into the commu-
nity by finding avocations that are necessary that they like to do -
no-one should be forced to spend their lives doing things they dis-
like - Bigelow indicated that we would be observing some things
today at our destination concerning work and how it was decided
who did what and got paid, and things of that nature. He also
mentioned something called a ‘notebook’ computer that he assures
me I would find most useful for this story filing, a kind of portable
computer or something - we shall see. One used to the reflection
inherent in composing for the truly written word, the thought re-
quired to wield the writing implement, might not find the transi-
tion to this computer screen, with its mysterious ‘memory’, so easy.
But many things are changed here, and perhaps this will be an-
other. We cannot glue our feet to the ground, if we want to get
anywhere!

Ah - More and Bigelow return, and there is a train with
‘Montague EXP’ on the front that looks about ready to leave that
may be ours, so - Greetings, friends, All aboard!!

11:00 - Stopped for a minute or three as they say here at a small-
ish station called Orwell Junction - lovely little spot up on a hill
over a large bay, church spires can be seen in several small towns
off in the distance a few miles around the large bay, and I think I
can even see the mainland way off in the distance, but here it is
quite peaceful, the ever present rolling green hills dotted with trees
and animals and fences and rustic things, some fishing boats bob-
bing in the small waves, seabirds by the hundreds feeding and fly-
ing along the shore. It’s certainly a beautiful place, this Green Is-
land, and a most enjoyable way to observe it. Our train has com-
fortable seats, most of them padded bench seats grouped around a
table with the ever present AGORA computer on most tables, a
small, but efficient and well-stocked snack counter in every car
(More and Bigelow seem to have some of this coffee every chance
they get; the fresh, delicious water of this place is more than fine
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for me), big windows, a semi-open outside seating area on the roof
of some cars for those who like that sort of thing or want to smoke
- it seems that they have laws here against smoking in public, en-
closed places, which seems to annoy Bigelow a bit at times - I guess
his paradise includes smoking hoho - just joking, he doesn’t com-
plain about it much, says he understands, and anyway, some of
the cars are ‘smokers’ as he calls them.

He actually persuaded me to try a small local cigarette this
morning on the first part of the train trip, which, under the condi-
tions, I agreed to - it seemed quite pleasant, actually, and relaxed
me a bit - called a “GIMJY” I think - Green Island MargyJim, or
something silly like that, I recall giggling a bit when he told me,
although I don’t at all recall the last time I giggled about anything
at all, and looking back that doesn’t seem to be anything particu-
larly funny. Odd - filed away for future perusal during a solitary
walk or whilst falling asleep some night. Seemed to be a popular
brand, anyway. I’ll have to remember to ask him to get me a packet
later - one might be nice of an evening, by the pond at Athenia, it’s
a dreamy sort of place to begin with, and who knows what one
might observe in company with the caterpillar on top of the envi-
ronmental building of Brittany! - he said something about Lucy
being in the sky with jewels or something some evenings, or some-
thing - rather strange, I didn’t completely understand.

He said something about these cigarettes being illegal in most
of the country, and Green Island too, prior to the new government
- have to ask him about that. So many laws they seem to have had
here!, or at least in Canada, Green Island seems much freer, although
before Bigelow’s people took over the same as the rest of the coun-
try, he tells me. Don’t do this, don’t do that - but DO this, or behave
THAT way!! - what an annoyance it must have been to anyone
with a free heart, being herded around like children in a schoolroom
by know-it-all big mothers! Apparently most people in this mod-
ern world accept all these rules willingly. Certainly glad nobody
asked me to observe such a place - a big headache, I would think, it
was getting even so in Concord many years ago. Don’t these
rulemakers understand that people have to think for themselves,
and assume responsibility for their own decisions and lives, before
we can have a good community? Going in the other direction is
really the wrong path - and taking steps down a wrong path is a lot
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easier than retracing those steps and finding the right one, as the
citizens of those countries are certainly going to find out some day,
hopefully not too late. When people are used to being told what to
do all the time - what happens when the rules-giver shows up sick
one day? They have no internal adult to guide them, so become
lawless, it would seem - much better to raise children to be intelli-
gent, and autonomous, adults, behaving as an adult because they
understand it to be the right way to behave, not because there is a
policeman on every corner with a big stick or something!

Bigelow said he decided to use these trains and buses for our
journeys rather than personal transport to give us a bit of a view of
the countryside of Green Island, which does seem most lovely, and
so we could chat together comfortably as we travelled, and have a
chance to meet some locals as well - always an eclectic bunch on
these trains, he said, which has proven to be the case. I browsed
through one of the maps that are available free, along with a lot of
other brochures (very civilised trains, lots of reading material for
those who so desire, as well as the AGORA ‘terminals’ in pretty
much every seating booth, the availability of refreshments... ‘built
for people, not business profits’, Bigelow said earlier - it seems that
most of this modern society, in places other than Green Island, is
designed to facilitate the accumulation of profits for businesses of
various types, rather than the wellbeing of the citizens - how per-
verse, at least for the people - good for the businesses, no doubt ...)
- it seems they have quite a lot of tourists in the summer here, more
each year, coming to see what this Green Island is all about, and
put on extra cars and trains as much as their stock allows - the
main ‘express line’ runs from this Montague on the east side,
through Charlottetown the capital and largest city, to the other large
town called Summerside, and then to Alberton on the west, mak-
ing the whole trip in about 6 hours, with only a few stops, and then
a number of smaller branch lines. And very efficient, it seems, for
getting around between the major centers - there are several ex-
press trains each way every day, and locals as well, and then ‘shut-
tle’ busses for other places where the rail line does not.

The engineering, both of the electric rail system and the ‘roll-
ing stock’, seems quite sophisticated, for such a small place to have
accomplished in such a short time, but Bigelow says it is an exam-
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ple of what can be done when ‘the great human mind is turned
loose, and encouraged, to work for the public weal rather than hav-
ing those minds being forced to hire their labour out to predatory
businesses of various sorts and their accomplishments monopo-
lised for private greed and accumulation, which tends to be selfish
rather than sharing, desiring to profit from all human service, and
concentrating on money-making things rather than things for the
public good which might not be so profitable - such a small-minded
way of living, yet, unfortunately, so very human, very noticeable
in almost every human society, certainly my own – Bigelow likes
to point out how many useful and interesting things are now shared
for free on the Internet, and the AGORA, by people who have some-
thing to contribute to their society, and want to do so – for free!!! –
rather than have some capitalist business copyright it or patent it,
and try to make some product the cheapest way possible and sell
for the highest price possible.

The motive power of the trains is electricity, and that electric-
ity, Bigelow tells me, comes not from the common coal-burning
plants found in most places where electricity is generated, or even
the hydro now widespread, but mainly from a combination of wind
power, and tidal power, and something called ‘solar’ power from
the sun - we haven’t talked about it all in detail yet, nor have I had
time to check it all out on this Internet Encyclopedia (that More is
quite a case - kept trying to find beautiful girls the other night when
we were first finding our way around the ‘net’ - and as there were
so many of them it was hard to get him interested in anything else!!
- “Oh heavens, Thoreau”, he said at one point, “we’ve been writing
and reading words and ideas and being serious forever, and quite
probably will return to that soon enough - let’s have a bit of fun for
once - and anyway, it’s rather educational in a way, you must ad-
mit - I had no idea ....!” The rather tasty Green Island Grapes bever-
age he was imbibing a bit more freely than I at least thought advis-
able may have had something to do with his rather uncharacteris-
tic lack of control...).

Even as I look up from our short stop here I can see a number
of the tall, rather beautiful and elegant in an alien sort of way, sil-
ver towers down towards the far arm of the bay in front of us of
which must be the Prim Point Wind Farm Bigelow mentioned, with
the huge triple-armed blades that are as I watch turning and gener-
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ating the power that provides the electricity that this modern soci-
ety seems so dependent on - one of about 30 such ‘wind farms’
scattered around the shores and high hills of Green Island, Bigelow
tells me. And the train cars and tracks were purchased cheaply from
hundreds of available ones scattered around the mainland nearby,
remnants of the former Canadian rail system that once spanned
the continent, which was largely (and very shortsightedly, it ap-
pears, from what Bigelow said - more capitalist greed and stupid-
ity at work - so much easier to ravage and plunder than build things
of quality for the future) shut down over the last 30 or so years
since this ‘corporate revolution’ he keeps talking about - they needed
quite a bit of work, but with unemployment a perennial problem
on the old Island, and a great deal of work needed to establish the
things of and for the new, and a ready and large supply of willing
and intelligent workers available, the only thing missing was will
and money - and the new Green Islanders brought that to the table,
in large and enthusiastic quantities, apparently. He mentioned
something about the money problem that had to be solved, but
didn’t explain further - I think he said we would be stopping at
some kind of bank later on to get into all that sort of thing. I look
forward to it - money is a perennial problem, it seems - for some-
thing that should be no more than a means of exchange for the
things people do, it seems to have become a huge cancer on the
body politic.

11:20 - another short stop, this one called Vale of the Valley
View - such colourful names here, so individualistic. We have been
going through the most beautiful hills and valleys covered in mixed
forests where there were not small communities or farms carved
out of it for the last while, and then we stopped briefly at this most
interesting place - Bagger’s Bog Blinks, I think it was, some
enigmatous name like that - where they play a game called ‘golf’,
which seems to involve hitting a little white ball around a whole
bunch of grassy fields, periodically ‘sinking’ it in a little hole in a
specially manicured section of the course called a ‘green’, of which
there are 18, I think Bigelow said, or perhaps 9 for the ‘short game’
- or was it 72? - nooo that’s too many! - oh, it was all a bit confusing.
The train stopped briefly to let some of these ‘golfers’ off to play a
‘round’ they called it, carrying a bag full of hitting sticks or clubs
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and other necessary equipment, and pick some others up who had
apparently finished their ‘morning round’. The land they use for
this activity is certainly beautiful - rolling green hills, hedgerows
and small wood lots and many single trees throughout, many spe-
cies large and small, punctuated by ‘sand traps’ (small areas where
there is no grass but sand, and are apparently harder to hit the ball
from), and small creeks and ponds here and there (I imagine it is
very difficult to hit a ball from the bottom of a stream - I wonder
what they do? Avoid them, I suppose, would be the logical ap-
proach. Must remember to ask Bigelow..), a family of foxes sun-
bathing in an out-of-the-way area, a small lake along one side and
a lovely marsh around parts of it with lots of birds flying around
and singing (they surely couldn’t even find the ball in there, let
alone hit it out! - they must be quite good players, I think, to do this
- looks interesting - perhaps Bigelow will let us all have a go some
day if we ask him...) - altogether a most pleasant scene, at any rate.

We encountered an interesting chap this time, just on his way
home ‘from shooting a few’ he said, I presume referring to some
golf, although the connection was not quite clear - I guess the first
thing the aspiring player must do is learn a new language. The car
was quite full now, and he asked if he might join us, and we said
certainly. When he sat, he immediately excused himself, and
switched on the computer that none of us were using. As we three
were at a break in our conversation, we watched him - the screen is
a good enough size to be seen from anywhere around the table,
and as we saw the opening words, More addressed the newcomer,
with a friendly smile.

“Ah - checking out the AGORA, I see,” he said, as if he had
been using it all his life, “you find it useful, then do you?”

The newcomer looked over briefly, eyebrows raised a bit as if
this was something of a strange question, “Oh, the AGORA is great
for everything - and about the best way of having any kind of de-
bate about anything, I think,” he said. “I’m just checking up to see
if there’s anything new about the referendum this Friday - I’ve been
following the whole debate quite closely the last couple of years -
most of us have, I think - and somebody on the course said some-
thing about a new article I wanted to check ...”

“But what about the newspapers, and books, and print mate-
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rial, and just talking among your friends and neighbors?” More
inquired.

“Oh, well, talking is of course the main thing, when the people
are around - (smiling) no offence! - people you know, I mean! - but
this lets you talk all the time as well, and keep up on things, and on
your own time, without having to arrange anything special like
you have to do to get big groups together, like town hall meetings
or things - or like just now, a few minutes to kill while getting home
and back to work, and I can just do a quick catchup - really makes
a difference like this, you know. And books, well, they are certainly
necessary, and newspapers and magazines are fine too, and I read
everything - but they have many limitations too. Books, for instance,
take a lot of time to write, and cost a lot to produce and distribute,
thus they have little use for current, ongoing debate, although one
can of course learn a lot from them in the bigger picture for back-
ground and deep thinking stuff, and I do read a lot, of course, his-
tory, and philosophy, and Harry Potter and Lord of the Rings and
things like that too, of course, great stuff!

“But newspapers and magazines, now, well, both are still
rooted in the old ideas of selling readers to advertisers moreso than
providing useful information, and are often very one-sided in the
information they present, and really, speaking honestly and not-
ing a few honorable exceptions here on Green Island and elsewhere,
most of them at least nowadays are nothing more than the most
blatant forms of propaganda.

“And they are just one-sided to a fault, and you cannot answer
anything they say no matter how stupid it is - I know I used to
disagree with many things the papers said, both the Island and
national ones, but it used to drive me crazy, they would never print
any letters I sent them - and how many other people faced the same
fate there is no way of telling! But the Island AGORA, now, every-
body gets a chance to speak - and you know how amazingly popu-
lar it is, and how useful, and that is why - it includes everyone,
whereas the old newspapers and magazines, especially, but books
too, to a large extent, excluded most people who did not agree with
what they were saying, and did not have the money to start their
own printing press - most of us, in other words - the AGORA is the
reverse - ALL of us can participate, and most do. Like Leonard said
- ‘Democracy is comin’!”
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“Yes, yes,” chimed in More, nodding, “I see that. But what
about the - ah - crazy people? Aren’t you afraid they will have
greater influence than they ought, or those who would try to de-
ceive you by presenting falsehoods in the debate? Isn’t the, ah,
gatekeeping function performed by the editors of newspapers and
magazines useful in keeping things you don’t need to read from
wasting your time? Surely you trust your editors in a good democ-
racy to bring you the news you need, and provide a good range of
opinion?”

“Heh heh,” replied our companion, and I noticed Bigelow
smiling with rather a cynical sort of smile as well, “I once thought
a bit like that, but then I got thinking about who are the gatekeep-
ers and what are they actually doing? It’s a very useful question
you raise, actually - one so useful that for some odd reason (heh
heh) those actually accused of being gatekeepers themselves never
used to raise it - one can only speculate, but my speculation would
be along the lines of they don’t want us thinking about such things.
And even if their job was really only to keep crazies out, I would
have some questions - who defines ‘crazy’, for starters? But more
importantly, what you’re saying is just another way of describing
censorship, wherein one small group of people decides what is fit
for the larger society to read or listen to - they all say their motives
are good, of course, but I say crap! to that - the idea may be justifi-
able if it was truly performed with truly pure motives guiding the
process, and only true nonsense was kept out, but they proved them-
selves to be entirely unreliable - they just don’t want us reading
things that make them look bad or expose the lies or spin they con-
stantly present things with (and the last few years they’ve all had a
lot to hide), or that question their right to rule as they please. It also
gets pretty insulting when you think about it - what they are really
saying  somewhere there, with that kind of justification, is that they
think I am too stupid to tell a charlatan from an educated person,
or a lie from the truth - but that is what all of living ought really to
be about, learning these things. However, and very unfortunately,
our media became very concentrated over the last years of the last
century, and controlled by the same wealthy people who were con-
trolling our supposed ‘democracy’, so what the gatekeeping was
actually doing was keeping any information that might expose the
true state of affairs away from we the people. In every way, really,
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the media have been presenting a narrative of what has been hap-
pening in the country and the world, a narrative that they expect
the people just to sit quietly and absorb, rather than presenting facts,
and letting citizens talk about the things that are happening, and
decide what their response – OUR response as a country – should
be.

“And so now, with the AGORA, starting with the internet a
few years ago, that is what we have -  there are no gatekeepers, so
people say what they want - and it is up to each of us to judge who
or what is credible, and who or what is not. I think, as a group, if I
can say so without sounding too conceited, we here on Green Is-
land are probably the best informed people now in North America,
and as well informed as anyone on earth, really, about things that
matter, now that we have an actual free flow of information and
are required to decide for ourselves about things, rather than take
instructions from the government or media spokespeople about
what we are expected to think about things, and how we should
react, and so on. And we do have crazies out there, of course we
do, and certainly there are those who are just trying to disrupt our
conversations for reasons unknown but one readily has suspicions,
but in any kind of open discussion, you have to let them speak. It
is, actually, another beauty of the AGORA - in town hall meetings,
people shouting can cause a lot of disruption, and there maybe
comes a point where they have to be physically dealt with, which is
unpleasant - on the AGORA, however, they’re not a problem - peo-
ple have to at least have the courage to be identified to speak here,
and when we see the name of someone who has proven themselves
to be uninteresting or unwilling to listen to reason or just wants to
scream and shout like a child or whatever, why, we just hit a but-
ton and go on to the next comment.”

Ooops! here we go again.... - add some more later - it was an
interesting conversation with an intelligent citizen involved in his
society and community - there seem to be a lot of them here, so
much more interesting in general than those who care to speak about
nothing deeper than the price of potatoes, or the ‘scandal’ of whom
Miss Prufrock was sharing her attentions with the evening before,
which so many people seem unable or uninterested in rising above
.....
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14:20 - well, here I sit again, once again waiting for a ride, this
time the shuttle bus which will carry us back to Pooles Corner where
we change again to the train, this time to Montague for some kind
of trial Bigelow thinks we will find quite interesting - nothing at all
like the old system of white-wigged judges and things, he says, but
conducted truly by ‘the peers’ - but we shall write of it later. So
time to jot down a few thoughts while fresh about this most inter-
esting stop we just completed at the little town called Georgetown
By the Sea. For the last bit of the way in, after our interesting com-
panion disembarked at Pooles Corner, we took this shuttle bus, as
the express train was continuing on into Montague. The road ran
along by the sea for a ways, quite a large, open bay, actually, very
lovely. I suppose that gets a bit repetitive, but most everything here
is, indeed, quite lovely. Green Island is in no way an inappropriate
name for the place.

It was a most enjoyable and interesting visit to this Georgetown,
which has added considerably to my knowledge of this Green Is-
land, and its people and how it functions - raised a few questions,
but answered many more.

Quite a number of passengers disembarked at the Georgetown
station, evidently the end of this line, set rather picturesquely on
the side of a small but pleasant seaside park (I had noticed many
things seemed to be located in pleasurable spots, and mentioned it
to Bigelow, who said that indeed many things were planned that
way - the aesthetics of living pleasurably were always considered
by the people who planned things on Green Island, unlike the pre-
vious systems where the efficient acquisition of money was the driv-
ing force, and little attention paid at all to making things pleasant
for the people, which sounded quite odd to me, rather skewed val-
ues - but not so here on Green Island, at any rate). The sound of
laughing and happy relaxed chatter mingled with the sound of the
waves washing along the nearby shore, the screeing of the gulls
and the invigorating breeze (More wisely used some strings to fas-
ten his hat to his head, laughing at the slightly comic appearance
he presented, as some of the gusts were quite strong). There were
many tables scattered around the area, with a number of small shops
offering food and other things visitors might want. An old but well
maintained building was also part of the area, with a sign on a
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large board outside informing everyone that a ‘Special Seafood
Buffet’ was served every day from 11:30-13:30; judging by the
number of people circling around the buffet tables, it was a popu-
lar spot, and Bigelow suggested that we try it. It having been some
hours since breakfast, both More and I were agreeable, and we
strolled over to the buffet.

At the serving tables we made a selection from a great variety
of dishes - many colourful and delicious looking salads and soups
and fish and lobster dishes and breads, and pies and other sweets
for dessert, to choose from. As one preferring only a light midday
meal I settled for a large bowl of delicious-smelling chowder and
some bread and tea, although the others had a bit more - the lob-
sters did look tasty - it all looked tasty! Bigelow paid for us all -
must remember to ask him some more about this money thing here,
does not do for a grown man to be wandering around penniless
and he has forgotten to provide us with more of this money as he
said he would, although one should be able to manage if needs be
- and we sat at a long communal table with a number of others,
both locals and tourists to judge from the dress and appearance
and conversation.

As we began eating, one of the others at our table - a young
man who had gone some ways towards assuaging a hearty appe-
tite to judge from the scraps on his plate - began a conversation
that touched on the very thing I had so recently been thinking of,
this Green Island money, and some other things. The young man
wore spectacles with red frames that were broken at the nose piece
and held together with black tape, and had rather long blondish
windblown hair sticking out from under what I have learned is
called a ‘baseball’ cap and is worn by many people here, sunburned
and peeling face and arms marking him as (probably) a tourist,
and a khaki-green t-shirt and shorts. He used a type of vernacular
and I did not understand all his words, but his meaning seemed
clear enough. He had a handful of the Green Island money that he
had been examining with interest.

“Man, this is so cool!” he said, waving around a few of the
colorful notes, “just like Monopoly money hahahaha!”

Several of the others at the table looked up. One middle-aged
lady spoke.

“Why is that, boy? When was the last time you bought a meal
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like you’re eatin there with that there Monopoly money?”
The young man seemed to bristle a bit at being called ‘boy’,

but good breeding or something (I have since learned that Canadi-
ans, and Green Islanders, are somewhat renowned for their overall
politeness, which may be good, but then can lead one to accept
things one ought not to accept at other times, as well ... - all things,
as always, in balance!) caused him to hold his tongue and he sim-
ply answered the question.

“Well - just look at it!” he said, grinning that slightly vacuous
grin of so many young, with minds full of emptiness and triviali-
ties yet certain that emptiness and trivialities are all there is to know,
“It doesn’t even look like real Canadian money - it doesn’t have the
Queen on it, or Prime Ministers, or nothing!”

“Well, boy,” replied the lady, looking again at him, “why does
Canadian money have the Queen or a Prime Minster on it, and not,
oh, the King of Siam?”

“Well, because they are our leaders, our rulers, and the King
of Siam isn’t!” the boy answered, a surprised look on his face at the
question, “We’ve ALWAYS had a Queen and Prime Minister! - or a
King, I guess, sometime in history...”

“Well there you go, then boy,” said the lady with a small smile,
“since Green Island doesn’t have a Queen or Prime Minister, why
then, it would be wrong to use money with their pictures on it,
don’t you think? That really WOULD be like monopoly money,
now, using bills with come-from-away furriners on em eh??
hahaha!”

“Ah, don’t give me that sh- ah, stuff,” the boy said, “you are
too part of Canada - my dad says so. You can’t just ‘quit Canada’,
eh? Hahahaha!”

“But whyever not, boy?” replied the lady instantly, “If the peo-
ple here say they don’t want to be part of Canada anymore, isn’t
that their right? I thought Canada was a ‘democracy’ - doesn’t that
mean the people are free? You know how Quebec keeps talking
about it, and a lot of them westerner fools too, so wrapped up in
their oil money and greed - well, we didn’t just talk about it, we
did it!”

“Well, it sure didn’t get much coverage in our papers in To-
ronto if you did that (a chorus of ‘Hmphphs’ around the table - ‘Big
surprise that!’ ‘Hardly call that Pispot a real paper’ and suchlike).
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But democracy - of course it is!” spluttered the boy, “But that doesn’t
mean people do whatever they want - there are still laws, you know!
And - and - a constitution, stuff like that -  “

“Ease up on the lad, Ethel,” another voice chipped in, belong-
ing to a middle-aged man sitting beside the lady, the face behind
the voice smiling as he spoke, “I’m sure he spent his life in Cana-
dian schools and talking to people like his dad, and you know what
that means - first class half-assed education memorising a few things
while learning how NOT to think and do what others tell you to do
and think what others tell you to think, and getting a whole lot
worse every year that’s gone by since the 50s! Heh heh heh... like it
used to be here, if you can remember back that far!” he had sort of
a dry laugh. “Why, didn’t he say he thought the country was a
‘democracy’ too? Now there’s a sign of some serious indoctrina-
tion. If you really want to teach the boy, why don’t you ask him to
think about the money there he’s wavin around - where it came
from, how much value it has, what it means to everyone here - as
opposed to his Canadian money, which he seems to have some
rather misguided ideas concerning? Some help in learning to think
would probably do him a world of good while he’s pickin that lob-
ster out of his teeth insteadda just criticizin the poor boy. What’s
your name, anyway, lad?” he finished, addressing the boy directly,
not unkindly.

“Why - it’s Virgil, Sir,” answered the boy, “and don’t ask - I
know it’s a bit unusual, but my folks grew up way back in the 1960s,
and they said that the night I was conceived they were under the
influence of some old singer called Joan Beezelybub or something
like that - “

“Watch yer tongue there boy when you’re speakin of yer bet-
ters. That’d be Joan Baez, I expect then,” said one of the other peo-
ple at the table, an oldish chubby man, picking at his lobster, but
evidently listening with interest to the exchange, “and they were
probably under the influence of something a bit stronger as well,
heh heh - and don’t sound so disparaging - she was a great, great
lady - compared to your modern idolidjuts like this Madonna or
that Britney Spears and some of the others I’ve had the misfortune
to be exposed to when my kids used to watch American tv. Our
Joany, why, she was a goddess, I kid you not - smart, beautiful -
and with brains and a social conscience, if you kids have any idea
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what THAT means today. I - “
“Hohoho,” interrupted another voice, “we all know how you

feel about the 60s music, Harvey. Why - didn’t you name your own
oldest boy Eric after another one of those groups?”

The man with the lobster half-turned to address the new
speaker at the other end and side of the table, pointing with a lob-
ster claw he had been eviscerating, “That’s right, Blue Phil, you
know it. ‘There is a house, in New Orleans, they call the Rising
Sun.....’ - ever hear that, boy? Greatest damn song ever! - and no-
body but nobody could sing better than the incredible Eric Burden
and the Animals! Maybe we’ll get out a guitar after the eatin’s done
here and show the lad a thing or two, heh heh!”

The youngster named Virgil was looking a bit dizzy when the
first lady named Ethel broke in again. “Land sakes alive, as my old
ma used to say, you men are getting this poor boy all confused!
And all I wanted to do was to help him understand that Green
Island Money is a lot more real, for ordinary people like we are,
and him too, I expect, than that Canadian money ever was, although
don’t forget we all thought it was great stuff at one time too, so let’s
get back on track - heavens, Phil, you haven’t even had any beers
yet today, so don’t start with the 60s spiel! But I’m sure young Virgil
here is pretty confused about our money, and with some call for it
- you all don’t seem to remember very well, but until a few years
ago we all felt the same way here, at least most of us - we just ac-
cepted all that stuff we were told with no questions asked! Ain’t
that right now, Will?” she said, turning to the man beside her, evi-
dently her husband.

“Well - yes, Ethel, I guess it’s so,” answered Will, with a small
frown that quickly turned to a small smile, “First the Rustico Dol-
lars, and then the Green Island Money, and all the screaming about
it from the mainland and the old banks and the Colonial and the
rest, but how we started to realise that we were on to a pretty good
thing pretty quick with our own money rather than borrowing OUR
money from private banks like we used to, now we all see that as a
really stupid idea, but we had to have it all explained to us first too,
eh? - funny, isn’t it, how quickly you get used to something new,
especially when it is so good, and brings such good things - but we
had our revelation and revolution and now it all seems natural -
sort of like learning there ain’t no santa claus, looking back it seems
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like a stupid idea, but you gotta remember you were there once
too! You see, boy,” he continued, turning to Virgil, “that Canadian
money, or at least most of it, doesn’t really belong to you, or your
government even at all - it belongs to the banks, and you only rent
it - while this Green Island money that you think ever so amusing
really belongs to We the People of Green Island! Meaning, for start-
ers, there’s NEVER enough Canadian money for what you need,
but there’s ALWAYS enough of OUR money for what WE need -
the mainland banks now, are so upset because they don’t get the
rent from us like they do from you, but hell - that’s THEIR prob-
lem, not ours hahahaha!”

“Whoa now,” said Virgil, “that’s the craziest thing you said
yet. What do you mean, my Canadian money is only ‘rented’
money? I earned it myself, or at least my father did, worked and
got paid - no ‘renting’ at all, you’re talking crazy. And by the way,
I should tell you that my major at the University of Toronto is Eco-
nomics, so I’m pretty much up on this stuff, too, you know,” he
finished, with a small smirky sort of grin, an exalted upper Cana-
dian university student talking to the cabbage waggoners sort of
smirk, I heard someone remark, noticing also. Which had an effect
he perhaps hadn’t expected - the gulf between hubris and hard
ground has ever been great, and our young friend was about to
find he actually knew nothing at all about what he professed to
know a great deal about, and arrive back to earth with a thump.

“Is that so boy? Well, that’s too bad - just means you’ve got
more stuff to unlearn before your real eddy-cation starts - them
mainstream economics people all ought to be locked up for spread-
ing fairy tales among the innocent population - and they cause a
huge amount of damage with that crap too - and you would be a
perfect walking example, by the sounds of you, thinking you know
so much when you don’t know jackshit, if you’ll all excuse my
French as they say. Here, let me try to explain it simply, son. An-
swer me a question first - where do YOU think all that fancy Cana-
dian money comes from? Tell me that, now.”

“Well,” answered the lad, a slight frown appearing on his fore-
head, “I - ah - well, now that you mention it, I don’t ever remember
actually studying that in 101, maybe it comes later in a seminar or
something - “

“Ha! Pretty basic knowledge, it seems to me, where the stuff
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you study actually comes from ...”
“ - but, of course, we have the Canadian mint, and the Central

Bank, so I guess it all comes from there, somehow - I know it’s
illegal for people to try to print their own money, like you seem to
be doing here ...”

“Right, as I expected - you know nothing - which is exactly
what they teach at your schools about what you really need to know
about money, and where it comes from - and for a very good rea-
son, as I hope to help you comprehend - bear with me, son. You
see, lad, your Canadian government doesn’t create most Canadian
money at all, outside of the bills themselves and the coins, which
amount to no more than 1-2% of the Canadian money supply. But
most of the money it needs - all that national debt stuff you must
have heard at least a bit about - it borrows almost all of the money
it needs that it doesn’t collect in taxes or whatever from private
banks, and has to pay interest on it every year. And the rest of the
money comes from banks creating loans to give to people, right
out of thin air, nothing more than numbers in a computer, at inter-
est of course. And when you borrow something, you don’t really
own it, right? You have to give it back someday - and with interest
at that! How fast will the bank take back your folks’ home if they
miss a couple of mortgage payments? And the ‘interest’ you pay
every year on that bank-created money is the same as having to
pay rent on a rented car or house or whatever - which is what I
mean that you don’t own it, you just use it, and pay for that use.

“You see, son, something like 98% of all the money in circula-
tion in Canada is borrowed money - the government doesn’t own
your money at all, beyond the 1-2% of bills and coins you use -
your Canadian banks create and own most of it, and it all has to be
returned to them someday - with interest. Now there’s some big
issues with all this, when you start to think about it. Just for in-
stance - if all the money is borrowed, and has to be returned with
interest - where is that extra interest money coming from? And what
does that mean for the economy of your country? I bet you don’t
get talking about them questions either in your economics 101!

“But if you can answer those questions sometime, you will have
finally started opening your eyes and brain to what is happening
to you, and everyone, when they let privately owned banks create
and control the money supply. Now, I know they don’t teach that
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in your schools either, which is why you’re having trouble believ-
ing it - but if you have any knowledge of your government and its
finances - which again you are not taught in school so few people
do - you will see that what I say is true. Now we got some good
books here on Green Island, inexpensive but serious high quality
learning books for people just like you, and a lot of good stuff on
AGORA for free that I’ll point you to later, if you really want to get
your education underway.”

“Well, no they haven’t taught us that idea exactly, or perspec-
tive I guess you might say, in 101 or even 201 or 1 or 2 anything
else. Meaning I think you’re crazy still, because you aren’t really
trying to say a top Canadian university wouldn’t teach us what we
need to know, are you? (a round of chuckles could be heard) - but
let’s say for the sake of argument, as one of my profs likes to say,
for a minute that what you say is true, and I really will try to figure
out an answer to those questions later - how then is this Green Is-
land stuff better?”

“Why, We the People of Green Island own our money supply
- we don’t borrow it from private banks and promise to pay it back
with interest some day, we print or create it ourselves, or the Cen-
tral Green Island Council authorises its printing or creation to be
more accurate, after talking everything over on the AGORA with
all the people, explaining the options and talking about them, as a
lot of this stuff about creating and using money for freedom and
prosperity for all rather than elite control of the world and workers
is still being developed. And then a lot of it is, as is your money,
just bits and bytes of computer data shifted around from one ac-
count to another electronically, after deciding how much new
money we need each year to provide the necessary means of ex-
change for our citizens, or to hire people to do the work we need
done.

“Think about the railroad that I assume you rode in on this
morning! - the Canada banks would have laughed us out the door
if the Green Island government had of wanted a ‘loan’ to do that,
indeed the banks were central in having the old one closed down
some time ago, and we couldn’t have afforded the interest anyway
- but we used our money creation power as the sovereign people of
Green Island to pay workers and suppliers on our own Island here,
and wheeled and dealed with what Canadian currency we did have
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and keep getting when people visit for iron and steel and things
we don’t have here ourselves, and built it - and it belongs to the
people of Green Island right from day 1, too, not the damn banks!
And when we do it that way, we do not have to pay the banks
interest on OUR money every year, which is a pretty big chunk of
change where you come from, check it out some day! - so we all
have more of it, and have to work less for it, since we are working
for ourselves, and not the banks and their skimming off of half of
what we produce every year. You may have noticed we have next
to zero unemployment, and all of the necessary work is getting
done - very much unlike your Toronto or Ontario, right? Where
there are many people unemployed and underemployed, and many
jobs that need doing and services that are not being provided - but
the government says it has no money - now what kind of nonsense
is that, boy, a government saying it has no money, when it controls
the central bank and the government printing presses, and has a
great amount of work that needs doing and a great amount of peo-
ple wanting to do that work?!?! Why ain’t there no money? Where’d
it all go? How can there be lots of money one day and the next you
ain’t got enough to get by on? You folks can build them great sky-
scrapers in Toronto but you can’t figure out how to devise a mon-
etary system that works better than the one you have? Ha! I think,
myself, somebody’s doin a con game on you’s all. Ask me, I do.”

“Yea, I remember some stuff about that,” answered Virgil, the
little sort of teenage ‘I know it all’ sneer returning briefly and rather
unpleasantly to his face, “and we did cover that in 101 - govern-
ments that go around printing money just destroy the value of their
currency by printing too much of it, and causing inflation or some-
thing like that like the Germans did in 1930 or sometime, wheel-
barrows of millions of dollars or francs or whatever their money
was just to buy a loaf of bread - pretty basic stuff...”

“Ho ho ho!” laughed Will, not in an unfriendly way, “Yes,
pretty basic BS 101! - and that is certainly what they teach you all in
your schools - but look around! We’ll point you to some stuff about
the German situation, which was real enough but happened for
very different reasons than they want to tell you (and it was the
early 1920s, not 1930 - read up on the years between the wars, very
important) - but does what you see here around you on Green Is-
land look like a destroyed economy? How many wheelbarrows of
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Green Island Dollars did you have to turn in for your lobster, there?
How long have you been on Green Island anyway, boy?” asked
Will.

“Well - about 2 days, I guess - I just came by the bridge to
Summerside and then Charlottetown a couple of days ago, then to
Montague yesterday, I want to go up and across the North Shore
when I leave here...”

“Well, that’s a good start,” said Will, “now, tell me what signs
of an economy destroyed by inflation you’ve seen here, with your
University of Toronto expertise in such things, after something like
4 years of the Green Island government printing Green Island
Money, on your travels through our three main cities here? Closed
factories and high unemployment like I mentioned a minute ago,
homeless people begging on the streets for your precious Cana-
dian money, high crime rates, food banks, people leaving for better
places, for sale signs on houses and boarded-up businesses?? - all
that kind of thing you see in your ‘strong’ Ontario economy? Do
you see people pushing around wheelbarrows full of practically
worthless paper to pay for the great lunch you’ve just had???”

“Well - “ answered Virgil, frowning a bit as he tried to think of
a response, obviously finding himself in a difficult corner, his elder’s
arguments being rather obviously correct, and his Canadian uni-
versity education he had thrown down as a challenge as equally
obviously being found somewhat wanting, “well - no, I haven’t
seen any of that stuff at all - things actually seem pretty good here,
the people seem happy, I haven’t seen any crime or obvious signs
of poor people, everyone seems to be working like you said, it cer-
tainly seems prosperous enough - but hey, this is the tourist sea-
son, and there’s lots of people like me bringing our real money
here to give you a boost....”

“Hohohoho!! That’s good, Virg, Big Brother Rule Number One
- believe what you’re told, not what you see! How many fingers
am I holding up boy hahaha!!!” the big man called Harvey joined
in with a laugh, holding up some fingers briefly, having finished
his lobster at last, “But at least you’re observing things a bit! - but
look what’s in your hands, and what you paid for the lobster lunch
you rather obviously enjoyed with! But you see, we don’t really
have any ‘poor folk’ here anymore, although if you know anything
about Canada, you’ll know that this used to be one of the poorest
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provinces - and you’ll know too that poverty is still running over
20% in your Canada, and poverty is a major cause of crime, al-
though that’s something else they don’t like to talk about much,
given the extent to which the government allows and even encour-
ages poverty for various reasons, such as to keep a large pool of
desperate workers available for sweat shops of various types - some-
thing else I bet you didn’t get asked to read about in your econom-
ics 101.

“But now here on Green Island, why, everybody’s got a job,
and a useful job they like to do at that, and what’s more we only
have to work about half as much as we used to, to have a decent
life! And it’s all because of Green Island Money! I’ll be honest with
you, lad, there was a lot of scepticism when the new government
started talking about this, and doing it, and a lot of people trained
in the same kinds of universities you’re in now saying the same
kinds of things you’re saying - but on the other hand everyone was
a bit desperate too, the financial situation was so bad, an awful lot
of folks was sort of hanging on and not much more. So that Bigelow
fellow and the rest got their way and started the Green Island print-
ing presses and Green Island bank deposits and then the Green
Island Public Works and Infrastructure Projects - and now a few
years later, well - we’ve all got some Green Money in our pockets,
and there’s lots of work if we need money, and our Island is truly
blooming with more than potato blossoms and lobsters for the first
time ever, we’re finally all together in a race to the top rather than
the bottom as you are everywhere else, we know there’s more where
it came from, and we’re all happy that they did and we did too!
And the one central reason for all of this is that we no longer have
private banks renting us our money for THEIR benefit, but we cre-
ate it all ourselves, for OUR benefit. Ethel, my love, is there some
canned beer around in a cooler somewhere? I’m gettin thirsty from
all this talkin...”

I looked around when the man mentioned Bigelow, but ap-
parently noone at the table recognised him - he had said that most
Government Council representatives were low-profile people out-
side of their own districts, as the whole government was not any
longer based on ‘personality cults’, as he called them, wherein a
few well-known people ran the government, and got in the news-
papers every day and on the television for the mass of less-edu-
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cated people - very much demagoguery stuff, as near as I could
make out, typical politics - and from what I had seen and read, the
people had paid the price as well. Bigelow was observing the con-
versation with interest, but apparently had decided to keep out of
it. Which said a lot for the ‘crazy dream’ of he and some others -
many others, it appeared, were now just as involved in it as the
original dreamers, which said a lot for its chances of success, it
seemed to me.

“I still don’t get it,” the boy named Virgil was saying, with a
bit of a frown, “it’s pretty fishy so there must be something you’re
not telling me - if you could make a great society just by printing
your own money - and I admit things look pretty good around
here! - everyone would do it, wouldn’t they?”

“Ho ho ho!! It ain’t US that ain’t telling you stuff boy! It’s your
own government and universities, dominated by the banks and
rich people over there where you come from! If everyone knew
about what we’re doing here, and the lies you all get told over there
and how much better things could be for everyone, there would
certainly be some pressure, I would think, on many governments
to have more of it done,” said Will, “Look at yourself, a perfect
example - 20 years of Upper Canada and American tv and Upper
Canada education and newspapers - and you had no idea about
where money came from and that your banks controlled it all! -
money, the oil that makes the whole society go around, of funda-
mental importance, and you’re even supposed to be studying about
it in your university! - and the brainwashing is so deep that you
still have trouble believing it when you’re in the middle of the evi-
dence of your own eyes!

“And that is the problem - your schools and newspapers and
tvs and everyone teaches that what we are doing here cannot be
done. And why? Well - just look at how much money the banks are
making from their Canadian dollars! - last count I saw - get a grip
on something here, boy, this is a biggie - the Canadian banks had
collected over a TRILLION dollars in interest on *just* the so-called
Canadian National Debt just during the last 25 years or so, a tril-
lion dollars of the tax money paid by your folks and every other
Canadian taxpayer, a trillion dollars you folks should NOT have
paid, it was really stolen - a Trillion dollars, also during which time
the government was cutting back all kinds of social programs, and
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infrastructure development, and telling the people of Canada they
‘had no money’ for such things - but a Trillion dollars of tax money
- money the Canadians paid to the government for the things the
government was saying they couldn’t afford!!! - was turned straight
over to the banks during those years! And right this day there’s
over two trillion dollars of outstanding debt in your Canada, con-
sumer and business as well as government - and all or at least most
of that debt created out of thin air by the banks alone, and they
want interest on that two trillion dollars every year!

“Every year, boy! Do you even want to start thinking about
how much money that starts adding up to after a few years, and
keeps rolling in, year after year after year after year? And all of that
money comes from the work of average Canadians like your father
- having half of everything they produce sucked straight upstairs
into the pockets of the bankers and investors who are the real rul-
ers of your country! The greatest scam in all of human history - and
you have no - freaking - idea - at - ALL!!! that it’s going on right in
front of your face!!

“And they always complain about inflation - well how can you
not have inflation when you are paying that kind of interest every
year on your money supply? And I KNOW they NEVER talk about
that in your university economics courses, do they boy? They blame
inflation on workers needing raises, or oil shocks from the other
side of the world - lies, and lies and more lies, boy, that’s what you
mostly get in your mainstream economics propaganda books! And
the banks creating huge streams of money for their wealthy inves-
tor friends to attack currencies around the world, or create stock
market or real estate market bubbles, which then crash and wipe
out the savings of millions of small ordinary people - that’s where
your inflation and your recessions come from, but again you never
read about it in your economics books, eh??

“And the same people who own the banks, and some other
wealthy ‘investors’, own the newspapers so the newspapers won’t
talk about it, and they bribe the politicians so the politicians don’t
talk about it if they want to keep their cushy jobs and them meet-
ings in tropical climes in the middle of a Canadian winter, and
they control the curriculum and teachers in lower schools, and in-
fluence the hiring of university teachers so there aren’t any radical
ideas like you’ve heard here in your ‘modern’ university econom-
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ics courses - and that’s the key, of course - it would be hard to stop
people from talking about something they wanted to talk about in
something that is sort of a democracy as far as your freedom goes
although your elections are anything but democratic but that’s
something to talk about another time! - but if you are never taught
about this in school, except when they tell you it cannot be done so
there is no point in talking about it - and your ‘news’ papers and
politicians never bring it up - why, nobody thinks to talk about it,
in that mad rush you all live in on the mainland, jobs and malls
and tv and daycare and traffic jams and no time to think about any
of it! - and you’re not done paying yet, boy, the Canadian govern-
ment is still up to its eyeballs in debt and paying tens of billions of
dollars every year to the banks - a golden calf, if you know that
story, for the banks, with no end in sight! - you’ve paid the money
back a dozen times over and still owe ten times what you borrowed!
- just like the worst loan shark scam you can think of - and your
government is doing it to you. And you know not a sweet damned
thing about it - and that’s exactly what your fancy upper Canada
eddycation is worth! I’m sorry for gettin a bit excited, boy, but we
suffered for a good lot of years because of that stuff, and there’s a
lot of memories that kind of talk brings back. There’s still a lot of
people out there who’d like to drive us back to the old ways too,
and that’s something a lot of us are fighting pretty hard to stop.”

Virgil was quiet, a bit of a shocked look around his eyes, for a
second, kind of like a person who has jumped into what he thought
to be a warm body of water and found it ice cold.

“Well,” he said shortly, defensively, evidently a bit desperate
for some face-saving argument, “all that sure sounds like those ‘con-
spiracy theories’ the papers keep talking about - and we all know
they’re just nonsense...”

“Ha ha ha ha!!!” there was a wave of laughter around the ta-
ble, as if this was a subject they’d talked about before, as if a child
was making a last desperate defence of the fable of santa claus by
referring to the fact he still got presents under the tree so santa
must be real or something equally innocuous.

“Exactly, exactly!” and suchlike was chorused, and then “Sorry,
son, but we learned long ago that the major so-called ‘conspiracy
theories’ you’re talking about are mostly true - including the ones
they don’t ever talk about - the conspiracies like this national debt
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stuff that you never read about anywhere, or the way they control
the elections in your so-called democracies and then brainwash
everyone into thinking it’s the best system ever. But you just have
to think things through yourself, after getting as much info from as
many people as you can, and decide what you’re going to believe,
young lad - some ‘theories’ they teach you in school - or the evi-
dence of your own eyes - and then maybe tonight or later on your
travels you ask yourself exactly WHO is promulgating the real ‘con-
spiracy theories’ - and who is telling the truth??!!

“Is that lobster you’ve just paid for a conspiracy or reality? Is
the fact you can NOT have that in Ontario for the same cheap price
you just paid for it - a conspiracy or reality?? Is that train you just
came from Charlottetown on a few minutes ago some conspiracy
or reality?? You got some thinkin to do, boy! And that’s going to
have to be the end of your Green Island Reality Economics one-
thousand and one course today - we got some work to do, we
workin folks of Green Island - but here we work for We the People,
and not the Banking Masters that you guys work for back in To-
ronto! C’mon darling,” finished Will, turning to Ethel, “We got that
job of heading up the Work Credits Committee this afternoon, so
we better get ready.”

There was a general shuffling around the table, a last sip of a
beverage, turning sideways to get up from the picnic table, pulling
on of a cap - and Virgil was sitting looking a little lonely, a puzzled
frown on his face.

But only for a second.
The lady called Ethel paused as she was turning to walk away

with the others, then turned back to where Virgil was sitting watch-
ing the people getting up from the table and leaving around him,
laughing and chatting.

“Say, son,” she said, a kindly sort of smile on her motherly
face, “ - you might find this interesting if you don’t have other plans
- why, you could even help out a bit, if you liked - earn a few Green
Island Dollars yourself! - it’s a good feeling, you know, helping
your community and making some money for doing it! What’dya
say? You might even learn something useful ...”

I saw a sort of light appear in the lad’s eyes, and he smiled
almost immediately, as he quickly wiped his mouth with a servi-
ette and looked over at Will, standing beside Ethel, smiling in a
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friendly and welcoming way, nodding his head just  a bit to show
he was ok with the idea.

 “Yea,” Virgil said, “I think I might like that! Thanks, Ma’am,
and Sir!” and he pulled his cap off his head, brushed back his hair
as he got to his feet, and pulled the cap back on. With a big smile
growing on his face as one of the ladies took him by the arm in a
motherly sort of way, looking up and speaking to him as they
walked off. Although the people at the table had certainly given
the lad a lesson, it had all been done in a most friendly way, and I
could see he appreciated that spirit of sharing and friendliness, some
disagreement without serious confrontation, as much as, perhaps
more than, the actual teaching he had received. He joined the oth-
ers as they left the table, heading for the large red stone building
nearby we had seen on the way in.

Another new Green Islander, I could tell.
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FROM:  Christine Central
TO:  Tranna Startled Public Affairs Ed (sic)
DATE:  February 18 20XX
CC: Charles Christmas, MP, Charlottetown Canada;

Charlottetown Colonial, National Pispot

RE: Editorial 'Canadians blessed with free press'

Title: Free indeed, but is freedom enough? Canadian media cre-
ate a national narrative...

Dear Ms Tuffy,
Certainly you folks at the Star and other Canadian media seem

'free' enough to write what you want, and 'proud' enough about
doing so, as your several-times-a-year reminders to your readers/
listeners remind us of how lucky we are to be 'served' by such a
‘free’ press - but although we've been seeing lots of freedom the last
few years, there is another aspect to journalism that seems to be a bit
harder to find - responsibility.

A 'responsible' press, to offer a short definition, would, in my
opinion at least, be one that reported, to the Canadian people they
are supposed to be ‘serving’, the things going on in their country
and world they needed to know about to make informed decisions
about what things their country should be doing, and/or have in-

I left the woods for as good a reason as I went there. Perhaps
it seemed to me that I had several more lives to live, and could
not spare any more time for that one.
-Thoreau



318 Green Island Book I:  Greenways

formed discussions about such things with their fellow citizens. A
responsible press would not, I think, try to think for the citizens,
and/or push them in any particular direction regarding any issue,
but simply offer factual information on relevant happenings in the
country and world (insofar as such often illusive/elusive things can
be ascertained, of course, with proper qualifications when things
are uncertain, and with a full recognition that there might be any
number of definitions of 'relevant' ) and a variety of opinion from
commentators on those facts from people who are perhaps a bit more
knowledgeable about the various issues.

As far as I can see, using a definition anything like this, the
Canadian press, despite your assertion of how wonderful you/they
are, fails quite miserably as far as 'responsible' is concerned.

Let me see if I can come up with a few examples.
1. The recent Ontario election might be a good place to start.
Do you really think that most Ontarians wanted the major issue

of the campaign to be Tory's school funding proposal? I think a lot of
people thought a lot of other issues were at least as important, and
many moreso - but you would never have known it to listen to, or
read, the Canadian media - every day, half the news coverage was
about the school funding 'issue', what people thought, how people
were reacting, what it was going to mean, how Tory's own support-
ers were unhappy, etc and etc - by halfway through the 'campaign',
everyone knew that the Cons were going to be blown out of the
water because of this.

And any honest look at this can only conclude that this domi-
nance was almost 100% due to the media focusing on it to the al-
most exclusion of everything else. There were many other issues
that could have been talked about, and many people, politicians and
otherwise, commented on many of these - imagine if the media had
of devoted the same day after day coverage to, for instance,
McGuinty's broken promises and a lengthy series of interviews with
people who were unhappy about one or another of them, or the still
broken health care system in Ontario in spite of McGuinty's much-
unliked 'health tax', or who was promising what about the future of
electricity in Ontario, or the still rising fees for university education
in Ontario, or what about the hundreds of thousands of manufac-
turing jobs lost and being lost, or what's going on with the falling
water levels in the Great Lakes, or the fact that most people in On-
tario do not want pot to be illegal but the feds are promising even
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harsher penalties for simple possession, or many others I could list
if I wanted to. Wouldn't it have been a bit more honest of the media
- not to mention responsible - to maybe do a survey of a largish
sample of Ontario voters sometime early in the campaign, and ask
them to list their major concerns from a list formulated by a consen-
sus of party spokespeople together with you at the media, with then
at least a couple of blank lines so the people surveyed could add
whatever things you were overlooking (which, if there was any is-
sue getting a lot of mention you would add for the next survey), and
then do stories on whatever was at the top of the list, and get the
reactions of the party leaders to those issues, and maybe weekly
repeats of this - rather than YOU decide what the main issue was,
and hammer it day after day after day with no apparent care at all as
to what people themselves were thinking? Wouldn't that be a bit
more journalistic than the approach that was taken? Shouldn't the
media report the news, rather than try to create it?

Really - is it your job to tell people what the issues are? - as you
are certainly 'free' to do! - or would it be a bit more 'responsible' if
you asked people themselves what THEY thought the issues were,
and reported from that perspective?

I have to tell you, from my position here somewhat outside the
box on Green Island, it looks very much to me like the Canadian
media is much more engaged in creating a national narrative for
Canadians than actually 'reporting' news. They are very much not
the same thing.

What about the related referendum on the form of proportional
representation recommended by the Citizen’s Council, MMP? - well,
there's not really any other way to put it, that was a total disgrace, in
terms of the media coverage, very free of course, but about as irre-
sponsible as you could be in terms of fair presentation to the voters
- and I will even admit that the Starkly did better than most of the
others, but this was a very low bar, because as far as the Canadian/
Ontario media were concerned, it was a full frontal attack on MMP
- YOU CITIZENS DO NOT!!! WANT!! TO CHANGE!! VOTING SYS-
TEMS!!!! - and you cannot deny that. Day after day, stories arguing
against it, editorials and columnists, interviews with people oppos-
ing it, etc and etc - with perhaps a single supportive voice getting a
bit of space once a week or so, somewhere in a short letter, or on an
inside back page. Can you honestly think that was 'responsible' jour-
nalism? It's not up to Father (Big Brother? Big Mother?) MSM to tell
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citizens what they want - and then present a highly unbalanced pic-
ture of what the referendum was all about to push people in that
direction as well. It's one thing for uninformed or half-informed citi-
zens to be spreading around stupid ideas about what MMP was all
about, but it is positively dishonest for major provincial newspapers
or radio stations to be doing so. You may have freedom of opinion,
but surely any sense of responsibility would ensure that your cover-
age was at least factually accurate and balanced - but no. Your edi-
torials in the Starkers were inflammatory and full of worst-case pos-
sible scenarios in the extreme, dissemination bordering on outright
lies at times (I wrote an earlier letter about this - not published of
course, in your one-sided monologue) - and that, I am telling you,
may be your 'freedom' in action, but it sure as h*** could never be
called 'responsible' - quite the reverse, actually.

2. Every day there are examples of the media pushing a certain
POV, in essence apparently trying to 'create' news rather than report
- here is one from today, as I write - Feb 23 - Harper, Tories riding
high - quoting the first couple of sentences - "...OTTAWA - It was a
buoyant, confident Stephen Harper who basked in the chants of
Conservative MPs shouting, "Harper, Harper. .... Addressing cau-
cus, he introduced the newest Tory MP to a rousing welcome. In a
by-election stunner last month ..."

Do you teach your students that this kind of writing is 'journal-
ism', Ms Tuffy? The story is leading and opinionated in the extreme
- any journalist student would (in any class of mine) get a failing
grade for this kind of thing - yet the country's biggest newspaper
apparently considers it front page stuff. This does not even remotely
qualify as 'giving Canadians facts they need to understand what is
going on in their country' - this is very obviously and blatantly the
process of creating a narrative for a country full of passive tv watch-
ers to absorb unquestioningly. There is a HUGE difference. The lat-
est 'chapter' in this narrative is that Dion is a terrible leader, untrusted
and unliked by his fellow Liberals, and Harper is becoming more
acceptable, etc - and this is what we see, day after day in the papers
- pictures and stories about Dion looking beleaguered, and Harper
looking triumphant. And very soon there will be an election, and
although everyone will pretend to be in suspense, there'll be no ques-
tion as to the outcome, as it is being decided now through the 'news'
coverage, and the voters will react accordingly - the voters might be
suspicious of Harper and his rightwing agenda, but heck, we’re sure
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not voting for that loser Dion!!!
3. What about your coverage of Afghanistan the last 2-3 years,

since it became somewhat more controversial with the larger mili-
tary role? Same thing - shameless, absolutely shameless, boosterism
and jingoism, day after day after day in every major Canadian me-
dia outlet, about as one-sided and unbalanced as coverage could be
of something like this. Telling Canadians, day after day after day
after day, that no matter what misgivings they were feeling about
marching halfway around the world to appease the American jug-
gernaut to the south of us, it is their duty now to support the troops
and the mission, to show appropriate sympathy and honor to the
brave soldiers killed (and killing) fighting for freedom and democ-
racy, and that it is unpatriotic to question their government when it
decides to go to war.

Responsible journalism? Only a propagandist would so label
what you have been doing 'responsible' in the Afghanistan cover-
age, or many other things (the 'war on terror' coverage (UNDER THE
BEDS WE'RE ALL IN TERRIBLE DANGER!!!!) has been equally
unbalanced, to say the least, with virtually no space at all to voices
calling for moderation and sanity), knowing well he or she was ly-
ing brazenly as s/he did so. Yes, there have been one or two excep-
tions, where you offered a column to someone to criticize what is
happening, but the odd exception does not qualify as balance, espe-
cially when the editorial content, and the spin of the 'news' cover-
age, is so one-sided, and so overwhelming day after day after day
on all media outlets speaking with one voice - a voice that most
Canadians do not share, as you must well know.

Oh well, I shan't carry on any longer wasting my time with the
long list of examples of irresponsible 'journalism' emanating from
the Canadian media I could easily put together - as you folks have
been demonstrating for years now, one of your great 'freedoms' is to
ignore people like me, whose opinions you do not apparently want
anything to do with - even though, in terms of such things as strength-
ening the Canadian health care system, or being unhappy with what
is happening in Afghanistan etc, we are clearly the majority opinion
in this country. Which doesn't quite strike me as 'responsible' either,
but it certainly is understandable in the light of your 'freedom' to
attempt to shape the Canadian narrative as it suits you, with little
regard for 'the truth' or what most Canadians might prefer.

But I will add a short comment on your final thoughts in this
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piece, about how your 'freedom' is under attack because the Prime
Minister won't cooperate quite as much with your 'questions' as you
would like.

Certainly asking questions is central to getting information, and
I don't really have any quarrel with your notion that all politicians
ought to be a lot more forthcoming with what they are up to - but
you have no limitations on your 'freedom' to ask questions, you're
simply faced with a government that is exercising its freedom to
ignore them, which is something of a different problem. (Not to
mention more than a bit ironic, really, because this is exactly the
same problem I and many others face when dealing with the Cana-
dian media - if you don't like our POV, you won't answer our ques-
tions, or talk to us, or even acknowledge that we exist, as you single-
mindedly create your own Canadian narrative, ignoring facts or what
others might have to say that you don't want to hear.)

You say "..The real issue is not who gets to ask questions, but
what questions get asked..." - and I couldn't agree more, which is
why I keep writing these apparently fruitless letters, year after to
year, to politicians and media both. For example, here are a few ques-
tions that would probably evoke some interesting answers if pur-
sued, but that I have never seen in the Canadian mainstream media
- and, sad to say, don't really expect to:

** Mr PM (or finance minister, or anyone else - nobody is going
near this one) - Why is the government of Canada allowing privately
owned banks to create 98% of the nation's money supply, charging
interest for so doing and making huge profits? How can we call our-
selves a sovereign country when we do not even control our own
money supply? Using the Bank of Canada for the purpose for which
it was created would greatly ease the hardships faced by our pro-
vincial and larger municipal governments, making interest-free loans
available to them, rather than forcing them to assume huge com-
mercial debts. So using the Bank of Canada 25-30 years ago would
have prevented the huge national debt we currently have, which
has eaten up over a trillion dollars in 'service charges' during that
time, and been the excuse for the gutting of the nation's social sup-
port system during that time, and upon which we still pay tens of
billions of dollars in 'service charges' each year. Who is really run-
ning the country, Mr PM, the banks and wealthy Canadian 'inves-
tors' - or the Canadian government?

or perhaps -
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** Mr PM - since surveys have been consistently showing for
decades that a solid majority of Canadians do NOT want the posses-
sion or use of cannabis to be criminalized, how can we call Canada a
democracy when the government continues to persecute people for
this activity a majority of Canadians do not want them persecuted
for? (there would be quite a long list of similar questions, of the
government doing things most Canadians do not approve of)

or one from the last election in Ontario -
** Mr McGuinty, when barely 10% of the people of Ontario voted

for you, do you think it is honest to be claiming a 'massive majority'
for whatever it is you plan to do for the next four years? Do you
think it is honest of the media to call your 10% 'victory' a 'massive
majority'??

or one more -
** Mr PM, since almost half of Canadians do not vote these days,

and you yourself enjoyed the ballot support of barely 5 million peo-
ple of the 30+ million in Canada, why aren't you undertaking a seri-
ous study into why Canadians are losing faith in their government,
and their media, and taking some very serious steps to restore faith
and trust in our Canadian institutions, of which the first step must
be removing power from the financial elite of Canada and returning
it to the people of Canada where it rightfully belongs?

- well, I could go on, but as above, I expect I'm wasting my
time. But if such questions were ever asked, of course, there would
need to be a corresponding determination to follow them through -
that is, any politician will have some glib answer and empty prom-
ises to any difficult question - that's Basic Political BS 101 for these
people - and it's also one of the great failings of the media, that they
allow the politicians to get away with this so much. When there are
serious questions to be addressed, you need to keep them front and
center in the pages of your papers, even if the politicians do not
want to answer them. You are certainly capable of such things when
you want something - the smear campaigns against MMP or John
Tory, for instance, or the daily boosterism for the Afghanistan inva-
sion most Canadians oppose, or many, many, many other things
going back many years - recall the so-called 'free trade' election of
1988, for instance, when the media en masse told Canadians we Must
Do This!!!! - or Mulroney's Meech Lake Accord a bit later, when the
media once again tried to tell Canadians what they must do?

Alright, enough for today. I don't suppose this letter will have
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any more impact than the dozens I've written before, but the state of
the media in Canada, like the state of 'democracy', is like a festering
wound that keeps nagging at me, as a Canadian citizen, and citizen
of the world, who actually cares about such things, and I keep try-
ing to do my bit to help improve it. There are, actually, a lot of us out
here - you'd just never know it from reading the Canadian main-
stream media, who have their own ideas about the direction the coun-
try should be going in, and aren't interested in acknowledging those
with any sort of contrary view.

These are not trivial things I speak of - it is up to the citizens of
a province or country to choose their government on the basis of
fairly presented information from the media they rely on for such
information, not be herded into favoring one party over another by
media manipulation and spin, as we saw during the Ontario elec-
tion recently, and are now seeing in terms of Harper and Dion. The
change of voting systems could have been very important in increas-
ing voter participation and democracy in Ontario and Canada both -
as you know, after a lengthy discussion leading to a full understand-
ing of everything, the citizen's commission on MMP was almost
unanimous in suggesting MMP - imagine what the citizens of On-
tario might have done had they had an equally full and informative
discussion, rather than a brief period of lies and scare tactics and a
unified media chorus of 'DON'T GO THERE DON'T GO THERE!!!!'??.
The money supply thing is also extremely important - control of the
money is fundamental to a sovereign country, as noted, and it would
seem that the media is complicit in keeping this great scam from
Canadians by refusing to speak of it, or using your 'freedom' to ques-
tion politicians about it.

I don't know who all you think you're fooling with your 'we're
so good it hurts!!' act - but I bet, for starters, not many among the
50% of Ontarians who chose not to vote in the last election, or the
40%+ and growing who have not been voting in federal elections
the last few years. You are probably aware that trust in the media
has been dropping over the last bunch of years along with trust in
politicians, and your growing irresponsibility as I've briefly discussed
above is related to this very directly, whether or not you want to
admit it or face it publicly.

It's about time you people got off this 'we're so free and great'
kick, and tried out the 'let's try being responsible to the people we're
supposed to be serving' gig for awhile.
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I shan't, however, given your history, be holding my breath.

Christine Central
Centerville Canada

[[NOTE TO CC from Self: Sweetie, watch them loooooooong
sentences with freaking handfuls of nested clauses - not everyone
can follow that stuff like you can..... you gotta, at least sometimes,
consider the people who you are trying to reach - that doesn't mean
lowering your standards, sweetie, just making some allowances for
those not as gifted as you are, ok????? Google 'full stop' or some-
thing. Check good ol Strunkie. Think short. haha no not on charles
haha - but maybe shorter letters ...??? you'd be surprised how many
people just don't have the attention span to get through longer stuff
these days - are you on an ego trip or something? Are you such a
poor writer you can't cut this stuff a bit???? It doesn't impress a lot of
people to say that Charles Dickens or Herman Melville wouldn't
have a chance today - they have no fucking idea what you're talking
about, Sweetie!!!!]]

====================

Some men see things as they are and ask ‘Why?’ I dream things
that never were and ask, ‘Why not?’

-  Robert F. Kennedy

The capitalist looks at things, and thinks, How can I turn this to
my advantage...?

The socialist looks at things and thinks, How can we make this
better for all of us...?

====================

Rather than love, than money, than fame, give me truth.
- Henry David Thoreau

====================

February 19 20XX
Charlottetown
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MEMO:
TO: Diane
FROM: Charles
RE: Editorial 'Canadians blessed with free press'

Di baby, I told you before not to bother me with this shit - this
Central chick is some whacko who keeps sending me this kind of
stuff - she needs to get her head out of her ass and join the real world.
Toss in the the ol CS file as per normal. And don’t forget to get the
upgrade - I hate flying economy, you know that. Should be a great
week in Europe next month - springtime in Paris and all that, mmm
honey I can taste you already!!!. And be sure to have the report I
asked you about on Reducing Business Taxes in European Coun-
tries - Summary Findings of Study Group or whatever it’s going to
be called ready before I go so I can look it over sometime on the
flight - we’ll be stopping at all the places on the itinerary, but I don’t
see any reason to talk to anyone there beyond maybe a quick phone
call when everything I need is available on the net or through our
gov sources - that's what YOU get paid for, sweetie! - and we'll have
more pleasurable things to do, eh? ;>) ;>)!! And how’s that little 'study
tour' haha to Australia looking? The polls are indicating we might
not win the next election, so I gotta get busy - places to go, people to
see! Ol Petey's got the right idea - man, you ever see anyone log so
many government air miles in six months? Government business
hahaha!!!!

See you tonight, eh?
Charlie

====================

“A story that supports the status quo is generally considered to
be neutral and is not questioned in terms of its objectivity, while one
that challenges the status quo tends to be perceived as having a ‘point
of view’ and therefore biased. Statements and assumptions that sup-
port the existing power structure are regarded as ‘facts’ whilst those
that are critical of it tend to be rejected as ‘opinions’.” (Beder, Global
Spin, Green Books, 1997, p.205)
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====================

February 19 20XX
Office of the Charlottetown Colonial

RE: letter from dear Cindy

HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAAAA
[delete]

====================

TO: JL Barnes
FROM: Di
DATE: Feb 19 20XX
SUBJ: letters

Hi Jimbo,
Just a small venting - you’re so handy to have around! I have

just deep-sixed another excellent letter from one of Charles’ con-
stituents - he never answers them anymore. This lady has some good
ideas - sure would be nice if we could talk about them sometimes in
the public forums. She says she sends them to the Colonial as well,
and other papers, but I never see them there either - just more sto-
ries about how much trouble the government is in because of the
'debt' or whatever all that talk is - I don’t understand it all, but it
seems to me they take enough taxes from me and everyone else to
keep the hospitals open and things - there sure doesn’t seem to be
any shortage of money for Charles to be flying off around the world
- Business Class!!! - to meetings he doesn’t really need to go to! But I
guess that’s the way it is - nothing I can do about it - I sure don’t
need to lose this job, so I keep my mouth shut.

Gotta run! - thanks, as usual, for listening!
Di

====================

March 19 20XX
Dear Diary,
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The responsibility letter is something of a milestone - 100 letters
(not all as long as this one though!) exactly to the Colonial, Pispot,
Star, Globe, etc etc the last 2-3 years - NOT published. Thank god for
RM hahahahahahaha.

CC

====================

Feb 21 20XX

Charlottetown Colonial - Letters to the Editor

Where are the police??

Dear Editor,
I am a Senior Citizen living in Charlottetown, and I thought it

was about time I wrote you about a serious situation here in my
neighborhood, Upper Bonking Cres. There are a gang of young hood-
lums who insist on playing ball hockey in the street after school some
days. It is absolutely disgraceful the way they are allowed to carry
on and make so much noise that I can hardly enjoy my afternoon
soap operas, and who knows when a ball might come flying through
my window and kill me - I really feel like I'm being threatened by
terrorists lurking in the background, and as you know you tell us all
the time to be really watchful for terrorist activity because this is not
a safe world anymore, and that means PEI. I really think the police
ought to keep a better eye on things. Those boys should be doing
something quiet like watching television, and not be disturbing the
good folks of the area. They have to learn that too much freedom is
a dangerous thing these days.

Thank you for your attention to this serious matter -
Mrs. Elspeth Crabanalstrudel
(retired from the Maxtheprem Insurance Agency, where I

worked for 30 years)

(ED: We quite agree with Mrs. Crabapple, and have phoned the police
about this important issue. We'll be sure to keep on the case for our faithful
readers, and keep everyone updated. That's our job, after all, in a democ-
racy - keep the public officials accountable! (and yes, we enjoy it at times!)
And we hope you can take the time yourself, as a concerned citizen, to make
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a phone call or write a letter about this or other things that concern you to
us or your MP or City Councilor as appropriate - remember, this is YOUR
democracy - and we are here to make sure your concerns are everyone's
concerns - that's what your newspapers are for!!! Be sure to write us with
any concerns you have about our great democracy here on PEI - where
Your Media Stands on Guard for You Yea!!)

====================

Time is a funny thing. Ten years ahead is forever. Ten years ago
is yesterday.

====================

...what country can preserve its liberties if their rulers are not
warned from time to time that their people preserve the spirit of
resistance?

- Thomas Jefferson

====================

You need to understand that those who are implementing the
modern Box are extremely clever, and have been working on this for
a long time. They understand that if the people of Canada had any
idea what was happening, their undertaking would be in big trou-
ble. So imagine that the people running the Box are hidden behind
some big gates. To stop the people from getting close to those gates,
they set up a whole road full of obstacles - obviously you cannot
storm the gates of the fortress if you are battling some lesser enemy
miles away from those gates (I’m sure Sun Tzu has something about
this). And the Box Masters are expert at these diversions. For in-
stance, the road is lined with televisions showing hockey games and
football games and golf matches and reality shows and all kinds of
other things people find interesting, with comfortable chairs and hot
dog stands and pushy announcers telling you how wonderful and
important these things are (they get well paid for making you think
these things). So all along the road to the gates of the box we see
people watching television, eating popcorn and drinking beer and
having great laughs, and they have no idea there is a box to get out
of, and they all reinforce each other’s belief about how important
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these things are in their lives. Life is fine as long as they have their
hockey game and a beer, or their soap opera and tea.

And there are malls for the many people who confuse their own
personal beauty with everything being ok in society. Some of them
have bad dreams at night about empty rooms, but the Canadian
pharmaceutical industry has lots of stuff to help them through the
night, readily available at the malls. And others actually vaguely
understand the box, that all is not as it seems in their country, but
the road is lined with faux-journalists screaming at them to get with
the program, to get back to work and become more productive, that
socialists have lost and the Market Rules YEA!!!, with various other
servants-of-power mocking them and beating on them sometimes,
and so on. And others encourage half of the population to quarrel
with the other half rather than joining together in the common strug-
gle of the oppressed against the oppressor - whatever is going on
here is ok as a system, but WE should be running things rather than
YOU. And there are many other distractions and discouragements,
and even enticements along the road.

And by the time the odd, determined, lonely seeker after the
truth navigates all of these obstacles and the Box walls actually get
into sight and the madding crowd fades into the background - well,
he or she is pretty much alone, with nobody to listen to his or her
imprecations.

But we try.
As we stand here now, the gates look awfully high and strong.

But then, there was a time when a giant man named Goliath looked
awfully high and strong to a small shepherd boy with a single small
pebble in a sling, too. Who knows what will happen?

Select the pebble carefully now, grasshopper .....

====================

"Those students will do as they’re told while they're in high school.
When they get to university, THEN they can start to think for themselves!"

- G. MacPicklehead, Principal (your 'pal!!' children hahaha),
Birchdick Indoctrination Center SORRY HAHAHAH
SOMBEBODY'S LOOKING FOR TROUBLE!!! HIGH School,
Charlottetown, explaining his refusal to let a teacher show his stu-
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dents a film on right-wing fundamentalism in America, and its in-
fluence on politics in that country. Just, of course, coincidentally,
Mr. MacPicklehead was/is a fundamentalist himself. In the way of
things on the Island, the teacher lost his job, spent years fighting it in
court and never won anything but lots of grief and losing his beau-
tiful wife and white hair, while Mr. MacPicklehead went on to be-
come the Mayor of Charlottetown and lots of face time on the local
media. Just in the normal way of things on PEI.

====================

When plunder becomes a way of life for a group of men living
in society, they create for themselves, in the course of time, a legal
system that authorizes it and a moral code that glorifies it.

- Frederic Bastiat

====================

AGORA Discussion on Immigration to Green Island

Green Island Immigration Code of Conduct, Article 2c:
I think we need something like this:
You are welcome to come to our community, but you are not

welcome to try to start imposing any religious or political or any
other views you have on the rest of us living here already. You have
freedom to worship a god if you want, or to open some sort of wor-
shipping place and open it to the public, but you are NOT free to
start demanding others 'respect' your beliefs by doing or not doing
certain things as you command - the community is governed by We
the People, not your ‘god’, whatever you perceive that to be, or those
who style themselves as the ‘bringers of god’s word!!’. If you or your
god feel you need a certain kind of community obedience to your
ideas that directly or indirectly acknowledge the dominance of your
‘god’ in the community, you should probably not come here, as we
are a free sort and do not care to have others telling us what to do in
the name of their god. Most of us here are people who are respectful
of others and their beliefs to the Millsian level (your freedom to swing
your fist stops at my nose), but if someone does or says something
that you find offensive, you will not even consider starting a riot or
threatening to kill that person. If that person in any way threatens
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you or your beliefs physically, s/he will be dealt with, and quickly,
as we hold the physical security of our citizens to be the highest
right of all.  As will you if you attempt to threaten others with physi-
cal harm for any reason at all. If you place your religious beliefs
ahead of your commitment to our secular community, you should
probably reconsider your desire to become a citizen of Green Island.

xxxx
You could probably tone that down a bit, ace, there’s a lot of

good religious people out there, don’t _you_ fall into the trap of
assuming the fringe radicals of any sect represent the majority. Aside
from that, of course, I agree with what you say, and that it’s prob-
ably a good idea to make this clear to people who want to become
part of our society - we either have a society controlled by We the
People, or we have a society controlled by the high priests of one
religion or another. And after a couple of thousand years of seeing
what THAT does to everyone, I think I’d like a chance to see what
We the People can do on our own - it could hardly be worse than
what the various leaders using their gods to justify killing others get
up to, and to judge from the general ideas of what is currently hap-
pening here, I suspect it will be considerably better.

====================

Let's do this. Let's all stand up.
Everybody standing up?
OK now don't sit down until you have thought of something

you are going to do to help a fellow human being, someone we actu-
ally know in real need, such as hunger or perhaps cursed by mental
disorder -- or homeless, or an ex-convict or drug addict trying to
regain a hold on his or her life. And do this before you go to bed
tonight. Find some small way to remove a little bit of misery from
the world and the human race. Sit down when you have decided on
something to do.

- Joe Bageant, honorary citizen of Green Island.

=================

Notes for a History of Green Island, by T. More
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The GRIPP I first encountered was named Columbus Clambake,
a name he picked himself, he later said, for reasons he chose not to
get into - he had been one of the first members of the GRIPP - the
Green Island People's Police. The GRIPP was a few years old now -
apparently the original Green Island government found upon tak-
ing office that both the Canadian RCMP and local police forces, al-
though having many good men and women in their ranks along
with the mouth-breathers who tended to gravitate to such 'profes-
sions' where their liking for violence and dominating others through
physical intimidation could find a 'legal' outlet, were also mostly
controlled at the upper levels of which all the old government and
bureaucratic hierarchies were well inbred, by minions of the same
elites who ran the old government and legal system, and it was clear
that their motives and leadership would not be reformable - that is
to say, they would always be true to their old masters of long stand-
ing, and working against the new Green Island government and for
a return to the previous government, and favor privilege of the old
elite over 'common' people (and their own privilege along with it, of
course) when push came to shove, as it often did, and, as the Green
Islanders were trying to be a true People’s Government, such a situ-
ation would simply not do.

This was well understood in those early days especially, when
their very existence was precarious because of the anger and resist-
ance and determination to take back 'their' government of the en-
trenched elite, and the last thing they needed was to not be able to
trust their police force. So, although it was not an easy job, over the
first few months they got the RCMP off the Island, and took over
and re-manned the local police forces and consolidated them
Islandwide, renaming them, after some consultation, the GRIPP,
which symbolically broke the old connections to power and made
new ones to the people. There had been one or two problems at the
first - a few of the 'old guard' who slipped through the screening
process, for instance, believed in their own cynical way that the new
people were not really talking about a 'people's' police force at all,
but simply changing elite masters, the normal revolutionary pat-
tern, and also many of the new recruits they were forced to train
rather quickly were so inexperienced that they made quite a few
mistakes.

The GRIPP was also a new concept in policing - they carried no
weapons, but were all well trained in easing conflicts without vio-
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lence or, if someone attempted violence, they were well-trained in
GreenFu, a combination of various forms of martial arts a team of
Green Islanders had devised. (This also was another Green Island
export making itself felt internationally, as more and more coun-
tries were realising the futility of trying to meet violence with vio-
lence, the utter perverse (but probably intentional) idiocy of such
things as the 'war on terror' which provoked far more terror and
violence than it could ever alleviate, and looking for some practical
means to defuse the seemingly endless violence in the world cease-
lessly fomented by the US government and a few others throughout
most of the last century.) The GRIPPS were one of the few areas in
Green Island 'rules and regulations' where there was a zero-toler-
ance policy for deviation from the established rules - and as a result,
not only their ability to do their job, but also their honesty and integ-
rity were matchless and beyond question, as they needed to be to
serve as Fair Witnesses in the Courts, which they were often called
upon to do as well.

As with everything, it was a slow process, changing from gov-
ernment of, by and for the elite, to government of, by and for the
people - but it was being done, here on this one small Island, at least
for a time. The GRIPPs were now widely trusted and respected for
their ability and honesty and fairness - and Green Island was a very
safe place, with the exception of some like the MacIrvings and their
supporters and others like them, who still plotted for a return to the
old elitism.

====================

It’s ludicrous to say all of these people would sell out like that -
there’s just too much apparent integrity there ....

Not all do, probably not even that many - it only takes a certain
few, in the right places. You have your ideologues who know ex-
actly what they are doing with their lies, and your brainwashed many
who believe in the idiocies they have been indoctrinated with, or
promote them because they think such things are good for them and
are not intelligent enough to see through the lies or think of the greater
good, and many others who just go with the flow, who try to stay
with the apparent stronger group to keep themselves safe without
any real idea of what they are doing at all, and these groups make
the majority. But then there are those you wonder about, those lead-
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ers in high places who seem to be intelligent and have some integ-
rity, but who use their position to promote some very obviously bad
policies for we the people, and a scenario such as this is about all
that makes sense. And it’s not that hard to imagine.

Think of this, a kind of ‘you have no choice, but it’s not that
bad!!’ sellout. You have just won, one way or another, a position of
some importance, where your decisions can have a serious influ-
ence on the policy direction of the country, and many people look to
you for leadership. You are known to be a strong voice for things
that people running our country do not approve of. You get a very
confidential visit. The very short conversation goes along these lines:

“So, XXX, congratulations on your new position. If you do well
as part of the leftist elite we allow here, you can look forward to a
good income, lots of travel, a secure and peaceful retirement with
your family. If not, well, I certainly wouldn’t want to make any
threats, but if you actually get to a point where your words or ac-
tions are becoming dangerous to us, you’ll be doing your family
and yourself a rather serious disservice if you’ve forgotten about
people with names like Wellstone and Kennedy, and a longish list
of others, and unexplained airplane accidents, various suicides,
prominent people spending lengthy periods in jail for crimes they
claim not to have committed, tragic accidents happening on the
beaches of faraway lands, and so on. We really wouldn’t want any
of these things to happen to you or your family, but on the other
hand, if you insist on doing things that cause I and those I represent
any serious unhappiness, I really can’t accept any responsibility for
what happens after that. And what we simply request from you is
not that onerous at all, really, you are free to carry on as you have,
with most things, but there are a few things you should not talk
about - I am sure you know what I mean. This should not prove to
be in any way a problem with your popularity, or credibility with
most of your supporters, because we already have the people be-
lieving what we want - we just don’t need any credible voices with
access to the mainstream media rocking the boat and causing them
to question those beliefs. ”

Crazy, you think, never happen in Canada.
But on the other hand, to draw a corollary from a well-known

Holmesian principle, if you know something to be true, but nobody
is talking about it in high places or the media, especially those who
really ought to know about it and otherwise have a reputation for
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progressive principles - why aren’t they? Although you can figure
that some of them, despite their apparent media-promoted intelli-
gence, might actually be too shallowly stupid or self-absorbed to
understand the truth of things, or even some ‘progressives’ indoc-
trinated enough to believe the standard dogmas whilst still trying to
improve things within those rules, within the accepted box, this sim-
ply cannot apply to all of them, as the information they are not talk-
ing about is readily available, and countless people without a public
voice understand the truth - so why do they keep silent in high places
and the media? Why is there not one single voice in the higher pro-
gressive circles or ‘leftwing’ Canadian media not talking about the
obvious idiocy (for We the People) of, for instance, letting private
banks create and control our money supply, for their profit, and al-
lowing them the complete freedom to manipulate and dangerously
mismanage our economy as they do, if it has not been made clear to
some of them that such talk will simply not be allowed?

When you think about things like this, there is only one answer
to be drawn. As I have drawn it here.

Have you ever heard of Paul Hellyer? Very smart man, high up
in the Liberal party a few decades ago, speaks the truth about many
things - and is completely ostracized by the Canadian media. Whilst
many others who speak the party line get lots of space. Coincidence?

====================

You got your happenstance, and your coincidence, and you got
your enemy action. And if you think what is happening in our gov-
ernment is either of the first two items there, you got some waking
up to do. And when I say ‘enemy’, I am not talking about islamofascist
terrorists. Fascists maybe, but they don’t come from countries with
a lot of sand in em, and their only true religion starts with this sym-
bol - $$$. Try your own back yard.
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Chapter 18

--- and gets to work

After this, there is no turning back. You take the blue pill -
the story ends, you wake up in your bed and believe whatever
you want to believe. You take the red pill - you stay in Won-
derland and I show you how deep the rabbit-hole goes...
- Morpheus

(FROM THE JOURNALS (GE, 3rd Series, Vol 15) OF H. D.
THOREAU (partially edited))

I
n a minute or two there were only the three of us left at the
table. Bigelow picked up a large tea pot and swirled it around
- there was some left and, after getting agreement from a ques-

tioning raise of his eyebrows, he shared it out among the three of
us.

"Well," said More after a minute, "that was quite a delicious
meal! - and quite an interesting conversation to go along with it."

"Good!" Bigelow replied, smiling, "I am glad you enjoyed it all
- we've always been known for seafood in these parts. As for the
conversation, it was somewhat fortuitous, as we will be visiting a
bank tomorrow or the next day to talk more about our money - but
it is common to hear interesting conversations anywhere you park
yourself for awhile these days - almost everything is interesting
when it involves your own life, and thinking of ways to improve it
not only for yourself but for everyone - much different from the
old ways, when the basic rules were imposed from above and you
adapted as best as you could, with any kind of change being ex-
ceedingly difficult to implement - well, I should caveat that, change
for the better for the people was exceedingly different no matter
how widely it was desired, but change for the better of the corpo-
rate overlords, or anything they desired, could be accomplished
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overnight - and again, no matter how many of the people opposed
it. All in all, not an atmosphere conducive to bringing out the best
in people, whereas this way certainly seems to be, as we antici-
pated, really."

"Heh heh," added More, smiling, "it seems the young lad - Virgil
was it? - got a bit of an education too - he seemed to take it well,
though..."

Bigelow smiled in return, a somewhat satisfied smile, "Yes, that
sort of thing happens a lot - one of the basic principles we operate
on here is that most people are fundamentally decent, if just given
a chance to be and not driven to unnatural acts of various sorts,
such as preying on your fellow citizens in various ways, brought
on by the exigencies of living in a feudal society, where the ruling
classes encourage isolation and competing with your neighbors for
survival, spreading a twisted 'survival of the fittest' doctrine and
encouraging the people to prey on one another in the service of the
uberlords. There were always many people resisting, of course, but
it still sets a bad example for young people, and offers many others
a chance to behave in ways they might not in a more civil surround-
ing, a community where predation was not only not encouraged,
but positively frowned upon.

“Here we work together for survival, not just survival but a
good life for all and prosperity and freedom, and people are much,
much happier doing so - the removal of the overclass and their
pernicious influence is really like removing a cancer or serious dis-
ease from your own body, everything works better afterwards, and
you feel a lot better. And although many who have never been
here before resist such ideas, are suspicious of them, do not want to
admit they have lived their lives in the service of lies and imposed
dysfunctionality, that sort of thing, we also get many like young
Virgil there, who are still young and a bit idealistic, whose parents
may be misguided but still mean well and so have raised their chil-
dren with a sense of goodness and hope, and who are thus ready
and able to at least some extent to accept new ideas when they are
pointed out to them, as are many young people. Almost every day
I travel around somewhere, I see similar things - we have a lot of
visitors, and a lot of immigration - and invariably, those who de-
cide to stay add to the synergy of this whole wonderful experiment
- they are fresh and have many great ideas and bring fresh eyes
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and thoughts to the problems, and are just amazingly grateful at
the chance to be able to think for themselves, and contribute to some-
thing great like we have here, to actually be part of a community
that is part of the government and growing everything together,
their government, not in opposition to it, to get away from the box
the bankers and feudal lords had them stuffed in back in Canada
or wherever. A society they can grow in, not be stifled in.

"Here, as you can see, and will see much more of as we travel
to some other places, the people are all to some extent at least en-
gaged in their communities, and always talking about community
things - 'real' community things, that is, such as what they will be
doing as a collective government (which is a great deal more inter-
esting than reading in the papers or watching on the tv as official
spokespeople of one sort or another TELL you what the govern-
ment is going to do whether you like it or not!), or how they are
going to deal with this problem and that. And they love it! They
thrive on it, think of small seedlings breaking through the ground
and responding to the light of the sun they are seeing for the first
time!

“We are seeing what can happen, almost for the first time in
modern history at least, when We the People actually run our com-
munity, rather than an Elite, who run things for their own benefit
and use the people simply as draft animals of various sorts - it's
really quite amazing the amount of energy and ideas out there,
that have been stifled for so long. We're really like a wonderful
flower - or strong tree, perhaps! - whose seed has been buried some-
where and not allowed to germinate, and now with the sunlight
springing up almost overnight, joyously full of life. I can't tell you
often enough, I can't stress it enough, I don't know what it was like
where you came from, but for the longest time here, people tended
to avoid talking about the 'real' issues of the day, and stuck to more
non-controversial things - sports was always a popular one, for
instance, or the weather, or the famous people they watched on the
television, or the television shows, or general bitching about the
government was always popular. But rarely before, and certainly
never in the media or table conversation like this, would you hear
people talking - and knowledgeably at that! - about how the Cana-
dian money supply functioned! - about what actions THEY were
going to take to deal with some situation, sharing ideas not in some
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abstract 'what if' sense, or in an ‘I wish the government would...”
sense,  but ideas that would actually be implemented, and soon! -
or any other serious matters like that. An interesting thing to ex-
plore someday, although certainly less urgent now that it is not the
case anymore here but certainly still of interest 'away', but I have
talked with others, and there is some feeling that people living in a
restrictive, propaganda-controlled society, while perhaps feeling
uncomfortable inside, are reluctant to talk about it with their friends
or acquaintances because they feel it will expose some faults of their
own inside or something, or they fear that their life is a bubble and
if they start poking around they might explode it and who knows
what problems will emerge, and they fear their ability to deal with
such problems as they have been raised to be dependent on vari-
ous authorities to maintain their lives, or they don't trust their
neighbors as the government has instilled fear and distrust in them,
many things. But talk for another time!

"Well, look now," he finished, looking at his watch and push-
ing back his plastic chair from the table, "the time flies again as I
talk and talk! - and as Will said, this afternoon they're having a
Selection Meeting for Georgetown - I had seen the notice of this on
AGORA, and thought that you might find that interesting if you'd
like to take some time for a look, as it is one of the newer and most
interesting democratic initiatives we are trying out here - we still
have some bugs to iron out, but the idea seems sound, at least go-
ing in the right direction. What do you think? I wasn't trying to
surprise you, but we got involved with other conversations on the
way out and just never got around to mentioning it..."

"Well," I replied, rising, as was More, "I am interested in most
things that have to do with how a society is organised - but tell us
what it is first while we walk over, this 'Selection Meeting', why
don't you?"

More was of the same opinion that this seemed like a good
chance to observe an interesting process, and following Bigelow
we strolled across the field, past a small corps of young people  talk-
ing and laughing as they cleaned up the debris from the lunch meal,
to the side of the large stone building where we could now see a
bunch of people were lining up at a door at the side, with a big sign
over it proclaiming 'Montague District 12 Work Credit Selection'.

"Oh, of course," explained Bigelow as we walked, "I get so car-
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ried away sometimes, my head is so full of these new ideas I forget
that so much of what we are doing is new to you - new to most of
the western world, too, I guess, although it all seems very natural
to us now, exploring new ideas of how a society can really work for
the benefit of all. Well, what is happening here today is the latest
round of what we call Work Credit Selection. You see, there are
many jobs in a big and diverse modern community that for various
reasons are not really doable on a personal initiative level, or even
as a personal small business - the kind of thing that requires a lot of
organisation and much money for instance, or things that we iden-
tify as some sort of 'required service', such as medical care or edu-
cation or a postal service or necessary major infrastructure, or serv-
ices like looking after public places, and are too important to en-
trust to large private corporations who have proven themselves so
unable to operate in the public weal the last few decades of their
existence, who only want to run the profitable parts of such serv-
ices and cut the rest, and generally robbing the public purse through
cronyism of various sorts, and then providing third-rate 'services'
anyways as the desire for maximum profits always seems to take
precedence over good service, so it is much better to do such things
on a community basis - and I might note also that we generally
find that we get much better services in every way by doing so as
well. But to shorten the whole discussion for now, which we will
get to later, I think, such enterprises, of course, require people to
work at them - and such people are then paid by the government,
or the 'sovereign', as we prefer to call our collective voice here. But
how much do we pay them in the different positions? How do we
decide that, with all the people involved, as all the people are in-
volved with every aspect of government here?

"So we first decide on which jobs we will do with pay from the
public purse, and then we need to decide together how much such
jobs should be paid - the job of sweeping the streets clean or clean-
ing the public toilets will not be worth the same, of course, as the
job of the doctor capable of heart surgery, and this doctor will prob-
ably be worth more than a newly graduated GP working at a com-
munity clinic. There are, of course, many, many different jobs, al-
though we have tried to gather them into a much smaller number
of categories to simplify the process at least somewhat. So every-
one here gets a vote as to what they think the jobs are worth, and
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we assign credits for the various types of government work or com-
munity jobs that the government pays for - how many Green Is-
land Dollars will be paid for the various types of work. Well, here
we are - let's go inside, and you can see what is happening, and
talk to some others if you wish."

We walked up a few steps to the generous covered verandah
that fronted the building, and entered a largish room, a commu-
nity hall by the looks of it, probably the best part of a hundred feet
square, windows all around, a nice high ceiling and good lighting
giving the impression of much spaciousness too. There were a
number of tables set up, both around the walls and in the center,
with people behind them and stacks of papers on them; there were
also a number of unstaffed tables along the back wall with more
stacks of papers and brochures on them; just inside the door was a
table for bags or coats where we deposited our knapsacks with some
other odds and ends. All around the room were milling people, at
least a couple of hundred, with small groups of people looking at
papers and engaged in lively conversation. More spotted Virgil and
one or two of the others arranging some things at one of the tables,
and led us over to join them. We're all so human! - something at
least a bit familiar is more comfortable than the strange, a place to
ground before setting out on new adventures.

The lady named Ethel looked up and smiled. "Why, I believe
we ate at the same table as you folks! Come to add your votes to
our democratic process, have you?"

"Well, actually we're not from around here," Bigelow replied
with a smile, "I was just showing my friends around the Island,
and when I heard of your meeting today on the AGORA, I thought
it would be a good opportunity to partake of the excellent lunch
buffet here and then meet some locals and observe some Green
Island democracy in action, so I've brought them around for a look."

Will chipped in, "Well folks - everyone welcome to have a
looksee - that's what 'open government' means! Now if you'll ex-
cuse us, the sooner we get at this the sooner we get done! Say," he
said, stopping for a moment and looking closely at Bigelow, "you
do look familiar, though - have we met?"

Ethel took a closer look too - "Why - I do believe, Harvey, it's
Stephen Bigelow! Is that really you? I thought I recognized your
face at lunch, but couldn’t place you, I've only seen you on the tv,
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you know..." she finished, looking at Bigelow.
Bigelow gave a sort of embarrassed laugh. "Well," he said, "I

guess you've caught me! I prefer to travel incognito, but people do
recognize me sometimes."

Harvey raised his hands and called out, "Hey folks! If I can
have just a second of your time! - look who's here - it's Stephen
Bigelow himself, in the flesh!! Come say hello to one of the main
people we have to thank for Green Island! I am a fan of yours,
Stephen - you and the others had the guts and the vision to make
real the dream a lot of us had been having for a lot of years, to take
a lot of talk and thoughts confined to private places and make it all
public, with an amazing result, a true hero for our times ...."

As he finished speaking, I could see heads turning and the chat-
ter level went up considerably in the room, as people started mov-
ing towards us, smiling and reaching out to shake hands with
Bigelow. More and I stepped back, watching with interest as
Bigelow greeted them all, smiling and sharing some words with
them for a few minutes, before their work called them back.

Meanwhile we turned and watched unobtrusively behind the
desk where Ethel and Will, having shaken Bigelow's hand, had
gotten back to their job of the day and were explaining the process
to the young man called Virgil.

"So you see, Virg," Will was saying, holding a document and
pointing to various places on it as he spoke, "this is the basic idea.
The government - that is, the administrative committee that repre-
sents the people and take their direction in ALL things from us,
from We the People and you can hear them words with capital
letters, We are the Boss, believe it, so don't get the idea it's like the
older governments, like you have in Ontario and Upper Canada
there, where you can talk till you're blue in the face and then they
do what they want to do anyway whether you like it or not, no
sirree, not like that here for sure - well, the people's government
has a lot of things that need doing for the common good, things
that really need the kind of organization over a wide area that small
communities or individuals can't really organize and we don’t re-
ally want to let private businesses do for private profit as that gets
their priorities all in the wrong places - things like a health care
system, or supplying power and water, building and maintaining
roads, a police service, and other things like that - things that really



344 Green Island Book I:  Greenways

do come under the broad umbrella of the common weal, a term
that has very real meaning here, although I expect you don't hear
much of it in your Toronto 'university' - your rulers there in Upper
Canada seem to have the idea that the common weal means the
people at the top making a lot of money, and the hell with every-
one else except for making them work hard so the people at the top
get that money and then some more, but we kind of turn that around
here - We the People figure we ought to benefit from our work, and
the people at the top - well, actually we don't think there ought to
be tops and bottoms in a society, if you see what I mean - we're all
different here, and do our own stuff, but we don't answer to rulers,
and we kind of prefer it that way, now that we see what it's like.

“There are also a lot of things that need doing around a com-
munity to keep it looking good, and to keep it moving well, the old
'for want of a nail the shoe was lost' sort of story if these things
don’t get done, although we've updated it a bit, ask any of the kids
they'll tell you - shovelling snow, mowing grass, lifeguards at the
city pools or the beaches, cleaning public toilets, maintaining pub-
lic places in general, all that stuff. As well as the sort of permanent
skilled jobs like plowing the roads in the winter and paving the
potholes over in the summer, or maintaining the electric services,
or the doctors and nurses and dentists and professional bureau-
crats, hundreds of things like that. The doctor jobs and suchlike
require professionals, of course, but for all the casual labour things
that need regular doing like the snow shovelling or grasscutting,
there's always lots of people around looking for a bit of casual work,
young people on their way up, or others who prefer to use their
time in their own ways but need some money now and again and
also need to do their bit to contribute to the community, newcom-
ers or visitors who haven’t decided what to do yet, and whatnot.
But how much do we pay them all? This is public money, so we
have to pay what the people who control the purse strings here
think an acceptable wage, or, in the case of professionals like doc-
tors, have some standards to negotiate their salaries with. And - “

“Ah, excuse me, Sir, but did you say doctors were on salary?
But in Canada it’s, like, a ‘fee for service’ thing, or something - isn’t
putting them on salary, like, socialistic medicine or something?”

“Hoho! There’s more of your Upper Canada mythmaking and
propaganda going on, lad! The thing is, there is a market here, an
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open and free market, and nobody is forcing the person to become
a doctor here in the first place, or to join the Green Island system if
they are a doctor and don’t want to. They’re perfectly free to open
up a clinic on a fee for service basis - but their patients pay them-
selves - the Green Island government does not cover private doctor
bills, we just provide doctors for the people to see when needed.
That’s just good business, for ourselves - much better for everyone
concerned to have medical personnel on salary - a good salary,
pretty much the highest remuneration here as anywhere else, as
we recognize their skills, but still a salary. This has many benefits
for everyone - for instance, it cuts back on paperwork a lot, and
unnecessary procedures. And we don’t seem to have any problem
getting applications. You go on down to any clinic someday, now,
and talk to some of the people there - there’s lots of things better
here about the way we do health care which they’ll tell you better
than I can, and we got work to do now.

“So where was I anyway - oh, yea, talking about that joke
pseudo-democracy you have there in Canada, doing as they please
without asking the people anything at all. Well - here, what you
see is, we let the people speak - "

"And abide by their will, Will! Abide by their will!" chirped in
Ethel, "Don't forget that!! Remember how it used to be in our fair
'democracy'? We used to speak alright, and speak a lot sometimes
- and then the government people went and did whatever the sweet
Molly H they wanted to, more often in direct opposition to what
most of us wanted - you remember the seatbelt fracas way back in
the 80s now, no damn party EVER ran on that ticket, they knew it
was a non-starter, but they all passed the laws once they got elected
on another bunch of lies!, or that 'free trade' stuff, or the endless
times they voted themselves huge pay increases a few weeks after
an election they never talked about during the election, when most
of us were wondering what they were doing to deserve it, and there's
no way they'd ever have gotten a raise from We the People if they
asked for it during an election campaign like they ought to have -
imagine any politician in those days running an election campaign
saying 'And my first move in office will be to vote myself a much-
deserved pay increase, even if this is my first election and this is
my first day on the job!! HAHAHA!!!!! - and then we have that
little fact-finding mission to Paris in the springtime to go on!!' I
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wonder that we ever put up with it as long as we did!"
"Ho ho! Of course, that's important too!"
"Well - about that, what about you people here, and the gov-

ernment MPs or whatever you call them? Do you decide their pay
this way too?" asked Virgil.

"Well, you might find it surprising, but we've changed our sys-
tem quite a bit from what you're used to, and now we don't need
‘representatives’ most of the time, as all important decisions are
made through local council meetings and then the AGORA, but
when we do need a spokesperson of some sort, which would be a
representative, why, most of them don't even want any pay at all
for what they do! - although there are allowances for expenses when
required, they consider it both a duty and an honour to be allowed
to speak for the people in their area, and don't want any pay for it
- although at the primary council level they can and sometimes do
arrange to pay the representative something along the lines of what-
ever he or she was making before becoming the rep if they have to
use any time they might have been using for work, to ensure they
or their families did not suffer in any way for him or her doing this
community work. But here, you see, there are none of these 'career
politicians' on Green Island - at least working for the government
anymore hohoho! - there are still quite a gang of them hanging
around the edges, having secret meetings in lawyers’ offices in
Charlottetown (just like they always did! hah!) looking to get their
old jobs back - but that's a topic for another day, and we have work
to do here today! - "

"Yes, but, sorry to interrupt, again!" interrupted Virgil, "but
surely the politicians and, like, cabinet ministers and that, you know,
are, you know, experts in their fields, and we need people who
know what they are doing, in those important jobs? That’s what
they all say back home - and I know about back home not always
having good ideas! - but still ?? That makes sense, doesn’t it?"

"Golly, boy, they sure are not doing a good job of your educa-
tion there in Toronto, I must say," said Will, shaking his head in
disgust, "How many times have you seen some popular person
with no experience at all elected for the first time to the govern-
ment, and immediately set into a cabinet job of some sort? How
many screwups have these people engineered? I don't want to sound
too repetitious, but think some more about the whole national debt



  347Chapter 18: ...and gets to work

scam we've told you about, and ask yourself what kind of idiots
engineered that? The only expertise most of these people have, lad,
is in conning people and promoting their own smiling faces and
empty heads, and in that, I must admit, their expertise is consider-
able!”

“And another thing,” added someone, “Why on earth would
we want someone running our business whose primary concern
was their own income level? That’s just craziness, son, opening the
doors to all kinds of trouble, although they seem to regard that
kind of ‘me first!’ greed as normal in upper Canada there - and
maybe ‘me first!!’ is the norm in Capitalistland, but it sure don’t
make you many friends in a place like Green Island, and that’s a
fact!”

“True enough! But again, I say,” Will took over again, “we
have no room for that kind of people here (and a lot of them are a
bit angry about it too hoho! - few people have the same brazen
anger as crooks and sneaks who get caught crooking and sneak-
ing!) - but here on Green Island, now, we have actual experts in
many fields who wind up speaking with us, when and wherever
they are needed at council meetings - and they speak things we
have all discussed and agreed on - and they are happy and proud
to be helping their community with their knowledge, and do NOT
want money for their contributions to the wellbeing of their com-
munity - just the normal citizen obligation, is what everyone feels
here!!! That's the kind of place we run here, lad, the kind of real
human society we want - instead of handing over big wads of money
to crooks who pass laws so they can steal more money from us, we
have members of our own communities doing a great job of speak-
ing for us, and they are so proud to do it, they do it for free!!

“The REAL expertise, you see, lad, the important expertise, is
in the people of the community, not in politicians and paid 'ex-
perts' who, at least in recent times, are not speaking impartially
most of the time, but speaking with a definite agenda of some sort
in mind, paid by someone to give a certain opinion - always in
favor of the payee. Well, here, we don't have outside 'experts' of
any stripe telling us what we should do - we listen to anyone who
wants to speak at our meetings, and talk things through, and de-
cide what is best for all of us about anything - and when you get
right down to it, lad, the collective mind of We the People is the
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best mind we have, and makes all the best decisions. And that's
what REAL democracy is all about. Something you never, never,
never read about in your upper Canada papers there, or learn about
in your fancy schools, where doing what is best for We the People
is NOT what your paid politicians and experts ever want to do."

"Man, that is so radical!" said Virgil, a look of deep awe on his
face, as if he was seeing a great light for the first time, "So amazing!
Democracy as it is meant to be! But so good - I can just feel it, it's so
good! Boy, I hope I get to one of these meetings - it sounds like a
real life version of one of my SIMS games!"

Ethel smiled, and took over from Will, who was pouring a glass
of water from one of the pitchers on the table, "So anyway, to con-
tinue, the full-time administrative staff - the bureaucrats, I guess
you could call them, although that word became a bit disrespectful
over the post-Muldoon era in Canada, with cause, and we have
nothing but the greatest respect for the people we have doing that
necessary work here! - get a normal pay, of course, whatever we
decide on through the councils - but that administrative work is
work that is often in the nature of a career, as being a good admin-
istrator involves a considerable skills set which takes time to learn
to do well, while our representatives rarely serve for more than a
year or so - it's something of an honour for them, but also there are
always new people coming up through the local meetings with good
ideas and the desire to share them, who get a turn as well for a few
months, before going back to their real lives. Fresh blood, as they
say, is so much better too, than old blood whose only purpose for
existing is its own survival - and which dominates your own gov-
ernments, very much to the detriment of everyone else."

"But what about unions and their longterm contracts and things
like that? Did you just fire them all, or did they all just adopt this
new system peacefully? Or, you know, the MLAs you elected the
last time? That sounds like a bit too much, from everything I've
read about unions!"

"Hoho! Good point! Although I expect a great deal of what
you have read about unions, like everything else you've read in
your mainstream media, has been untrue, coming as it has from a
corporate press which very much hates all unions! - but we are
honorable people here, Virgil, and we honor contracts, and not only
because we're dealing, in this small province, with our own
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neighbors - and so we have with union contracts which have car-
ried over to Green Island from the old government. And anyway,
there was not a lot of difference in pay between what the unions
were getting, and what we decided at these meetings that those
jobs would be worth, although sometimes there were some jobs we
felt were not needed and could be phased out, which caused the
odd headache with the union workers doing such things. But you'd
be surprised at how many of the union members of the public serv-
ice unions voluntarily cancelled their contracts along with their un-
ion membership as we began to institute this new system! You see,
we have a much larger union here - the union of the people of Green
Island, and they did not feel that they could serve two masters,
rightfully so.

“But union contracts do expire as well, for those who chose to
demand what they had been promised until the end, and at that
time they had, or have, the choice of finding another job or accept-
ing what We the People were offering them. We lost a few people
like that - but none of the best, I am happy to say, and we had no
problem replacing them. You have to understand, Virgil, this is a
whole new land, and none of your Upper Canada rules and ideas
really apply here - you have to get that corporate feudalistic mindset
and mud off your eyes and out of your brain, and think about what
it is like living in a place where people really work for one another
rather than some master, and think about how good things can be
for everyone, rather than looking out for yourself, and trying to
build some sort of life in an elite-dominated country. There is a big,
big, BIG difference!"

"Yea, I’m starting to understand that, really. But another ques-
tion, then - ah - what about all the Island MPs or whatever you call
them here, that were elected the last election? You mean you just
fired them all or something too? Can you do that, legally, I mean?"
asked Virgil.

"Hoho! Good question again - glad to see you're starting to use
your head for somethin, lad! Well, they're called MLAs here, Mem-
bers of the Legislative Assembly, you see - and we didn't actually
fire them, that would have just been a big headache we didn't need,
but our legal types came up with some procedural things that ef-
fectively sidelined their official duties pending the next election,
while we put our local councils to work in their places and started
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formalising the new system here of letting the people make all im-
portant decisions in a legally binding way - the old party people
are certainly welcome at the council meetings as is everyone, but
they no longer have that special 'we are the boss and will do as we
please no matter what you decide here haha!!' status they used to
love so much, they are just one more voice in the hall, and when
they start spouting nonsense as they so often do, the practical peo-
ple can now laugh and tell them to take a hike, rather than wander
home shaking their heads powerlessly at the idiocy of the gummint.
The old Libs and Cons are screaming bloody murder, of course,
but what we have put in place is all pretty legal, as far as we can
see. And of course there was no problem with all of the elected
Independents, who are very active in their local councils, and help-
ing everyone else in their ridings and others get the ideas about the
newer ways of doing things. It's a marvelous synergy all the way
around - we've let the people out of a dark dungeon into the true
light for the first time in their lives, and there is no way they are
going back.

"Anyways, you see here, back to the point of what we're doing
today, if I might because we're a tad busy today, we have a Work
Credit Ballot, that all the citizens get, and there are a list of all the
government jobs, and a question at the top - "What pay do you
think is fair for the following jobs? That is - if YOU were doing this
job, what would you think a fair pay would be? (And remember -
as the taxpayer and the government, YOU will be paying for it too!)"

"Wow!" said Virgil, reading the question twice, then smiling,
"That sure spells it out from both sides! If I put down I want fifty
bucks an hour for cleaning the city toilets - I also say that I would
be willing to pay that as a taxpayer! Hahaha! It's like a truth and
dare game, in some ways! What a great idea!"

"Yep," said Will, getting back into the conversation, "we find it
works pretty good too, after ironing a few bugs out as we've done
- although there's always ways to improve things, and every time
we do this it gets better, and more fair for everyone, through the
citizen feedback loops we have built into basically everything we
do here. There's some don't think so well, of course, a few scamps
puts down big numbers, and a few wee tiny numbers, but after the
first time around, we learned to do the old statistical trick of sim-
ply removing the top and bottom 5% of everything, to get rid of the
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radicals from any side, and then averaging out the rest to the near-
est buck, and we find the average works out to something very few
people disagree with - just like it ought to in a democracy - you
can't please everyone all the time, but as long as most people are in
agreement, -"

"HAHA!!" interjected someone, "and 'most' people in Green
Island reckoning means like 80 or 90% of all of us, not some of
them crazy Canadian elections where 'great mandate majorities'
according to all the papers actually works out to 25% of the people,
or even 10% sometimes if you count people who don’t vote, or
young people who are not allowed to! What a joke!! Haha!!"

"- right, Smith, we know that - but as I was saying, with our
actual strong majorities here, we are also careful to be sure we are
not doing any real harm to those few who disagree, and well, we
figure we're just doing the best that we can in the circumstances.
And nothing is ever writ in stone here, we can change things
anytime we want, we always have corrections to make, through
them feedback loops I mentioned, a great idea - if we vote say that
people who clean toilets will only get say ten Greens an hour, and
nobody signs up to clean the toilets! - why then, it isn't long until
the offer goes up, and people trade their distaste for the job for the
fact that they have to work fewer hours to support themselves. Work
here is not a drudgery, as it is for so many in Canada and every
country where the elite rule and their main game is to max their
profits by stealing the work of the workers - here we see work as
something everyone does to support the community, and to feel
good about doing so, and to feel that you are being fairly paid for
what you do. It's also dropped the stress level amazingly - I think
the pharmaceutical companies from Canada there are trying to sue
the Island because their profits have fallen so much here because
our people are so much healthier now in every way, and they seem
to feel there is something in one of their 'free trade' agreements that
guarantees them a certain percentage of the government budget -
geez what a bunch of ...."

"Well, sure," answered Virgil, "but just being a bit more seri-
ous, is it really fair to pay people lots of money to clean toilets?"

"Well, whyever not?" Ethel chimed in, "What you have to try
to understand, Virg, is that we're trying to move away from a class
society to a more or less class-LESS society. Everybody's different,
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of course, in many ways - but that means we don't have big self-
important people like politicians and bankers and wealthy busi-
nessmen at the top of some sort of class order who lord it over
everyone else and never do any real work at all, and poor slave-
like people like so many Islanders used to be farming for peanuts
or working the assembly lines at fishplants or call centers or clean-
ing the toilets of the rich at the bottom for barely enough money to
survive on, who never have a chance to get educated or to experi-
ence some of the good things in life that only money can buy. If a
job is worth doing, and many of these things are necessary, then it
has its own value to the community, and the people doing the job
should be paid accordingly rather than having most of the value of
their work skimmed by others through the many ways a capitalist
elite has of doing so - and nobody should be made to do unpleas-
ant jobs because they will starve or freeze in the winter if they don't,
but they should do them because they feel it is a fair exchange of
value for their time, which is the most valuable possession any of
us has.

“It works out pretty well, our system here - you see, cleaning
public toilets is, admittedly, not something many people want to
do - but to compensate for that, the way we do things here is not by
forcing poor people with no other choice of job to clean toilets to
get money to eat, but by making the remuneration large enough
that people are happy to do it! You'll see later - but where the low-
est wage for a number of things like mowing lawns or shovelling
snow is ten bucks an hour, the toilet cleaners are usually closer to
twenty bucks an hour - and we usually have a bit of a waiting list
of people willing to take their turn doing it - for a lot of people who
are working on their own lives and living simply, a day's work a
week cleaning toilets gives them the money they need to survive in
a way they feel is adequate, and the time they need to live as they
want, and yet both they and their neighbors know they are contrib-
uting to the upkeep of the community which is their family - there
are no 'unwanteds' or 'welfare bums' here! I hope you get a chance
to talk to a toilet cleaner some time - they seem to think they get a
pretty good life here on Green Island! - as do bureaucrats and doc-
tors and farmers and pretty much everyone. And nobody looks
down on them, they have the same voice in the community hall as
anyone else, and we've had more than one good idea come from a
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person whose work was as a toilet cleaner!"
"Hmmm..." reflected Virgil, "Seems too good to be true - a day's

work a week for a decent living? - and like another of my teachers
says a lot - things that seem too good to be true usually are. What's
the catch here - or is that just more Upper Canada nonsense?"

"Haha! The oldtimers had some good sayings - not everything
in Upper Canada is bad, Irv, not at all, a lot of good things hap-
pened there the last couple hundred years (don't let's start now on
the native Canadians question, that's another level altogether, but
check out how we are doing with our own native Mic'maq people
here the last few years some day) it's just the last few decades since
the neocon orcs took over that things have been going downhill
badly, after a lot of years of good progress.”

“But here, the catch, Irv," interjected Harvey, who had been
listening in as he prepared his paperwork sitting at the table, "isn't
here, but in that other place across the sea where YOU come from -
where you've been brought up in a system that tends to push as
much wealth as possible to the top of the pile, and leave all the
worker ants working as much as possible to create more and more
wealth to push to the top, on and on and over and over. The people
running that system don't WANT you to know about systems like
Green Island, that work FOR the people and not the small elite at
the top. So you get all this talk about things too good to be true,
and no such thing as a free lunch, and all that - I'd like to know
what's wrong with a free lunch, myself - why the good wife Gracy
and I give out all kinds of free lunches, and it ain't brought us nought
but good feelings and thanks yet. Hmmphh. Not to mention a lot
of weeding in our garden by grateful people who don't HAVE to
weed the garden, but really want to do something to help out!
hahahaha!! The thing you always got to look at - we welcome com-
parisons, as we know we will always look better - where you come
from, they do everything they can to stop you from even thinking
about what we’re doing here. Think about that, boy!"

"Well sure, I don't mean that, though," said Virgil, "but what
about the money? Where does all the money come from to pay for
all this?"

"Well, like we were saying at lunch, Virgil, or somewheres along
about that time," answered Will, "on an ongoing basis, our govern-
ment accountants are monitoring the finances of the province



354 Green Island Book I:  Greenways

through various means, from a pretty sophisticated computer sys-
tem to talking with our bankers to daily feet on the ground work to
monitoring the AGORA discussions and reading our newspaper
columnists - "

" - and you gotta watch some of the nutbars in that crazy Colo-
nial too, I'll tell ya, tryin to set us all back a hunderd years - man,
talk about anti-progress and wantin to send us all back to the dark
ages!" came a voice from somewhere, to a chorus of laughter and
'yea!'s and whatnot...

" - yea - anyway, along the ways there they all figure out about
how much new money we're going to be needing - we got a pretty
smart bunch of people working for US, you see, not the Elite - and
how much we need to recirculate what we got already, how the
furrin exchange is standin (that’s mostly yer funny Canadian money
haha, that’s kind of insecure, bouncin around at the whims of your
currency speculators that are disallowed here!!) and we talk every-
thing through on the AGORA, all of us, until we're satisfied we
know what we need to and then we set a tax policy and a printing
policy that sort of balance themselves out to avoid that crazy infla-
tion stuff your profs at Toronto are so worried about - but you see,
it isn't really a problem here, because most of the reason for infla-
tion is high interest rates when you borrow your money into exist-
ence, and then the constant shovelling of that money you all work
with to the top of the pile, that famous vacuum cleaner sound - that
means you constantly need more and more and more just to keep
business and living going, more and more just to stay in one place
as it were - but if you take that huge constant drain of interest and
trickle up cash ("That's FLOOD up!" came a voice, to a chorus of
laughter) out of the financial equations of We the REAL People
and OUR society and communities, why, it's all a great deal easier
to deal with - just like day to day living is easier in every way once
you have the operation and get that cancer out of your body. It’s a
bit of a longer story than that, Virgil, and after the meeting I’ll show
you the background stuff on the AGORA which you’ll probably
find explains things better than I have here.

“But the main thing is, with the money and the work both, it's
like most things in our society, Virg, you see - if we actually organ-
ize things for the benefit of We The People, they can be made to
work pretty good for all of us, we're altogether a pretty smart bunch
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when we work together - but when you add another layer on top
of that, that says we all are really working for They the Elite, who
expect lives of luxury for no work at all, but we have to PRETEND
those overlords don’t even exist and we're all working for We the
People, which is plainly a lie but nobody is allowed to say so out
loud - why, it gets real complicated like all lies are, and there's so
much confusion and disconnects in it all, it just turns into a big
mess and people shrink into themselves and suffer. Sort of like,
you know, throwing an invisible fox into the chicken barn or some-
thing. Just don't do, Virgil, just don't do, you see, if you want to
keep order and have a good life for we chickens."

"Ayup," came another voice - there were a lot of people gath-
ered around now, taking part in the conversation with Virg as they
prepared the papers for the afternoon's voting, "and the way the
taxes work, why we all pay about 10% anymore, and that's plenty
for everything."

"Ten percent taxes!" said Virgil, stopping what he was doing
and looking up, "Why, that's impossible! With consumption taxes
and income taxes and everything, my dad figures he pays some-
where between 40 and 50% every year - and he works every day as
well, and a lot of Saturdays, and Mom has a part-time job at the
library as well, and the government still always complains it doesn't
have enough money for things the people need like more doctors
and hospitals and infrastructure and things! There HAS to be some-
thing screwy going on here!"

Another chorus of laughter before someone replied. "It ain't
here that's screwy, boy - it's the way of life the rest of y'all are living
that's screwy, all the lies you live under there. We know - we used
to be there too - but here is a lot better place to be, boy. Just look
around - just look around. A better place in every way..."

Another chorus of agreement, "Yeah, Harry, that's it!", and Ethel
spoke again. "Listen, Virgil and everyone, this here's a real interest-
ing talk we're all having, but we all got work to do today too, you
know. Now Virg, I'm sure that any number of these fine folks would
be glad to take you home afterwards for a longer chat over supper,
and probably find you a council meeting somewhere too, there's
always a meeting going on somewhere as people talk about things
that matter to them, but I think we got quite a lineup of folks startin
up outside the door now who wants to do their civic duty today
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and then get back to their real lives too, and I think we're getting
paid to help em do just that, so let's get at it, ok?"

A general chorus of laughter and agreement greeted her words,
and we saw Will taking Virgil by the arm, talking in his ear as he
led the lad to a table and sat them down together, the boy looking
quite happy as he got involved with the business of his commu-
nity.

The voting process was getting under way, with people hav-
ing talked enough and wanting to get on with the process, which
was partly talk and partly ballots, so Bigelow suggested that if we
had seen enough we could carry on to our next stop of the day - he
said he had just been on the phone with someone and they were
running a bit behind, so if we got there soon we wouldn't miss a
thing. As we departed the hall, we saw a few of the young people
who had been cleaning up the after-dinner mess sitting laughing
and chatting at one of the tables.

"A minute, please, if you don't mind," said More, always im-
pulsive, as I was learning, turning to us with a smile, and leading
us over to where the young people sat.

"I say, all of you," he said as we approached, "we were just
attending the meeting about paying for government services here.."
- some nodding and friendly smiles from the young people, as they
ceased their chatter and turned to More, who must have appeared
a bit interesting at least to them - all of us, I suppose! - " - so pray
tell, what do you think of this system, then? Is it good? Do you
approve?"

There were some raised eyebrows, and shared glances of puz-
zlement as young people do everywhere, but after a few seconds a
young woman, shoulder-length brownish hair pulled back in a
ponytail with a blue bandana tied around the top pirate style,
dressed in what seemed to be the most common uniform of many
people here of blue jeans and t-shirt, but a pleasant, slightly freck-
led face with brown eyes, looked to us as she spoke.

"Well, that's sort of a funny question, we haven't talked about
it in awhile, as we all, I think (she looked around to nods of agree-
ment) do agree this is a very good system - except for a few, I guess,
to speak honestly, who came from wealthier families on the old
Island and now seem to feel a need to be captains of industry or
something, I think one of them said, and make lots of money for
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themselves - but they're gone to Bay St or somewhere. But most of
us think this is so much better - let me see - you see, we don't yet
have a lot of experience in doing any advanced work, we're all of
us here at Athenia or doing apprenticeships studying different
things, but we all need money, and there are always jobs like this
around that we can find on a casual basis to earn that money. So of
course it's good for us! I remember, and others too, my older sister
Sandy, had a really difficult time finding money when she was at
the old UPEI, there weren't many jobs at all, and those that were
available sort of demanded she arrange her whole life around their
hours, which caused her no end of grief, and made studying really
hard too. But here - well, there are always things to do, on our own
time, almost as few or as many hours as we want, and at decent
pay too, so we need to work fewer of those hours than we would
have before - and well, sure we appreciate it! We're having a great
time now, and we have a great future to look forward to - so - "

There was a general chorus of 'yea!'s and what not, heads nod-
ding.

"Yes, it certainly does appear to be working well," said More,
smiling around, "and I thank you for your answer. Do you think
the government has any problem in finding the money to pay you
for all this? That is to say, a lot of this work might be done for free,
as well, don't you think? It's rather common, you know, for gov-
ernments to say they have no money, and that sort of thing - it's
quite good, I think, that your government is doing this for students."

There was a silence from the young people, until another young
woman spoke up.

"Well, Sir, we haven't really had much training in economics
yet, although we've learned the usual things about how Green Is-
land has enough money because we use our own money instead of
borrowing foreign-created money and so we don't give half of eve-
rything we produce and the money we make to banks and inves-
tors, which sounds like, you know, a totally crazy idea (chorus of
laughter again, with 'Yea!'s and 'Right on man!'s thrown in). But
beyond that, I'm afraid I haven't really learned much of the theory.
I'm studying music, you see, and spend most of my time practicing
- we can't all be political scientists, you know!"

Her friends chuckled along with the rest of us, as Bigelow
spoke.



358 Green Island Book I:  Greenways

"Well, if I might interject here, Thomas, you'll see these people
are in their early 20s, and thus were pretty much finished with lower
school when we started with the changes, so did not have the edu-
cation through high school we are giving nowadays, so it's not
unusual they don't know all the details, although almost everyone
has caught up with the basic ideas now. But as to the work and
money, we had some long discussions about all of this on AGORA
before we started doing much, you can be sure - long and lively, I
assure you! And although there was widespread feeling that there
are many community services that people ought to be happy to do
for free, we also regretfully agreed also that the capitalist system
still has some very strong roots here, and influences on subcon-
scious attitudes, and there are many, many people who are quite
happy to take something for nothing and give nothing in return for
some big charge (that's the entire philosophy of the capitalist elite
in Canada and elsewhere, actually, and they seem to think they're
quite clever when they accomplish this) - we hope to get rid of that
tendency after a generation or two, if we get that time, but for now
we just have to deal with it. So we decided that it would be doable
just to pay for everything - and that kills two birds with one stone,
as they say, as you can see here - it gives our people another chance
to earn some money, and it makes sure we live in a civilized sort of
place. It actually does more than that, of course, it makes people
aware of all of the work that goes into maintaining a civilized soci-
ety - women who look after their families, for instance, now at least
get recognition that this is, in many ways, a community service
and they get credit for that work, one way or another."

I had noticed a buzz of whispering as Bigelow talked, and as
he finished, the first young lady stood from the table.

"Mr. Bigelow, Sir, is it?" she asked, looking at him.
Bigelow smiled at her, "Yes, I'm Stephen Bigelow, and what

might your name be? I must have missed it.."
"Oh, I don't think I said," replied the girl, "but I'm Melanie

Bridges, from O'Leary - you spoke there a few years ago, and you
really changed my life, and I am just SO happy to meet you fi-
nally!"

And with that, the others jumped up from the table as well,
and gathered around Bigelow as the crowd inside had done, chat-
ting and smiling and shaking his hand.
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More looked at me, eyebrows raised, a small smile on his face.
"Well, Henry," he said, "we may as well have a seat and a glass

of that water, there appears to be a couple of clean glasses - I think
our host may be busy for a couple of minutes!"

And so he was, but in a short time he extricated himself, and
left them all saying good-bye and waving as he led us down a path
to the seashore itself for a short stroll along the sea before we re-
turned to the bus and left this lovely place, which was sublimely
beautiful that day, with the sea breeze and the gulls and the waves,
as we walked a half mile or so around the perimeter, past a small
dock with a couple of Cape Cod-style lobster boats tied up along-
side, and a few sailing vessels as well. There were a couple of small
shops as well - quite a popular tourist destination, Bigelow said,
which I could well understand - and stopped in to observe the paint-
ings and local handicrafts, some beautiful work, and chatted a bit
with some of the locals about one thing and another, both More
and I surprised once again at the general air of relaxation and hap-
piness to be found everywhere.

And now here we sit waiting for the bus, which Bigelow says
will be 15 minutes or so yet. More appears to be dozing after his
large lunch, Bigelow is talking on one of those little pocket devices
he calls a portable phone, a serious sort of look on his face, and I
think it is time for me to stop writing for a few minutes and find
someone else to talk to - I have been noticing a most interesting
looking man coiling some rope beside a sailing vessel with tall masts
on the pier, which comes to shore just across the street from this
lovely little station we sit at, and the bus is not yet in sight, and I
will have a few minutes warning as it comes along the inland road
which I can see down the shore for a mile or two - so perhaps I can
take a short stroll out along the pier on this beautiful afternoon for
a few moments and he can tell me about the fish around here.

"Many go fishing all their lives without knowing that it is not
fish they are after." Indeed. It seems that at this Green Island, they
have sorted that problem out quite well.

14.30  I had but a minute with the white-haired old man on the
pier before Bigelow was waving at me as the bus came, but he
seemed to understand well what was happening on his Island, and
said he was happy that people were finally catching up with the
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old folk. His name was LeClair, I think he said, and he told me,
after I expressed my approval of the way the Green Island money
seemed to be arranged to create freedom for the people rather than
slavery, as money seemed to work in most places - "Yes, Mr.
Thoreau," he said, straightening up with a hand on his back and a
twinkle in his eye, pulling the cap off his head and wiping his brow,
"it's what I've been trying to tell the young 'uns for years when they
ask me how much money I make at my work. For you see, I tell
them, it's not money I make, lad, it's boats! Ho ho ho!!"

And I think that's what they're trying to do here - it's not money
they're making in the normal sense of those words, although that's
all most people think about anymore when they talk about the Green
Island Money, but what they're really making is what needs to be
considered, the deeper meaning we must always look for in things,
and what they are really making here is a community and a life for
People, with the money as nothing more than a tool, a tool which
they control, not which others use to control them. And that is as
the work also is, something they do willingly, with joy, as part of
their lives, for the benefit of the community, rather than something
controlled by others to make the few lives wealthy at the great ex-
pense of the many powerless workers.

And that, I was starting to understand, was a central part of
what made this Green Island so special - the money and the work
are tools we find almost everywhere, but what is important is who
controls the tools, who uses them for whose benefit. People who
thought like this Mr LeClair were now running the place, rather
than the few who thought that making money was, indeed, the
best work to put their human cattle to.

Here, it seems, that finally the ‘real’ people are taking over
from the bullshit people, to put it a little more earthily. Work is
good, as part of your life rather than as someone else’s slave, and
money is good to the extent it simply facilitates the creation of a
good society, rather than as a tool to enslave others.

And the result of controlling your own tools, your own lives
and money, was all very, very good here on Green Island, I was
starting to see and understand.
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Chapter 19

The One V

With or without religion, you would have good
people doing good things and evil people doing
evil things. But for good people to do evil things,
that takes religion.
- Steven Weinberg

A
s the Black figure slowly resumed his seat (it was not ex
actly 'sitting' as we think of it, more a flowing motion like
some black thick syrup rearranging itself in a tilted bot-

tle), I could see the activity was not yet finished from the defence
table. I had noticed some whispered exchanges going on between
the suits as the stories of the Faro and the woman and the priest
had been unfolding, and as the Blackness challenged the One and
was put in its place, and now - somewhat timidly, given what we
had seen already today - one of the suits at the end of the table
stuck his hand in the air, waving it a bit, very hesitantly, and half-
rose from his seat. Given what had transpired previously, it was
probably the bravest thing he had ever done in his life.

"Sir? Your Honor? May I have a word, Sir?"
The One looked down at him, evidently not unwilling to lis-

ten. "Yes - what is it you wish to say?"
"We - um - we understand and accept your full authority in

these proceedings, Sir, let there be no mistake about that, no mis-
take at all, Sir," said the suit, apprehension visible in every aspect
of his being as he tugged at his tie to enable a large swallow by the
looks of things, fear provokes heavy salivation, probably some-
thing else he had never done before in his life, probably with a
couple of previous incidents very fully at the front of his mind
and wondering if these words would be his last; the One nodded
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shortly, as if telling him to carry on, "And, well, Sir, our client is a
very busy man and there are many demands on his time, and is
there any way we can expedite these proceedings, Sir, so our cli-
ent can be excused, Your Honor Sir?"

This last was said in a bit of a rush, and the suit dropped back
to his chair, a look of some fear on his face, not at all sure if he had
overstepped the line that would see him just blink out of exist-
ence or have his tongue ripped out or some other horrible thing.
But as the seconds ticked on by and he was still there, he began to
relax - one thing we had all observed, at least so far, was that if
The One was going to do something, there was no waiting around
about it all, no warnings or discussions or speeches or anything
like that. Say the wrong thing, and - ZAP! disappear. ZAP! tongue
in the process of being removed sans anesthetic. It was a lesson
that didn't need a lot of repetition. High consequence territory
most anyone beyond the developmental level of nematode could
understand. I just noticed there had been complete silence in the
courthouse as the suit spoke - and now a small background buzz-
ing resumed, as the observers realised there was going to be no
terrible (for him) but interesting (for the watchers) instantaneous
ZAP! for this suit.

"Very well," spoke the One after a few seconds of contempla-
tion, a half-smile on his/er face, "We will hear your client, as you
call him, now, if you wish. It is not entirely inappropriate, the first
Faro to the current, to explore their similarities before looking back
through some other things a bit more reflectively. But do not have
expectations about leaving this place - you will stay until the pro-
ceedings have finished. Heed well my words, and do not 'object'
or any of those other silly 'legal' things you do - you are in a dif-
ferent court than you are used to, as I think you recognize, where
the rules are very different, and you have no standing except to
do as you are told, and trust that I will make fair decisions, which
I will - the same procedure, you might recognize, as the system
you actually use in your own 'legal' proceedings, except that in
the venues you frequent there is a lot more pretentious braying
encouraged to disguise the overwhelming injustice of what is truly
happening, and now on this day, at this time, at long last, you are
the receiver of true justice rather than the dispenser of false, which
is fitting enough. I think you will find, if I might offer a few small
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words of commiseration, that in whatever part of your soul the
light of truth is hidden if you let it shine forth, that the justice you
are to receive today will be a great deal fairer than the justice you
have been used to dispensing - although I also can understand
how that might not please you. In, at least, the shorter term that
has occupied your life - perhaps you might take some wisdom
from others you have professed belief in before this day and con-
sider a longer view, a much longer view, which understands that
justice and truth is for all of us a much better path ....

"Very well. Let us have your client, as you call him."
The suit barely had time to raise to a half-standing position

behind the table and a whispered "But - but that's not what we
meant at all! But...." - before -

The rendering was small this time, at least in comparison to
some of the things we had seen before - with hardly a shimmer or
pop the POTUS George Shurbullie appeared in the spacetime con-
tinuum bubble at the front of the room recently occupied by Faro
that was evidently our witness stand for the day, seated at a desk
in the Oval Office of a building he had no right to occupy but was
now going to have to deal with, looking out through the bubble
with somewhat typically startled, vacant, uncomprehending eyes.
Alone in the big office, alone behind the big desk, alone with no
advisors, no puppet-masters, no teleprompter, no retakes to put
words in his mouth, but all alone. At last. At the most important
time of his life, all alone. The worst dream. And about to get
worster.

After several seconds, or minutes or eons, of silence, with the
One looking in at Shurbullie like a scientist might look at a not-
very-interesting but somewhat repulsive bug under a microscope
she was about to open up, Shurbullie squirmed in his chair. He
put his hand somewhat tentatively to his ear with a slightly puz-
zled frown.

"Do not look for assistance! You answer for your deeds in
your own words on this day!" spoke the One, a trace of grim
amusement in the voice, as an adult might use with a known-to-
be-wayward child who had been caught in some obvious (to the
adult) lie about stealing some small thing from the kitchen, or the
mother's purse, or some small transgression of the ways the par-
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ent had been teaching about how to live as a proper person.
Shurbullie dropped his hand with a guilty start, as a quick

flashback to a time when he was very young made a quick pass
through the void around us. His mother, or perhaps grandmother,
they tended to become one and the same in these flashes that of-
ten came at unwanted times, had just caught him, almost literally,
with his hand in the kitchen cookie jar. He had managed to stuff
the whole thing in his mouth before she came through the door,
but it was not eaten, and crumbs were falling from his lips along
with the obvious lies (a slight protoplasmic thread extended from
Shurbullie's head like a dream, or nightmare, with the One look-
ing on and thinking, we could hear in the bubble, funny how the
future resembles the past so many times, watching Shurbullie
about to crumble once again crying, "No Mommy don't hit! It was
Billie! It was Binnie! It was Sally! the dog stole the cookies... It
wasn't me nonono Mommy don't hit!"

A pathetic little defiant smile tried to form around Shurbullie's
mouth as he pushed the unwelcome memory away, but he was
having a hard time of it, the shallow veneer of arrogance that had
carried him through various uncomfortable situations over the
last few years - a veneer enabled only by the support of many
other more able people - having weakened during the previous
hour, and now almost dissipated entirely with the evidence that
the power here was not the power that had been supporting him
in doing and concealing the things he had been doing. Although
the One had yet to ask him a direct question, the silence was evi-
dently getting to him, as it does to those of weak mind and spirit,
guilty as hell of some thing or another, or many such things, and
he began to babble, somewhat pathetically trying to retain the re-
gal air of the Emperor while having no idea how to do so in an
unscripted situation without the appropriate accoutrements to
support the clothesless emperor. An evidently quite serious situ-
ation to judge by what he had been observing, somewhat
uncomprehendingly, for the last while, as in a fish finding itself
on the moon perhaps. With not a great deal more comprehension.

"I can't see my Secret Serving people, or my advicers here,
who are always around at times like this, and I don't know what
you want now. I mean - We always - I - they - it - I don't know
what you want me to say, Sir," he finally managed to say, "it cer-
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tainly wasn't me, however, whatever your problem is, and I really
do need to get back to the White House at this time, there - I - we
- we have an important meeting today - it - they all like to blame
me for their problems, you know, but I - I - didn't do it, and I don't
think anyone can prove anything, really, now. I don't think - I
don't really know why you would want me here at all, whatever
is bothering you. Ah, you know, ah - I suggest you start your in-
vestigations with a man named Clinton, who most Amer'cuns un-
derstand is the cause of almost all of our problems for the last
hundred years or however long history goes back, or Osama or
Saddam or Castro or some of the other evil monsters who are try-
ing to destroy us - it's a big conspir'cy - it - and our great country
because they hate our freedom, you know, they - they kill because
they are just evil, y'know, they just follow an ideology of evil, you
know, all Amer'cuns understand that, and we need to protect
ourselves from them by any means possible, we don't want the
first warning to be the mushroom soup - ah - cloud - ah - . We -
they - I don't read much of that, you know, that history or world
affairs stuff, I'm just a, you know, a face-to-face type, bring em on,
I say - I have advicers for that sort of thing - I didn't do it, anyway,
whatever it is you got concern about here, I'm sure we can estab-
lish that quickly enough, with my legal team here - I'm not really
under oath, right, no bible and that stuff? - doesn't matter, my
daddy taught me never to lie and I'm a religious man too - actu-
ally I'm not really sure what we're doing here at all, when we
should be working tirelessly to eradicate terrorism and terraists
from our world, which is my job as Leader of the Free World, the
decider they call me, you know - they all want nukular weapons
to threaten us with, you know... Tricky where are you?!?!!!"

"SILENCE!!!!" finally spoke the Voice, tinged with disbelief
and a palpable anger bubbling just below the surface, from the
great visage which had been growing increasingly darker, "I have
said repeatedly on this day that NO LIES SHALL BE ALLOWED
IN THIS ROOM TODAY!!! And the very first words out of your
mouth are a string of them!!! - do you know nothing else!!???!
BEHOLD MY DISPLEASURE!!!!"

Like everything else that happened that day, this was unbe-
lievable.

The light that had been behind or around or in or through the
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Void darkened in a bright sort of darkness, like the sky before a
big storm coming quickly in the middle of the day - and that is
exactly what happened. The entire room remained dry, however,
except for where Shurbullie sat - but then he was suspended in
the air, naked, helpless, pathetic, in a huge outdoor plain, with
lightning flashing all around him - and as he revolved in front of
us once like a puppet on a string, limbs extended, eyes wide and
mouth screaming in terror, one of the bolts of lightning struck
him, sort of in slow motion we could see the electrons flashing
into existence, joining to his body, surrounding it, linking in a brief
sparkling chain to something high above and out of sight - then
the huge flash and right there in front of our eyes he crisped like a
fast-motion BBQ chicken spinning on a skewer over too-hot coals,
protruding black tongue and eyeballs branding a terrible image
on everyone's mind along with his terrible last wavering scream,
a moment that seemed to last for hours (it was probably elon-
gated in time, I don't think the One would have been above this
for some effect s/he wanted to make sure noone forgot), and then
there was a great BOOM! when the thunder followed, causing
everyone to close their eyes and a hundred plus bums momentar-
ily leapt from their seats in the courtroom, and when we opened
the eyes again a second later as the bums returned to the seats, the
storm was gone, and Shurbullie back in his place as he had been
before the lightning, apparently unharmed, at least physically. His
eyes were still terror-stricken however, he looked almost catatonic,
his knuckles white where his hands gripped the arms of his chair,
hair standing in a thousand points of fading sparks and damp
from the sweat that was rolling down his forehead and cheeks,
and when the Voice spoke again, somewhat more calmly but still
rather booming and thunderish, asking him if he would be telling
the Truth in the future, he slowly turned his pale sweaty head
and stared into those great eyes for a long time, then nodded his
head in agreement.

The punishment, at all times, shall fit the crime, in the Just
World, everyone in that courtroom understood, and on this day
there was to be no crime greater than defilement of the Truth ...

"Good," spoke the Voice, nodding slightly, "I don't really like
these demonstrations, but if you refuse to accept where we are,
and refuse to push away and deny the lies you have lived under
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for so long and embrace the Truth as you must on this day, they
become necessary. I really do hope that no further such demon-
strations will be required this day, they really add nothing to our
purpose."

S/he looked around the room, particularly at the suits' table,
with a short but penetrating glance at the table where the Cana-
dian Supreme Court Justices sat, but nobody would meet his/er
eyes, although a lot of heads were shaking (only a bit, the hubris
of the once mighty who are having trouble understanding they
may be at the pinnacle no longer falls only slowly, there are ap-
pearances to be kept, it ain't over til it's over, better death than
dishonor, but still shaking) from side to side, and whispers could
be heard,

"No Sir, no more demonstrations at all. Sir. Ma'am. Not nec-
essary, Sir. No Sir. No, Ma'am..."

Behind the One the great figure of Justice appeared over his
right shoulder as she rose to her feet from wherever she was sit-
ting, and the Eye of the great sword stared fiercely into the court-
room as if equally outraged for a long minute, then she slowly
sank out of sight again, taking the sword with its great Eye with
her.

"Good then. Let us proceed..."

The One turned back to where Shurbullie sat, now trembling
behind the somewhat-less-mighty oval office desk.

"Only one question, then Mr Shurbullie, to start with. Do you
believe in God?"

Shurbullie opened his mouth to speak reflexively, "Of ..." -
and then stopped, and blanched, mouth still open, eyes wide in
terror and frozen like a deer in the headlights, as the old saying
goes.

The scene expanded a bit, and now we could see several other
people in the room where Shurbullie sat with his mouth open and
blanched face, and it was evident that they had also been watch-
ing the same demonstration of the One's powers as had we in the
courtroom. There were no happy looks on the faces.

And then Shurbullie was gone, or reduced to a ghostlike pres-
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ence as other figures appeared through his body, first a turbaned,
bearded man, evidently a high-ranking Muslim holy man, stood
in front of a mosque, a large mosque, with a large crowd around
him, the One evidently an apparition in the sky that all could see.
And the Caliph got the question.

"Do you believe in Allah? For all those gathered here today,
to worship your god as you command them to, to the many young
people ready to go and kill as you exhort in the name of this god -
tell them all now - tell them you believe, you truly believe, in the
god you call Allah ...." -

"I - I - AIEAAGHH!!!!" the man let out a terrible scream and
turned and ran through the doors of the mosque. The faces in the
crowd had a wondering look as the man returned, more slowly
than he had left, quite obviously being forced against his will by
some invisible presence, still blubbering in terror.

"Come now, Caliph, you have been ordering your followers
to do all kinds of things that many of them at least find they do
not really want to do in the name of this Allah - tell them now, do
you really believe in this being, this god as you call him?" - the
man's eyes were wide with fear, truly caught between the undoable
and the unthinkable, and after a few seconds he fell to his knees,
sobbing loudly, then shouted "Forgive me my children!!" and fell
to the ground prostrate in front of them. The many worshippers
gathered to receive the word of Allah from the Caliph looked in
astonishment and disbelief, then looked at one another in won-
der, then up to the sky where the One had been, but was no longer,
then at the prostrate man in front of them, then at themselves, and
started talking, looks of wonder and confusion and the beginnings
of anger. A terrible anger.

Another man, this time a Pope, in the famous balcony over-
looking St Peter's Square in the Vatican in Rome, another large
crowd, sometime in the present. They were staring at the sky above
them, somewhere in front of the Pope.

And the Pope got the question.
"Is there a God?" - this time the Voice was thundering a bit -

and the man who had been calling himself Pope, God's personal
authority on earth, did not pause, he threw himself from the bal-
cony. And hardly fell a few feet before he stopped, hovering in
mid air, as the great stern visage of the One stared at him.
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"You shall not escape so easily from the Truth on this day!
Tell me, tell us all gathered here on this day - do you believe in
God?"

"I - oh no, I cannot face the fire!! There is no God!"
- and the bonds that held him were released, and he dropped

to the waiting arms of the crowd, who circled him silently, won-
dering at everything including no doubt what some godlike fig-
ure was doing in the sky apparently telling people there was no
god, but leaving their erstwhile representative of the god they had
believed in no place to run.

- and we then over a few seconds or minutes watched in bru-
tal, condensed form a series of horrifying battle scenes spanning
the last 1,000 years or longer, swords and knives and spears rend-
ing and killing in day and night, rain and snow and sun, men
being horribly killed, women and children being chased down
and murdered in cold blood, screaming and flying blood every-
where as none of our senses were left unassaulted from the hell-
ish and horrible noises and sights and sounds, the screams of a
million million rendered souls, the universe-rending sounds of
bullets and shells and fire and cities destroyed and desolate battle
grounds covered with swollen putrid corpses of men and animals,
piles of corpses, a mushroom cloud rising over a Japanese city
signalling the end of 100,000 human lives.

And one constant appearing in all the endless carnages -
- a cardinal speaking over a microphone to a great mass of

troops preparing to leave for a battle - "God tells you that war is
not to be desired, but you fight on the side of righteousness and it
is the will of God that you fight the evil in the world and you will
prevail as you bring Our Peace and Democracy!! to the heathens
of the world! - so go now and destroy the heathen in order that
you may save him!!! Go now with the blessing of God my chil-
dren, God is with you! Kill for the Glory of God!!!"

- a Fuehrer speaking to a huge rally in a huge square with
huge Nazi banners draped everywhere - "GOTT IST MIT UNS!!!
GOTT IST MIT UNS!!! GOTT IST MIT UNS!!! KILL KILL KILL
KILLKILLLLLLLLLLL!!!!!!!!!!!!!!"

- an od bearded Ayatollah, long dusty white robe flapping in
the wind, eyes closed, face to the heavens, gnarled, bent old fin-
gers reaching for the sky, shouting from the ramparts of a stone-
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walled city to a sea of warriors on horseback waving deadly look-
ing scimitars and screaming with blood lust as he spoke - "Allah
commands you to leave no unbeliever alive. Go my children, kill
the unbelievers in numbers too great to count! Allah is with you
and will reward you beyond your wildest imaginations in heaven!
Kill the unbelievers!! KILLKILLKILLLLLLLL!!!!!"

- and on and on and on, endless battles endless dying, end-
less screams and explosions and destruction, and over it all a con-
stant parade of religious figures of all 'faiths' exhorting the fight-
ers and promising them eternal paradise for killing the unbeliev-
ers, the gooks, the tarballs, the redskins, the infidel, the other, the
different, the alien, all we could hear, filling our ears and eyes and
senses, the terrible screams of endless slaughter and battle, and
above all the voices of the 'holy men' screaming GOD IS WITH
YOU KILLKILLKILL GOD IS WITH YOU KILLKILLKILL - IN
THE NAME OF GOD OF ALLAH OF BAAL OF THOR OF ZEUS
OF MYTHRIDAL OF GOD OF GOD OF GOD OF GOD
KIIIIIIIIIILLLLLLLLLLLLLLL!!!!!!!!!

- it was a horrible, sickening, mind-wrenching few minutes,
perhaps the worst of the many things we would experience that
day, and by the time it stopped we were all shell-shocked, brains
numb, overwhelmed by the horror and noise and violence and
screams and death we had been in the middle of, although un-
touched physically.

- and then as the horror faded we returned to where we be-
gan, with Shurbullie behind the desk in a certain office.

"Quickly, answer," the One was saying, "it is not a question
that requires time for reflection. Do not test my patience more.
You claim to be a religious man - so do you believe in the God you
speak of constantly, the god you claim to consult with, the god
you say tells you to invade other countries and bomb their peo-
ple?"

"I - I - " Shurbullie broke down, sobbing and weeping. He
tried to cover his face with his hands, but evidently could not lift
them from where they lay on the desk in front of him, and his
weak, weeping face was there for all to see, tears running down
his face as on the face of a spoiled child finally facing some kind of
punishing authority.
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The One let Shurbullie weep for several minutes until the tears
finally slowed, and he could focus his eyes again. It was a few
minutes not to be forgotten, with Shurbullie's refusal to answer
simply providing the silent minutes for us all to reflect, as the sear-
ing images we had seen and the voices we had heard continued to
burn into our brains.

"What other lies have you told to the people of your country,
the world? If a man would lie about his god, can there be any-
thing he would not lie about? Come now, fully and honestly. We
must hear it in your own words from your own mouth, quickly.
Do not forget I require the Truth at this time, and do not forget
that my anger is great and instant for those who would lie on this
day!"

"I - I - I will not forget, Sir - I - yes, I lied to the people of my
country, and to the people of the world, in many of the things I
said, in my speeches ...." Shurbullie was still leaking tears, but
obviously eager to please this new master, as he had pleased oth-
ers before, as he spoke with quaking voice, like a child blubbering
after a small spanking.

"Many?"
"P-p-please Your Honor! I - I - I cannot say for sure, I made so

many of them. But yes, maybe in all of the speeches I lied about
something, please, I really cannot remember them all, there were
so many..."

"Well, then, tell me, a shorter answer perhaps, easier to re-
member - can you think of a time in even one of your speeches
that you actually told the truth as you knew it about something?
The wars and killing and bombing you were responsible for, the
justifications for those horrors, the devastation you were wreak-
ing upon the many average people of your country economically,
the hundreds of billions of dollars from the treasury of the people
of your country you were giving to your cronies with an endless
number of justifications, your dealings with other countries pro-
moting the interests of your cronies through your so-called trade
deals - at what time did you say something true about any of these
things? Come, surely you can think of something? Did you ever
say anything like, oh - “

 - and here the amazing void twisted and cracked just briefly
again, and we saw Shurbullie looking like his old self, grey suit
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and red tie, small arrogant smirk in place, standing with hands on
either side of a podium, one shoulder slightly forward in that semi-
aggressive stance he favored as the modern Caesar Caligula, with
flags at his back and a faceless crowd in front and an army of
mindless robots to command, speaking - "This deal I have just
signed into law will be great for my friends in the oil industry,
and the defence and pharmaceutical and media industries which
have been so generous in their support of my candidacy - " (a
group of well-suited corporate execs around a boardroom table
hooting and laughing and clapping as they watched a wall-sized
television monitor high in some office tower, giving thumbs up
signals, slapping each other on the back) " - but eat shit and die
the rest of you losers in the country, hahaha - " - the laughter was
wild, maniacal, faded out ....

- and then he was back behind the oval desk, as the One fin-
ished, " - something, you know, quite obviously true, like that?"

Shurbullie looked up and around at the void, rather obviously
remembering the lightning, before carefully speaking.

"No sir, no speeches like that, for sure, but I - I - I cannot say
just off hand, Sir, if there was something else, I mean, I must have
told the truth at some point, I must have! I'm, you know, a bit
nervous right now, but I’ve given so many speeches - there may
have been something, you know - but I need some time to think -
maybe if I could speak with my advicers now, they know more
about these things than I do, really, Sir, and I'm sure if you would
just speak to Chucky or the Wicked Witch of the South or some-
one more, you know, organised about stuff like this, they could
tell you these things better than me ...."

"We will speak with whom we wish when we wish. You will
speak with me now. We know of the lies, and we know of the evil
resulting from those lies for almost everyone. But we need to hear
it spoken now, you need to tell everyone as the witness you are
about some of these things, the people in this time must know
beyond all doubt the depth of the lies in which they have lived.
Tell me now, quickly - truth or lies? You do not need to think, you
do not need your advisors to advise you about prevarication or
dissembling or their other tricks - you just need to say, as you
know it in your heart to be, truth or lies."

There was a twist in the Tao sphere, and we saw a room with
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a dozen or so United States 5-star generals from various branches
of the military gathered around a large table, watching a large
television screen as first one plane, and then another, flew into
the massive twin towers of a great office complex in New York,
and their smiles and high-fives as the fireballs engulfed the build-
ings. Then we saw Shurbullie on a television monitor, the Penta-
gon still smouldering on a screen behind him: "We have now solid
evidence that Osama bin Carlyladen and a group of terraists based
in Afghaniblestan hijacked aircraft this morning, and had them
flown into the World Trade Center, in a terrible act we had no
idea could possibly happen..."

Shurbullie looked a little panicked, and flapped his mouth
once or twice with no sound coming out, looking to the stern face
of The One, remembering, no doubt, things he would not want to
have happen again... “Truth - or Lies??? Answer now!”

"Lies.." he whispered.
"Louder!!" admonished the One, his/er face growing in size

and approaching Shurbullie, "and do not hide your face when you
speak! Look at us!"

"Lies!" said, Shurbullie, "Lies!" much louder, looking out at
the courtroom.

Shurbullie at the United Nations. "We removed Saddam
Hussein from power because he was a threat to our security and
we had solid evidence that he possessed WMDs and was plan-
ning to use them our country the first chance he got...."

The One looked.
"Lies!"
 - on a stage at a podium. "This Free Trade Agreement will

bring prosperity to all!"
The One looked.
"Lies..."
"They hate our freedom!"
"Lies!"
"Tax cuts will bring prosperity to us all!"
"Lies!"
"We do not torture!"
"Lies!"
"It is the mission of America to bring freedom and democracy

to the peoples of the world!"
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"Lies."
“This bill will improve health care for all Americans .... will

provide the best education for all of our children .... will ensure
the safety of all Americans in the future .... “

"Lies lies lies lies lies!"

After a short pause, the One spoke again.
"A couple of final questions. We must try to understand -

Why?
"Why did you lie, and the many for whom you are the figure-

head, the spokesperson, honored and given an assumption of truth
and integrity - how could you abuse that trust so thoroughly, so
callously? Think on your answer carefully! I know your intelli-
gence is not of the finest, but you are nonetheless the putative
leader of the free world on your planet, and you know many things
few others know. I admonish you again, do not forget we tolerate
no lies or prevarications today .... The answers you give may not
be philosophically advanced, but tell us the truth now, as your
own dim understanding permits!"

Shurbullie lifted an arm, freed now at last from the great
weight of the endless lies he had been forced to live under and
propagate for so long, and wiped some of the tears from his face,
taking a couple of deep shuddering breaths, it was terrible, but it
seemed as if he could feel a great lightness, a great weight being
lifted from his spirit too, some door opening ahead of him that
seemed to offer something good, if he could just find his way to it,
just get through this one last terrible ordeal...

- and as Shurbullie spoke, his face began to morph into other
faces, the office into other offices, other places and times, we could
see a great parade of both current and past leaders, presidents
and prime ministers of all the major western powers, a number of
kings with unrecognizable faces but their position clear from their
dress and surroundings, tribal leaders in ancient dress and mili-
tary dictators in uniforms dripping with ribbons, all surrounded
by other men with spears and guns and bombs, religious leaders
as well - one of those floating things in the taosphere went by, a
famous New York Times columnist, telling all that “Of course, the
establishment of the MacBarfies Burgers all over the world does
not happen without the establishment of the iron fist under the
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velvet glove of the MacBoring military bases in the same places
....” - all sharing the final confession, all speaking through the
mouth on the witness stand in the courtroom on this day -

"I - we - I - oh, that's not hard," he/they chuckled wetly, nerv-
ously, taking a few deep, shuddering breaths, giving in fully to a
higher power, quickly as he had always done, "the people of
‘mer’ca would have hung us all from a high tree with great preju-
dice, as the secret service people like to say, just like my great
grandad used to do to those nigras in ol Miss, if they knew the
truth about what we were doing, had been for years, my daddy
and grandaddy and all their circle, and the people of the world
would not have been far behind. We stole trillions of dollars from
them and from countries and people all over the world, we kill
and oppress as it suits us to beat back anyone who dares chal-
lenge us, including other powerful people, we compete to expand
our personal empires too, you know, although the commoners
understand nothing of this great game - I - the other governments
of the world - I don't know what they would have done - they lie
a great deal to their people as well and steal and oppress in ex-
actly the same way as much as they can get away with, although I
don't think any of the - ah - 'democratic' governments at least could
shake a Texas stick at us, although some of the dictators we put in
place did a pretty good job of control without even the minimal
democratic pretensions we had to follow - but we really had it all
down to a fine art, we really became the top dog after the second
war, you see, and used our power and wealth to consolidate what
we had won, what my granddaddy and his friends that is to say
had won - "

"Did you never feel any compassion for the people in your
country and around the world whose lives you were destroying
either financially or physically or both? No sympathy for the tens
of thousands, the millions!, of crying mothers and their dead ba-
bies, the jails you were filling in your country with innocent peo-
ple, the millions of lives you were destroying of your own peo-
ple?"

- another window, this time the bloated female figure of a
former US SecState being asked what she thought of the deaths of
a half million Iraqi children due directly to her actions, and her
insane answer that it was a high price to pay for their objectives in
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that country, but quite acceptable -
The voice of the president of the United States was not much

above a whisper, and he looked at the floor in front of him, not
wanting to meet anyone's eyes as even in his hubris he under-
stood somewhere inside that he was not looking very good to most
of the world on this final day, and just maybe there would be some
consequences of a type he had never had to even contemplate, let
alone face, before. He swung his head around once or twice, look-
ing into the great Void, eyes tormented, obviously looking for any
escape and realising there was none on this day, nor was there
any option to even consider shading the truth in any way.

And spoke.
"I - ah - no, sir, I cannot say that I did."
And then just a whisper of defiance.
"All those other people - they're just all dumb cattle anyway,

there's billions of em out there, you kill a few it don't really do any
harm, that's what we all learned back in Texas anyway, Harvard,
the Skull, Davos, those places where only some of us go, we natu-
ral born rulers. We rich white folk have been running the world
for a long time, it's like the natural order of things my momma ( -
an old woman on a couch in a mansion somewhere, somewhat
crazed eyes defiant as she tells her listeners she does not trouble
her beautiful mind with such things as the misery of others - ) and
daddy and his friends always said, and it don't really matter much
about them others.

“Lyin to them ain't like lyin to real people. Killin em ain't like
killin real people - they all just live like animals anyway, a few
more or less makes no never mind - we've been thinking about
some population control for awhile now, anyhows, they's getting
to be too many of em, I'm told by people who study these things,
though I myself don't fret on such things much, things always
seems to work out ok for we folks who run things. If they was real
people they wouldn't put up with what we do to em, y'see - why,
we sure wouldn't put up with others tryin to do to us what we do
to them, no sirree. And I guess that's why the world is the way it
is - the strong rise to the top and run things, the rest just ought to
be happy with whatever it is they have. They got no call to com-
plain, that I can see - they'd all just be livin in filth and hovels
anyway, without we better folk to guide em into civilized ways,
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nobody really argues that, I don't think, it's just obvious."
A vision of the elder Shurbullie passed across the Void, speak-

ing to someone, a bit reflectively, perhaps facing their own wall -
"Haha! Hell, we knew it was a real long shot - but what the

fuck, we figured we'd give it a try, my pappy and me and a few
others - I mean, how many people have a shot at really ruling the
whole fucking world, eh?? Haha!!! Regrets?!?! Never!!"

Shurbullie saw this, and a bit of a defiant look ran across his
face briefly -

"Don't look at me like that! Hell - a lot of people would have
done what we did if they ever had the chance, you know THAT'S
true! ... and we'd all spent a long time doing it, my poppy and my
grampa and a lot of people before that too, gettin the money and
gettin the power and doin the stuff that had to be done - and it just
got to a point where they figured what the hell go for it, you know?
Roll the dice, all or nothin eh? And you gotta admit, there wasn't
a lot of resistance - few asshole lib'rul leftie types like you got
ev'rywhere screamin and whinin like they do, but most of the
people in the country, hell the world, ate all the shit we could dish
up and then more like caviar! - I mean, we'd shit in their face and
piss in their soup and lie and steal and they'd collectively say
great!!! moremoremore we love ya george!! - what are you sup-
posed to do???? You think we elected ourselves here? haha don't
answer that!

“At first I couldn't believe some of the lies they made me tell,
I couldn't believe - like, krist, even I wouldn't be so stupid as to
believe that crap - 'Ahem - ah'm gonna lower the taxes a lot for all
us wealthy folk, and then the gov'mint'll have mo' money to do
good stuff for y'all and our extra money, we rich folk that is, why
it'll just like trickle down like manna from heaven and you'll all
have more money and improved services too!' -  hahageezus how
FUCKING stupid can you be?!? excuse my francay!' - but no, all
them people, why they bought it all and loved it and came back
begging for more!! - "Nosir we don't want no gummint healthcare
that's just socialist shit and we hate them commies!' hahahaha!!!!
and - 'Them goshdarn A-rabs-gooks-injuns, why, they just hate
our great freedoms in our great country and they just love to kill
white, god-fearin folk for no good reason at all like them darn ol
injuns in the movies and they probably all just want to come over
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here and ravish our white women so we gotta go and bomb em
and bring em the word of God first....' - geezus it was embarrassin
I don't pretend to be the juiciest steak on the Q, but them people I
was talkin to got no more fucking brains than retard pigs in a
dark barn! What were we supposed to do ....? They like it! Just
look fer yerself! They like it! ..."

- and The One left it there, left Shurbullie, who had become
the single figure again, sitting looking into the courtroom, into
the world, with that pathetic, slightly defiant, teary look on his
face, as the world reflected on the words of the modern Nero, the
neo-Caligula, the end result of decades, generations, of syphilitic
inbreeding and insanity throughout those whose hubris had led
them to the throne of the world, and now the very edge of the
abyss for all of us.

And so the One left it for a few minutes, as people here and
there and many other places reflected maybe a bit on how THEY
had let such a man, from such a family, from such a group, con-
trol their world - and even in other countries, how similar their
own leaders were, in terms of the lies they had told, and contin-
ued telling.

It was a sobering experience.
Somebody said once, a few years ago, a man who had had a

good heart but whose work had been stolen by the same kinds of
people and turned to very bad things - "Be careful when you look
into the abyss. The abyss is looking back at you."

I think a lot of people were taking that look today. And not
liking very much what they were seeing, and what was looking
back.

Religious suffering is at the same time an expression of real
suffering and a protest against real suffering. Religion is
the sigh of the oppressed creature, the sentiment of a heart-
less world, and the soul of a soulless condition. It is the
opium of the people.
- the Marx
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Chapter 20

Montague Student Trial

"Well, you know, I don't agree at all with this type of approach, this
idea of 'getting students to think for themselves' - they're too young to
know what to think, and there are too many bad influences that they might
follow. These students are in high school now, and as far as I am con-
cerned, they will do as they are told. They can start to think for themselves
when they graduate and start university." (a Prince Edward Island High
School principal, circa 1990, in the infamous 'fundamentalist video case')

Winny's Whinge - a Green Island School Blog

(Ed: fortunately NOT hosted on the Montague Senior High Server!!!!
- or you probably wouldn't be reading this!)

June xx xxxx

Well - this just gets to be too much sometimes. I guess I'll have
to write Stephen (he has the most BEAUTIFULLLL EYES!!!! (ARE
YOU LISTENING "SOMEONE"?????) or someone who seems to un-
derstand things about this or ???? We just had the pressrun of the
Rebel STOPPED - can you FREAKING believe it?!?!?!  - the school
admin said that the trial piece was just too controversial - well
excUUuuuse me - weren't we supposed to be over that shit haha
excUUUse me around here?!?!?! My sister was in a class of 'Roarin'

Some men see things as they are and ask
‘Why?’ I dream things that never were and
ask, ‘Why not?’”
- Robert F. Kennedy
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Mick Rorin a few years ago, and THAT story is STILL suppressed
around here if you can beLIEVE it!! HALLELUJAH!!! A delegation
of students is going to Charlottetown next week to see someone in
AdminCentral - no point in going to the MLA here, as she was one
of the Cons elected (and I use that word, as I saw somewhere else
and need to practice!, advisedly, for sure) - but this is supposed to
be new and modern Green Island, not stuck-in-the-sticks Prince
Edward Island (yea yea it had some great stuff, but 19th century
gov wasn't one of them!) - anyway, Lois McFar(out-of-it!!haha)lane
the MLA is not exactly favorable to the new ways (I'm practicing
understatement here, see if you can catch all the literary things - a
prize to whoever emails me with em!!), so approaching her would
be sort of like telling your Mom you needed a condom for the prom
or something. Actually my Mom's not that bad about stuff like that,
bad example, but you know what I mean, eh?

Anyway, to you lucky readers of WW on the WWW (or
W2xW3), here is the article - they can't censor the NET yet (although
a lot of people seem to think they are trying - but that would be a
story for another day, and THIS one is going to try your patience,
but there's a lot of stuff and we ain't got salried editors at the Rebel
yet as if it wasn't just like obvious rilly alriddy - if you got a hot
date in 20 minutes, don't start this one yet!!! (but if you're on your
own at home alone a-freaking-GAIN tonight - well, read on!!!!!)
LOVE ya!!!! Now I got a hot date comin soon (no pun intended
Sally -stopit!! hahahahahahaha!!)

SEX&DRUGS&ROCK'N'ROLL!!!!! (as Grannie Pat always
said!!)

WW
(PS - ***PRIVATE!!!*** BOBERT - DON'T DO THIS TO ME!!! YOU

CALL ME TONIGHT - I'M GOING CRIZZZY!!!!!)

Ok I'm serious now. rilllllly.

AGORA - ISLAND VOICE - CURRENT EVENTS ARTICLES/COMMEN-
TARY - DD/MM/YY - MONTAGUE STUDENT NEWSPAPER - THE MONTAGUE

REBEL
A Day in Court - Montague Students Tackle a Big Case
{{{!!!- as reported breathlessly but at some length and with various

accurate quotes and a watchful eye on opinion masquerading as news by
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Winnifred MacIssac, senior editor of the Montague Rebel (haha status pend-
ing review - talk to your class rep NOW!!)

Sorry!!!!! I shall cease with the levity as of NOW. But I make
the excuse that this is, after all, a story after the fact, and we all
know what happened in the end.

And I will be serious from here on, in respect to Jenny Gravieux,
a young lady I did not know well but had met at a sports meet a
year or so ago, and found her to be a very nice person. May she rest
in peace, and I hope her family and friends found some satisfaction
at least in the outcome of this case.

And finally, in the interests of full disclosure as we all learn is
kind of important for credibility if there is anything the reader
should know about the writer's relation to a story in any way, this
story was read by a nice gentleman at the Island Voice newspaper,
who made several suggestions about various things, vocabulary,
grammar, spelling, impartiality of voice, journalistic things like that,
most of which I have used... my thanks to the gentleman, I did not
remove some adjectives he suggested, as I do believe they accu-
rately reflect the things that happened, even if they sound a bit preju-
diced, they are not. I think, you know I think, it's covered. Most
people, for instance, would agree rape is a bad and cruel thing,
although 'cruel' or ‘bad’ can also be described as a POV or judge-
mental. You can read another account of this trial in the other Is-
land newspaper, from a very different POV - I do not believe I have
any obligation to pretend that that other POV is as impartial as this,
and caveat everything I write to reflect that other article which
treated the whole trial as a joke or something worse, and insulted
everything we did in the worst way - they've certainly made no
attempt at all to describe things as fairly as I have here, I think. If
you don't like it, send me an email. If it's polite, I will respond. If
not, I'll probably print the whole thing on my AGORA blog (with
your address) and let others see what a jerk you are.}}}

-- 00 -- (?? if -30- means end, then this means the beginning,
right??))

Bang bang bang! - the sound of a gavel thumping on a cutting
board (there is such a thing as a special piece of wood designed to
have gavels banged on it, but we don't have one here - and for that
matter, the 'gavel' was a wooden hammer from a child's 'pound
sticks in holes' toy - this is, after all, an honest paper in an honest
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Island, and the writer would not wish to mislead anyone) on a desk
rang throughout the large room, and the cacophony of voices im-
mediately lessened in volume. After a few seconds the 'Bang bang
bang!' was heard again, and at the front of the room, standing be-
hind a table on a raised dais that served as 'the bench', a young
woman of perhaps 18 years old, slightly on the anorexic side, dressed
neatly but casually in a white blouse and black slacks, a dark green
beret that matched her eyes holding back her medium-length blond
hair, lay down the sort-of gavel and spoke into a microphone that
was affixed to the back of the desk podium.

"Ok! Ok! Can we come to some kind of order here please! We
have some business to attend to today, some fairly important busi-
ness like, and the sooner we get started the sooner it gets finished!
Will everyone take their seats or get themselves where they're sup-
posed to be, please!"

And, in a surprisingly orderly fashion, only a couple of min-
utes later the pandemonium had resolved into an orderly room.
Most of the people were seated in a large, shallow horseshoe sort of
shape leaving an open area at the front and extending to the center
of the large, rectangular room, and a number of others were ar-
rayed behind various desks and tables in the open area. The specta-
tor area included a number of tables around which several people
sat, and in the middle of each table was a computer screen, some-
what recessed into the desktops so they did not impede people's
views; most screens that day were tuned to the AGORA system,
and ongoing discussions took place as events unfolded.

The young woman looked around approvingly, a small smile
of satisfaction or perhaps nervousness on her face, and once again
raised the microphone.

"Ok. We are gathered here today, as you know, to decide what
to do about a rather serious case that has been brought in front of
the GreenWays Justice Council. Since I know this is still fairly new
to a lot of you, and it is the first time we have undertaken such a
serious case here in Montague Senior School, I am going to take just
a minute to review the process, just to be sure we are all clear on
what is happening and what the process will be."

- referring to some notes -
"OK. First I should introduce Mr. Walter MacDonald. I think

most of you know him already - he was elected as one of the Inde-
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pendents in the last election, and is now the King's County Council
Facilitator and Default Representative. He will be assisting in the
proceedings today."

A middle-aged, slightly portly and slightly balding man,
dressed in a grey suit but with no tie, longish grey hair and wire-
framed spectacles, and with a no-nonsense, I-know-what-I’m-do-
ing-don’t-mess-with-me sort of air, half rose from his seat off to the
side at the front of the room as he was introduced, looked briefly
around the room with a quick nod and sat again.

"For the record, I would like to note also that Mrs Lois
MacFarland, the elected Montague area MLA from the last elec-
tion, was also invited, but she informed us she had '..other more
important ways to spend her time than at some high school mock
trial activity'. That's what she wrote in the email, for the record. I
also have the email she was sent explaining quite clearly this is not
a mock trial but a real trial, with the info again about the website. I
have no further comment. Why she was so huffy and patronizing is
something you might want to ask her about sometime.

"Now. This first part is mostly from the Green Island Justice
Councils website, and I have consulted with the Green Island Legal
Affairs Transition Team rep as well - um, okay -  Since this is the
very first time this is being done here, I was advised to add a few
words of introduction for the record, as they say - ummm - ok,
wait'll I get my notes here - ok - The idea of the Green Island Justice
Councils was begun because the old court system that was in place
previously - and is still used in some form in most countries that
call themselves democratic and still for some things here on Green
Island as well - had, unfortunately, for various reasons, become
very corrupt (as it is in most so-called democratic countries), and
was being used more as a buffer between the powerful and the peo-
ple, sort of a last-resort control system for citizens who were un-
happy with the government or its laws - even if the citizens had
legitimate grievances, which, as we know, they often did and do,
the court system could be used to simply shut them up, and bury
them in red tape or behind virtually impent - impen - oh! im-pen-a-
trable financial or physical barriers. The so-called administration of
justice was NOT for those without considerable financial resources
- thus again, like so many things in the old ways, it served to up-
hold the 'rights' of the wealthy, and subdue the rights of the poor.
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With our new Green Island government of We the People, which
actually now includes We the Students as well, a welcome change I
must say, there is no need for that sort of repression, indeed we are
most anxious to never see it again, but we still do have various
problems that could be called 'legal' in nature and must be dealt
with. And since We the People including We the Younger People,
in council of the whole, _are_ the government, then it falls upon We
the People to deal with the problems directly. Such as the one we
have before us today."

"Hmmmph cough cough."
The speaker looked to the side, where MacDonald circum-

spectly gave a little circular wave of his hand.
"Yes. Well, then," continued the young woman, returning to

her notes, "in our more enlightened times here on Green Island, we
have instituted a system of justice wherein the members of the com-
munity, after a period of discussion among everyone interested and
concerned, decide on whether or not a crime of some sort has been
committed and, if so, what punishment ought to be given to the
person doing the crime, or how we should respond to the situation.
If a crime is found to have occurred, of course. This is very impor-
tant for us all, as it means that We the People really do run our own
society, and are not just a bunch of sheep being looked after by
some all-powerful farmer of some sort, who makes and enforces
whatever laws he wants to, whether We the Sheep - excuse me,
ahem, We the People - approve of the laws or not, which was the
way things worked before. Although our media never put it quite
that way, nor were students ever told that in the old education sys-
tem. Which, now that we know the truth of things, makes the old
system look not very good. But that is a story for another day.

"But as the first case of this sort to be tried here, we agreed that
it would be good to have certain things on the record, just to show
where we're all coming from, as it were, why we are doing what
we are doing, and so on. For the record. MmmHmm.

"Soooo .... so today, as part of this system, we are here to hear
about a situation that happened recently, for which a certain party
believes that another party ought to be acknowledged as guilty of
this crime, which they deny committing, and punished, as the first
party has suffered a considerable loss - the loss of a family member.
More specifically, a student of another Green Island high school



  385Chapter 20: Montague student trial

was recently in a car accident, in which another student lost her
life. After some discussion on AGORA, and formal agreement by
all local councils, with certain qualifications, it was agreed that the
trial of this situation would be conducted here, by a group of citi-
zens including peers, to decide if the accused person in this case is
guilty of what he is charged with, and if so, if he then warrants any
punishment for the crime of which he has been accused, as the rela-
tives of the victim demand. The 'venue' as they call this sort of thing
in legal terms, has been moved from one district of the Island to
another to ensure that we have a group of people conducting and
supervising the procedure whom, although they know of the situa-
tion, are not directly involved in some personal way with either
party, although all of us, of course, are interested in seeing that true
justice be served in this situation."

At one of the tables in the central part of the auditorium, where
several people sat behind a collection of briefcases and yellow legal
pads and water pitchers and glasses and stacked documents and
other things that find their way onto the tables in such situations, a
slightly beefy man of medium height in a well-cut grey suit rose
from his chair, oily hair slicked back, and spoke to the young woman
as she paused briefly, looking around the room taking a breath.

"I would like to raise an objection at this point, if I may, as any
normal rules of procedure should allow, for the record. As I have
previously said, this entire proceeding is most unusual - in fact, it is
entirely without the law of Canada as established by the Canadian
Parliament in Ottawa, the Supreme Law of this country, and I wish
to say that we object because you have no legal standing in the eyes
of the government of Canada to be undertaking such a proceeding,
which could have most serious consequences for my client. I..."

"Mr. Snake!" the older grey-haired man named MacDonald rose
from his chair, and, speaking somewhat loudly to be heard, inter-
rupted the speaker, "Please sit down and cease this ongoing, ex-
ceedingly annoying attempt to derail these proceedings! We have
been over this point before, several times, and cleared it fully on the
AGORA, a discussion to which you were part, being to wit that  the
duly elected government of this province - affirmed by a full vote
of the people of this province in a subsequent province wide refer-
endum to approve of this system we are using today - has sanc-
tioned this system of dispute resolution, as you well know - ”
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"We don't really care what this so-called government has done,"
loudly interrupted the man in the grey suit, " - as you well know,
it's very legitimacy is in serious question, as we will see in a few
days - but the New Government of Canada is the ultimate author-
ity in criminal matters in this country, which still includes this prov-
ince, as you yourself well know, and the Government of Canada
has assuredly NOT sanctioned this proceeding, this juvenile, ad hoc
idea of 'justice' that you are so cavalierly imposing on my client and
his family, with potentially very grave consequences, as I noted
previously. Thus I and my colleagues are here to stop this mockery
of justice in this country, the ...."

"Mr. Snake!" the older man had taken a few steps, and was
now standing in front of Snake's desk, leaning over and facing him
eyeball to eyeball, and speaking even more loudly, rapping his
knuckles on the table to emphasize his words, "I will not tell you
again! This is NOT a free-for-all of some kind where the person
who shouts the loudest or has the most expensive lawyer or biggest
goons or corrupted judge wins! It is a duly constituted court with
duly constituted procedures agreed upon by all of the members of
this community! You will sit now and be quiet, participating in the
proceeding in your turn according to OUR procedures, or I WILL
have you removed from this room and charged with obstruction of
justice and contempt to the people and whatever else my legal ad-
visors can think of - and we still have the Sleepy Hollow jail open
for intractable people, as you seem to be trying to establish you are!

“Our system is designed to be fair to all, and to let everyone
speak, and you will, as you know, be permitted to speak today and
have had ample opportunity to address the issues prior to today
and the people ultimately making the decision will indeed listen to
your words and your arguments yet once again and consider them
fairly along with everything else they hear. But fairness does NOT
require that someone obviously determined to derail a proceeding
through some sort of one-man filibuster be allowed to do so - in-
deed, fairness to all the other participants and interested persons
demands that you NOT be allowed to do so! You will be allowed to
speak in due course, and also to appeal this proceeding as again
you well know as we have discussed it before you and I - but for
now, sit down - or be removed! And I'll hear no more of fairness -
as you well know, this proceeding is being broadcast live over the
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AGORA, and also fully recorded, we have observers from several
highly respected international agencies with their own recording
devices as well, and unedited tapes will be made available to any-
one who wishes, as records of all matters involving this govern-
ment are so available. Now SIT and desist with this attempted dis-
ruption of the procedure - or you WILL be removed and face the
consequences I mentioned. NOW!"

The man called Snake glared at the older man for a few sec-
onds, and then at the several GRIPPs standing around the room
watching with narrowed eyes, obviously ready and able to do as
MacDonald promised, then slowly took his seat, shaking his head
with a frown that was evidently meant to be threatening, and im-
mediately leaning to one side to confer with one of the others at the
table.

The older man continued looking at Snake for a few seconds. "I
am serious, Sir - there will be no further warnings or discussions.
One more out-of-line interruption like that and you will be removed.
We are very, very serious about the fair administration of justice in
this province, People's Justice, and part of the reason we have to do
what we do is that people like you have tainted the entire concept
of justice in the modern world, where the administration of justice,
one of the most important keys to a civilized society, has had its
reputation so terribly stained by corrupt practices such as you rep-
resent that it is a desperately difficult uphill struggle to return cred-
ibility to such proceedings in the eyes of the people, and return The
Law to the place of honor it should occupy in any civilized society.

“But we will persevere, and justice will return to We the Peo-
ple as an absolutely essential part of a modern democratic society,
and belong to We the People from whom it should never have been
taken in the first place. The normal clients of modern 'lawyers' such
as yourself - I do not in any way wish to besmirch the reputation of
the young man whose family has rather ill-advisedly sought your
services today - will no longer have carte blanche to do as you wish
with a complete disregard for the true principles of law and fair-
ness to all, based on their wealth and the corrupted judicial system
you had put into place on this island and in this country. Including
today, Sir!

“And again I remind you, do not forget that everything that
happens here is being recorded and broadcast widely where it can
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be recorded by anyone who so wishes for a true and accurate record
- " - he gestured briefly to several cameras scattered throughout the
room, large and small, most noticeably the Green-Com closed cir-
cuit television monitor - " - so you will not be able to claim some
nonsense later about how you were mistreated. The fairness of this
situation - and all situations - is available for everyone here or any-
where to observe and assess. We have, as you well know, here to-
day as well, observers from the NU, the UN and the EU, among
others, who will, I am certain, be diligent in reporting any possible
miscarriage of justice here - but more importantly than any offi-
cials, the people of the world, those we consider our true peers, will
judge for themselves whether the new procedures of Green Island
are better than those they have been living under for centuries, or
not. Your objection has, once again, been noted on the record - and
now we will carry on."

As he had spoken, he had turned briefly to a desk sitting against
one wall, behind which two women and a man sat. The desk was
arrayed with books and pads, and the lady in the middle gave a
small nod as the man had looked towards her. Perhaps a small smile
as well, but nothing untoward - more a smile of approval of the
way he was handling the situation of an unruly lawyer.

"And why no observers from the United States of America, the
very cornerstone of Democracy and Freedom in the world for the
last 250 years?" asked the man called Snake, speaking somewhat
resentfully from a half-seated position, evidently reluctant to be
stopped so easily, but also quite aware of the GRIPPs around the
room, and the evident willingness of MacDonald to carry out his
threat to have him removed.

"Ha!! The question hardly deserves an answer, Sir," spoke
MacDonald derisively, "Perhaps in the days of Jefferson or other
ethical jurists the country has from time to time seen, your America
could make some small claim to having good ideas about democ-
racy or justice, although the practice was badly flawed even then -
but now, and for the last 150 years at least since corporations took
over that country with their amoral drive for wealth above all else,
in the days of PNAC and the IMF and phony terrorist threats and
Homeland Security fascistic laws against its own citizens, that coun-
try is the newage leader in lies and fascism and imperialism and
oppression of its own citizens through kangaroo courts, not democ-
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racy or justice. Their very name is anymore despised by a modern
citizen of this planet who loves freedom and democracy, and is so
despised all around the globe, and we will speak no more of it to-
day. You yourself, Sir, are a quite adequate representation of the
current state of ‘justice’ in that country. Be silent, or be removed.
This is a court of The People, not an American court of the Elite."

He directed a final glare towards Snake, then looked back to
where the young woman was still standing behind her bench, giv-
ing a brief smile.

"Sorry about that, Ms Larch," he said, "This was not really sup-
posed to be part of your experience today, although it was a useful
enough interruption as a comparative example of the way in which
the rather less civilized world of corporate government 'law' out-
side of Green Island works when dealing with non-corporate or
non-wealthy common citizens, which any today participating here
may encounter at some time when away from home and must be
aware of. But we normally introduce you to such things at a later
stage, after you have understood through experience how a true
justice system should function, and are thus equipped to deal with
their chicanery and lies and abuse with the firmness they require.
We were hoping for slightly less treacherous waters, but we do not
always get what we hope for - any path to freedom and democracy
will always be somewhat vulnerable to this kind of thing - it is a
sign of our strength or lack thereof how we are able to deal with
such things. Please proceed."

Ms Larch returned the smile with a nod of thanks and a thought-
ful look at Snake, lesson received, then turned back to the matter at
hand.

"Yes. Well, ok. As I was saying, this is quite a serious case. A
young woman has died, and we all must decide what, if anything,
should be done about the young man who was the agent of her
death.

"I will be acting today as the facilitator of the proceedings..."
A snort of derision was heard from the Snake table - a glare

from the older man was sufficient to ensure nothing followed it.
" - the proceedings, as We the People of Green Island, as em-

bodied at this time in the Justice Council Hall created for this pro-
ceeding here at Montague Senior School, and to begin, to be sure
we are all speaking of essentially the same matter, all information



390 Green Island Book I:  Greenways

of which has been available on the Green Island Justice website for
the last several weeks as required by law, of course, we will have
Mr Samuelson briefly presenting the facts of the case, Mr Snake for
the person accused of needlessly and carelessly taking this life, thus
causing not only the loss of this life but considerable grief in the
family and community, and then Ms Emorie speaking for the fam-
ily of the deceased.

"So, to summarize, we are here today to determine if some-
thing more than an accident for which no one can justifiably be
held accountable has occurred, or if there was some carelessness on
the part of the accused here today, in which case some type of sanc-
tion will be considered, as punishment or deterrent or both. Mr.
Samuelson? Can you begin? Are you ready?"

"Yes, I believe so," answered the young man, half-rising from
his chair, then sitting again.

"Ok, let's get on with it then."
"Well," began Samuelsen, arranging himself and the pad to

which he referred occasionally for guidance placed on the small
desktop lectern he had moved to stand behind, on one side of the
open area so he could address both Ms Larch and the observers,
"the facts are clear enough, and generally agreed on, with only a
couple of points of contention, I believe. What is clear and not dis-
puted is that on a certain night two weeks ago, Mr. Johnny Curtain,
of Mill River Pond, was driving a motor vehicle along a street in
that community at about 10:30 pm, and struck a person who was
crossing the street. The person died later that evening, after being
taken to the hospital, from her injuries. There are no questions about
this basic situation. Nor is there any dispute about the facts that
there was a light rain that evening, or that one street light on the
corner was burned out, so there was somewhat reduced light from
what might normally be present at night.

"However, after that we come to differing accounts of some
details. Mr. Curtain maintains that he was driving at a careful and
reasonable speed in the circumstances, with due care and control of
his vehicle, and that the young lady stepped out in front of his car
with no warning and he had no chance to stop or slow down before
striking her. But the two young ladies who were with the deceased
that evening contend that Mr. Curtain was driving at a rate of speed
too high for the conditions, and furthermore did not stop at a stop
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sign; they say they were legally crossing the street at a pedestrian
walkway, and the deceased had no chance to avoid being hit when
Mr. Curtain's car sped around a corner and struck her. We are thus
here today to try to decide if this was indeed an unavoidable acci-
dent or, if not, what degree of responsibility ought to rest with Mr.
Curtain - or, for that matter, with the young lady, if it should be
found that she was not duly careful in her actions."

Mr. Samuelson paused, looking up at Ms Larch from the notes
he was referring to in his hand, then around the room, frowning
slightly. "Well, I guess that's about it, I think..." - and with another
quick look around, he took a step to the side and sat back down in
his seat.

"Thanks Jo-- - er - thank you, Mr. Samuelson," said Ms Larch,
"that seems to clearly summarize the case from the position of We
the People, the position, that is, that is neither prosecutorial or de-
fensive, but is simply a statement of the situation that we are re-
quired to resolve today, or as soon as possible. Now I understand
that the families of the two young people, the accused and the vic-
tim, would also like to be heard at this council. I'll begin with you,
Mr. Snake, I understand that you have been retained as a spokes-
person for the family of Mr. Curtain, and you have something you
wish to say at this time?"

From the desk where he sat, the man named Snake looked up
in some surprise at hearing his name called, from where he had
been writing something on a yellow pad in front of him, then got to
his feet.

"Well," he began, resuming with no apparent effort his former
air of condescension, with only the smallest glance at the grey-haired
mad sitting by the wall, "I had rather expected that someone would
be presenting a case for the prosecution first, as my client is defend-
ing himself against certain charges, but I will say that it is certainly
the intention of my clients to participate in this proceeding, but I
am a little uncertain as to exactly what you are doing or what you
expect of me at this time, legally speaking, as you are not following
any Rules of Court which I am familiar with. As I have noted, this
is assuredly not a normal court proceeding as we are used to in any
province of Canada, under which federal jurisdiction any actual
legal proceeding conducted in this province must ultimately an-
swer to, and thus my preparation seems to be of little use, at least as
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yet, we shall see as the day goes on. I am, it is our official legal
position insofar as the real courts of Canada are concerned, I might
tell you, for the record here, primarily here as a personal witness to
these proceedings which, I have little doubt, will be found to be
entirely, and, with prejudice, ex-judicio, and the lot of you will some
day soon be facing a real judge and court yourselves on some rather
serious obstruction of justice and impersonation of legal officials
charges, among others no doubt. And I wish it well understood
here as well that my participation, and that of my clients, who were
coerced by thugs not recognized by the Government of Canada as
a legitimate police force, is, again for the record, strictly non-preju-
dicial, let the record clearly show."

The man by the wall was watching closely, as Snake looked his
way, but letting him speak.

"But having said that now by way of introduction, let me then
say, for the record again as it were, that it is indeed our contention
that young John, young Mr. Curtain, was driving safely and within
the limits of the law, and although it is certainly regrettable that the
young lady stepped out in front of the young man's vehicle and
was struck and subsequently died of her injuries and perhaps other
unknown at this time causes, he was at all times in full care and
control of his vehicle, the accident was completely unavoidable, and
he was in no way responsible, and we would strongly suggest that
the grief he will be feeling for the rest of his life at taking the life of
this young woman, a citizen of his own community whom he knew
and cared for, will be more than sufficient punishment - indeed, no
formal punishment from the law or society is called for, as he was
in breach of no law, regrettable, as I have said, as the incident was.
We are quite prepared to call several witnesses to discuss these
things, and young John himself is prepared to take the stand and
describe under oath what happened that tragic night as well. That
is all I would have to say for now, but I do of course reserve the
right to speak later, if and when necessary to protect the rights of
my client."

And he resumed his seat.
"Thank you, Mr. Snake, for being brief," said Ms Larch, arising

from where she had been seated while Snake spoke, "and may I
assure you that there is no need to 'reserve' any right to speak later
- it is the purpose of these proceedings that anyone and everyone is
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allowed to speak as much as they wish, in turn of course, and at
least as long as they do not try to dominate everything or silence
others by doing so and they don't get completely irrelevant some-
how, as judged by the people present. And I have noted as I pre-
pared for this case at least a few of your submissions on the GWJ
website on this case, so I expect most people are aware of them as
well - if anyone feels it necessary, including yourself of course, we
can hear from your witnesses or anyone else in person here today.
Now - Ms Emorie, you wished to speak in person for the young
lady's family in this situation?"

From a table on the other side of the room a young lady, short
dark hair, in a dark blue vest and skirt with a white blouse, rose
from where she was sitting with an older couple and three other
young women - apparently the deceased's family and perhaps a
friend or two. The older woman was holding a handkerchief to her
face, and had apparently been crying; the young women had their
hands clasped together.

"Thank you, Sandy - er Ms Larch," she said, "Yes, the Gravieux
family is very distressed, understandably so, and does not wish the
death of their oldest daughter, which they feel to be criminal in
nature insofar as reckless driving was involved, and then an at-
tempted coverup through failing to admit to the real situation, to
go unpunished. They believe that the young man was driving care-
lessly - "

- on the other side of the room the lawyer known as Snake -
apparently reflexively, noisily pushed back his seat and jumped to
his feet, "OBJECTION!! - I - " he said, apparently about to begin a
longer tirade, but he was interrupted by the man named MacDonald
rising to his feet with a seriously black warning look on his face,
and two nearby GRIPPs also coming to attention and taking a step
towards him who were evidently about a heartbeat away from tak-
ing him under physical control and doing something, probably re-
moving him from the room and some of those other things he had
been warned about, and stopped in mid-tirade, or mid-word re-
ally, as his projected tirade hardly got under way, regarding
MacDonald. After a few seconds of eye contact, Snake gave in, and,
mouth downturned and eyes narrowed and perhaps just a bead or
two of perspiration appearing on his face, a few hairs on his shin-
ing head just a touch out of place, resumed his seat with a small
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thud, immediately scribbling a few lines on his pad before return-
ing his gaze to where Ms Emorie had stopped talking during the
brief interruption.

"Yes, well, as I was saying..." continued Ms Emorie, not much
put out by the interruption, getting used to life in a courtroom per-
haps, "The Gravieux's believe that the young man was driving care-
lessly that evening and their daughter would be alive today had he
been driving with due care and control of his vehicle - " she paused
briefly to see if there would be any further interruption, looking
directly at Snake, who remained sitting quietly, not, however, a
happy visage, " - and feel that it would not be right for the young
man to go unpunished, as their lives will undoubtedly have a large
empty space for as long as they live, a large empty space that would
not be there had he been driving carefully. The family feels that at
the very least a lengthy period of incarceration is appropriate - their
daughter will no longer be walking and running in the streets and
fields of this beautiful Island, which she so loved to do, or dancing
and singing and loving and having children and everything, and
the Gravieux's feel it will be unbearable if they are forced to come
into contact with this young man, free to live and enjoy the life their
daughter is no longer free to have. The Gravieux's feel that if there
are no consequences to the young man for his carelessness, then
there will be no reason for other young people not to drive and kill
at will, and this would not be a good way to live on our Island,
constantly in fear of death from some unheeding driver."

Ms Emorie paused for a moment, then turned and had a quick
hurried conversation with the people around her.

"That is all for now, thank you," she finished, "We will perhaps
have more to add later, after the court, or the justice council, has
done what it will do to determine the facts which are in conten-
tion," and sat back down again.

Ms Larch, this time from a sitting position, waited for a few
seconds, noting something on a pad before her, then spoke again.

"Good. Thank you all for your brief summaries of the differing
versions of what happened which is what we must first try to re-
solve - the question of the facts - was John Curtain driving care-
lessly that night, or not? And later we may or may not be required
to deal with the further question - if he was - if, that is, the death of
Ms Gravieux was indeed something more than an accident, some-
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thing that should not have happened, something that was caused
by the careless behaviour of a resident of Green Island - what pun-
ishment if any do the people of the community wish to apply?

"But first we must do what we can to establish facts, and we
will hear in person today from those witnesses who were present at
the scene, both the people who were directly involved, and also the
GRIPP officers who arrived at the scene of the situation shortly af-
ter it occurred.

"Before I call our witnesses, again for the record as this is our
first such hearing in this venue, and one of the first on Green Island
using the new system, I must say to all the witnesses that as a secu-
lar society on Green Island, we do not have our witnesses swear to
tell the truth on a bible of some sort. And as a society which be-
lieves in truth and honesty, which indeed is founded on these high-
est values, we do not presume to insult those who testify before us
by demanding they swear in some way to tell the truth - nothing
less than the full and honest truth is expected from everyone here
at all times. As we have seen repeatedly in courts in other jurisdic-
tions, such oaths have little meaning anyway, as the many contra-
dictory stories constantly heard in trials in other places clearly indi-
cate that someone has been lying after taking an oath, which they
clearly regarded as meaningless. In our Council here, if we find
there is contradictory evidence from our witnesses, and are thus
unable to resolve our situation on the original evidence alone, we
will then carry on to the approved method of questioning of the
witnesses a second time to attempt to resolve such conflicts. The
witnesses will be aware that anyone who chooses freely to lie in
front of this court and is later exposed as a liar will not only be
punished for so doing, but will receive a much worse punishment
in the form of lost credibility in the eyes of his or her neighbors.

"Very well. Let us proceed. First, we will hear the evidence of
the young ladies who were walking with Ms Gravieux that
evening..."

Again there was a scraping of the chair behind Snake's desk,
but no loud shouting or anything. He simply stood and looked from
Ms Larch to Mr MacDonald, and once he saw he had their atten-
tion, not to mention everyone else's, he spoke.

"May I apologise for interrupting the court, but I must object to
your choice of hearing the evidence of these young ladies first. I
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think we all understand in any conflictory situation that the first
established point of view often achieves a certain legitimacy in the
mind of a listener, whether such credibility is deserved or not, and
those who might contradict a first, already so-established story in-
evitably face an uphill path when they contradict it. In the absence
of any recognized Rules of Court here, might I ask why or how this
particular order has been chosen, and why young Mr. Curtain
should not give his evidence first?"

And down sat Mr. Snake.
The man named MacDonald remained seated, looking to Ms

Larch, who was evidently taken a bit by surprise. But she had not
been chosen for her role as facilitator based on her looks alone, and
after only a few seconds of thought, quickly responded.

"Mr. Snake. You bring up a good point, it seems to me. It might
have been helpful had you raised it somewhat earlier during our
discussions, but perhaps it only just now occurred to you. We must
allow the benefit of the doubt. My initial feeling is that although in
certain venues your concerns may be valid, this is a court of law,
and a court of truth, and given our new procedures for ensuring we
arrive at the truth in the case of contradictory evidence, the order of
witnesses is not really important. And given that it is not really
important, for myself, in consideration of Mr Snake's request, I am
prepared to allow Mr. Curtain to speak first, if he so wishes. Are
there any objections at this time?"

- and she looked pointedly at the table where Ms Emorie sat
having a hurried consultation with the several people seated at the
table and also in a couple of chairs in the front row of the audience
close behind their table. After a moment, the discussion ceased and
she turned to the front again and rose from her seat.

"Ms Larch, ideally we would like some time to think this over
and talk about it more, perhaps with some more learned in legal
things than we are, but also everyone is quite desirous to have these
proceedings concluded today if possible - there has been a consid-
erable wait already, with considerable discussion of everything, we
believe that everyone is ready today and also wishes a conclusion
so we all as a community can move on, and the healing process will
not truly begin until there is some closure here. And we also feel as
you do, that there is no obvious prejudice to the evidence no matter
who speaks first - we are confident that with the new procedures in
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place, the truth will come out today, and there is no reason to try to
play legal games when that is exactly what we are trying to get
away from. And with everything being recorded as it is, and the
commitment to truth and justice here, should there be any prob-
lems, we feel that they can be addressed at a later time. So we have
no objections to Mr. Curtain speaking first, if he so wishes."

"Thank you Ms Emorie," said Ms Larch, "Well then, Mr Snake,
shall we proceed?"

Snake was still in his chair for a few seconds before slowly ris-
ing and speaking, a look of shock and disbelief on his face.

"That's it? A two-minute conversation and you are willing to
change the procedures? This is most unusual, Ms Larch. In a real
court - "

- the words were no more than out of his mouth when
MacDonald immediately pushed himself from his chair, stomping
a foot as he did so.

"Mr. Snake!" he said, in a somewhat loud voice, "you have been
warned before about your insults to the proceedings! To the great
majority of the citizens of this Island, and many others as well, this
court is a great deal more 'real' than the very questionable activities
of your courts in upper Canada, carried on in secret as it suits any
of you! Speaking here is a right, Mr Snake, but it is also a privilege,
and I expect you or some of your assistants have at least made your-
self familiar with the agreed upon rules we have established for
dealing with people whose obvious objective is not assisting the
proceedings, but simply trying to interfere with the process. That
may be an accepted tactic where you come from, Sir, but here it is
not!

“You will conduct yourself in a way consistent with the re-
sponsibilities you have, Mr. Snake, as a temporary officer of this
court, or you will be removed - in the full view of every recording
device running in this court room, so the appropriateness or lack
thereof of your actions or words can be judged by anyone who so
chooses to judge. We have given you a great deal of leeway today,
Mr Snake, with your disrespect and obstruction, but I tell you, you
have had your last warning, Sir!"

And MacDonald sat. And Snake looked at him for a minute,
then back to Ms Larch. It is impossible to know what was going
through his mind.



398 Green Island Book I:  Greenways

"I apologise to the people present, Ms Larch, if my words of-
fended. I was simply going to note that changing the order of wit-
nesses seems like a fairly major change in procedure, and in - ah -
other courts in which I have appeared, such a change would re-
quire motions and filings and discussions and decisions over a pe-
riod of time, not this - ah - rapid decision which you appear to have
formulated very much ad lib, as it were. I would thus like, at this
time, to enter a motion to that effect - that these proceedings be
suspended for at least a week in order that we may all carefully
consider the full ramifications of the procedural change you are
implementing in this situation. I assure you, all I wish is to ensure
that justice be done, and be seen to be done, so there are no prob-
lems later on resulting from hasty decisions at this time."

Ms Larch considered her words for a few seconds, before ris-
ing once again from her seat, as Snake resumed his.

"Mr Snake," replied Ms Larch, eyes just perhaps a little bit blaz-
ing, a touch of something hard in her voice, "This is quite outra-
geous, and if I may say so, the very sort of thing that has brought
the administration of justice in Canada and other western coun-
tries into such disrepute in the eyes of the public! First you object to
the procedure we had agreed on for resolution of this matter, and
then when we quite graciously accede to your desire, you protest
that such a change of procedure is irregular and thus we should
suspend the proceedings! Well, all I can say is that I am glad the
eyes of the world caught this moment on the broadcast cameras,
this taste of why the legal system you represent is so very dysfunc-
tional, and disrespected. And your objection, insofar as we recog-
nize such things here at all, is overruled. I am afraid you will sim-
ply have to forgo another week's worth of $500 per hour billings for
your poor clients."

She then turned to the young man sitting beside Snake, who
was turning a bit red in the face after Ms Larch's last comment, but
apparently decided not to object. Perhaps he did not wish any fur-
ther discussion in front of the television cameras of the world about
his billing habits.

"Mr John Curtain, your advisor has requested the court to place
your name first on the witness list, and we have so done. Please
come to the front table here where your story will be heard by all."

Many eyes turned to Snake. Snake had his hands on the desk
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and his chair pushed back, and then his eyes quickly turned to the
nearby GRIPPs. The GRIPPs were obviously ready for action, both
with hands at sides but reaching forward a bit, and one foot also
placed in a forward position, ready for action as well.

Snake froze for a long couple of seconds, then gave a small
smile and relaxed back into his chair, then quickly taking a look
sideways at the tripod several meters up in the corner of the room
with the green light flashing on the camera it held, indicating the
transmission was running, and his mouth turned down a bit. This
surely was not how things were done in the Canadian courts he
was used to working in.

"And really, that's what happened!" the young man named John
Curtain was saying, from the chair to the side of Ms Larch's bench.
His attitude was a bit belligerent, his eyes a bit hooded and wor-
ried-looking, but still reasonably soft-spoken. "I stopped at the stop
sign, and then proceeded around the corner - I had just given the
car a little shot of gas to get moving, and then this figure - Ms
Gravieux, as I now know - stepped right out in front of me from the
dark space under the tree where there was no street light, and I had
no opportunity to even get my foot on the brake before I hit her. I'm
really sorry about it, but there was really nothing at all I could do."

There was a few seconds of silence.
"Well," said Ms Larch, "that seems clear enough. Does anyone

have any further questions for this witness? No? Fine then - you
may leave the witness stand, Mr. Curtain. And now we will hear
from Ms Ivy Weber - Ms Weber?"

"So," Ms Larch finally spoke, perhaps an hour later, writing
briefly on a pad in front of her and reflecting a bit, after the last
witness had left the stand, the GRIPP who had been the first on the
accident scene had finished speaking, "it seems we have what we
had feared from the AGORA discussions, then - a direct contradic-
tion of stories. Mr Curtain maintains that he was driving safely and
there was no chance to avoid hitting Ms Gravieux who stepped out
in front of his car, while the friends of Ms Gravieux who were with
her that evening have both stated that they and Ms Gravieux all
had just begun to cross the street, after ascertaining that there was
no immediate traffic, when the car driven by Mr. Curtain sped
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around the corner without stopping at all at a rate of speed such
that he was on top of them almost immediately, and there was no
chance for them to jump back to safety, and Ms Gravieux, a step
ahead of the witnesses, was struck and received several severe inju-
ries, of which she died quite quickly according to the autopsy from
the blow she received when her head hit the street violently, with
no chance to jump out of the way.

"So. Does anyone here have any further comment concerning
this matter, before we proceed to the Truth Procedure, as has been
discussed at length on the GWJ site and approved by a substantial
majority of Green Island citizens during the Council of Councils
meeting last January - over 80%, I believe?"

The man called Snake rose from where he was sitting, looking
only momentarily towards MacDonald and the GRIPPs.

"Yes, we certainly do have a comment," he said, "what you are
proposing has never been sanctioned in Canadian law, nor any-
where internationally outside of some secret cells in the dungeons
of brutal dictatorship governments. It smacks of police states and
torture, to subject an unwilling victim to dangerous drugs that are
known to have serious potential side-effects, including life-threat-
ening. It is unheard of that a witness's statement, which we offered
to give under oath although this - ah - court - declined to take such
oath, should be subjected to such treatment - we have, in the real
world, lawyers and judges and juries to decide who is telling the
truth in cases like this, based on a preponderance of evidence and
expert testimony and credibility and other legal factors developed
in western law over centuries, good and useful traditions you have
evidently decided to cast carelessly aside. We are most vehemently
opposed to the course you are proposing, the young man is not at
all willing to subject himself to this procedure, and I can assure you
of the most serious consequences if you proceed!"

MacDonald stood at this last, as Snake refused to sit and glared
at him. The GRIPPs looked to MacDonald, who gave a shake of his
head, instead, after a moment of thought, speaking once again.

"Mr. Snake," said MacDonald, a frown on his face, "you are
free to speak here, within reason as noted, for your client if he so
wishes such representation, as is anyone, and we are making every
effort to accommodate you in what I understand is a strange situa-
tion for you, but please do not threaten the assembly. This is NOT
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some 'ramshackle gathering of utopians with no authorized power'
as I believe one of your website documents accuses, it is a duly
constituted court of the Province of Green Island, approved of by a
very substantial majority of the citizens of this community follow-
ing a lengthy, very open, and very inclusive debate of all citizens -
very unlike most of what you get up to elsewhere, I might empha-
size - and  there can be no higher power in a free community than
the will of its citizens. The procedures we have developed here are
far more democratic, and honest, and expedient, than the ones you
follow, from Canada, that used to make such a mockery of justice
in this province and still do in the rest of Canada, regularly. In-
deed, this assembly, I would submit, is by far the more democratic
one, and thus legitimate one - it is your Canadian courts that func-
tion like a police state, with your restrictive laws and exclusionary
rules and system so favorable to those with wealth and scornful of
those who are not so blessed, with so many of its dealings con-
ducted behind closed doors or even in official secrecy. We also do
not have formal contempt rules, as we allow everyone to express
their free opinions here, which is fortunate for you, I would think,
at this time.

"And as for 'unwilling' - a young woman is dead in our prov-
ince, I suspect quite unwillingly so, her life so full of promise tragi-
cally shortened by a man in a motor vehicle, which has also laid
great burdens on many lives around her. The death is tragic, and
not only the family of the young woman but the community itself
demands justice. We all understand that any criminal who ever lived
would love to be able to deny the community any jurisdiction over
his or her actions on any grounds whatsoever - but there do come
times in a community where those who comprise that community
must establish their right to act together to punish those who act
against the wellbeing of that community, whether such actions are
committed intentionally or accidentally.

“If intentionally, we take it upon ourselves to punish the wrong-
doer, not so much for revenge which is a negative sort of thing al-
though restitution must be considered as applicable although such
is not the case where there has been death, but, more importantly,
we must act as appropriate to provide serious deterrence for others
considering such actions, or careless of their duty to the welfare
and safety of their fellow community members. And again for de-
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terrence we must examine and punish the instigator, where appro-
priate, for those 'accidents' which are the result of willful careless-
ness for the lives or wellbeing or rights of others.

“We also, it would be remiss of me not to note, acknowledge
our great responsibility to persons accused of wrongdoing, that they
are not punished unjustly in any way. And for all of those reasons,
we have decided as a community, after lengthy and soul-searching
discussion, that the lies and manipulations of the legal profession
and so-called justice system as observed in Canada the last many
years are not trustworthy or honorable, nor do they provide any
form of real justice for the great majority of people dragged before
those courts like peasants before a king, and we must find some-
thing that offers a better hope for finding truth and thus offering
appropriate justice to our community, as well as discouraging seri-
ously disruptive or destructive unwanted behaviour in the future,
and so have, after full public discussion, turned to this alternative
method of truth finding.

“There can be no justice without truth, this is an unarguable
precept - and in this way we are confident of our ability to arrive at
the truth - despite the desire of some to hide it, a desire so well
facilitated in the 'courts' of modern countries through the methods
you defend and promote, but methods, nor outcomes, not to be
tolerated in the community of Green Island.

"Now once again I admonish you, Mr. Snake - sit or be removed
from this assembly! You have been allowed to have your say, and
the people have answered!"

"Ms Larch - continue, please..."
Snake once again looked around him, noting with a frown the

GRIPPs within a couple of steps, and again the various television
cameras recording his every word and action, which were, he must
have recognized, becoming ever less defensible as the afternoon
progressed and there would be no denial or spinning of words later,
or editing or locking of court records or publication bans or
reinterpretations of arguments or massive obfustications by the
media, things possible and even normal where he usually worked,
with all these cameras rolling and broadcasting to live audiences
all over the world as justice happened on Green Island, and slowly
lowered himself into his seat.

"Yes, well then," said Ms Larch, waiting a few moments to see
if there would be any further interruptions, or if anyone else wished
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to speak, "Well - if we have come to this very unfortunate impasse,
as it appears we have, and neither side is changing their story, and
the demand for a decision, the necessity for expedient but just clo-
sure of this matter with the community, remains - it appears we
have no recourse at this time but to proceed with the Truth Proce-
dure, as requested by the family of Ms Gravieux. Might I first ask
the attending physicians to come to the front, please..."

There was a shuffling at the back of the room, and a man and a
woman, both around mid-30s, both very neat and smart looking as
if they had stepped out of a medical grad school recruitment poster,
could be seen rising from where they had been sitting at a table
towards the back of the room. As they made their way to the front,
it could be seen that they were carrying the sort of bags that doctors
often carry. A stethoscope could be seen sticking out of the side
pocket of the white jacket of the woman. And as the two made their
way to the front, into the space in front of the dais, a somewhat
special chair was wheeled to the front of the room from where it
had been sitting unobtrusively at the side until now - sort of a cross
between a small dentist's chair and a fancy office chair, reclinable
to a semi-prone position, with padded arms and a head rest. Like a
dentist's chair rather than a hospital bed, however, with no restrain-
ing straps.

Behind the doctors came three other official-looking people who
had also risen from their seats, two women and a man, all older
and conservatively dressed.

"First, for the benefit of everyone here and observing, and for
the record, I will tell you that here we have Dr. Irene Dashki, a
senior professor in the medical biochemistry department of Athenia,
and Dr. Frank Wellsgood of the neuro-pharmacological staff of the
Charlottetown Green Island Hospital. Both are very distinguished
in their fields, and their CVs and other information are available on
the GIJ board for this proceeding, and I'm sure a lot of people here
have read about them. Both are internationally recognized experts
in the field of medical pharmacology, and have published widely
in top-tier international journals concerning both the ethics and
medical effects of the procedures we will use today. And then, given
the newness of this procedure, and our desire to be scrupulously
fair to everyone involved, we have also invited some special ob-
servers. May I introduce Dr. Lars Islehy from Denmark, represent-
ing the NU government, Dr. Sandra Livingstone of the United States,
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but representing the United Nations Human Rights Commission
and the WHO, and also Dr. Nguhundon Plasser of the Pan African-
South and Central American Group - all of these people are also
highly respected individuals in their fields and as human rights
advocates, and all have been involved in the GIJ discussion as well.
And their attendance here has been widely discussed and accepted
by the People of Green Island as Fair Witnesses and Participants in
this case before us today."

The five named people bowed briefly to the observers as they
were introduced. The three special witnesses took positions behind
the new chair, where they would have a clear view but not obstruct
the view of the spectators or any of the cameras, while the two medi-
cal specialists set their bags on the front table and opened them.
From each bag a smaller protective container was taken, which was
unsealed and a rack of 10 vials was set on the table, followed by
another container which opened to reveal the paraphernalia of giv-
ing an injection, needles and alcoholic swabs.

"Doctors, first I must ask - do you have experience and knowl-
edge of the drugs you are about to administer? And, again for the
record, what can you tell us of what these drugs will do, and any
potential side effects?"

The two doctors looked at one another, with Dr Irene, evidently
the younger of the two, nodding deferentially to Dr Wellsgood, who
spoke.

"Well - all of these vials contain the latest version of a drug
called Sodiathol V, apparently now called in the vernacular TMT,
or Tell Me Truly. This particular batch was produced in my labora-
tory yesterday, and it has not been unattended since then - the de-
tails, with chain of chemical purity evidence, are all on the website
record. It is about as safe as it is possible to make such a drug, with
no reported side effects in trials stretching back over two years now
outside of the occasional incidence of nausea. The drug has been
tested on over a thousand people now - informed and willing vol-
unteers from the criminal justice system in several countries - and
has been shown to be safe and reliable - as with other things you
have mentioned, there is a lengthy bibliography on the GIJ site for
this proceeding.

“We ourselves have undergone an ST-V session - here in Green
Island, as you know, the procedure for cases that must be resolved
as we are doing today states that only medical personnel who have
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tested this drug personally, and are thus certain of its lack of harm-
ful long term effects, shall be allowed to administer such to a wit-
ness. Safety above all, first do no harm, is the motto we all follow in
the medical profession on Green Island, as you know.

“As to its use, well, after receiving a small dose of this drug,
the subjects basically go into a semi-trance-like state for a period
determined by the dose of the drug, during which certain areas of
the forebrain enter a sort of somnambulant, hypnotized-like state
during which all subjects so far have been essentially incapable of
lying, according to all tests we have been able to devise - as I said,
we are not yet 100% sure, but the reliability appears to be 99.99+%,
and we have essentially complete confidence in the procedure -
much more so than the previous mechanical lie-detectors, for in-
stance, with a real reliability of under 50%. After the drug wears off
- and it does so quickly, with a dose-effective half-life of only about
20 minutes for the amount we use in these procedures, as the rel-
evant portions of whatever truth is sought take much less time to
reveal than convoluted lies, it seems, the subject regains conscious-
ness rather quickly, with no ill effects at all except, as I said, for the
very odd bout of mild nausea."

"Very well, and thank you doctors," said Ms Larch, moving to
the front of the table, "now - as you see, we have twenty vials of the
ST V serum here. In order to ensure complete fairness of the proce-
dure we will, of course, give a sample to all concerned parties for
their own verification procedures should they so wish. It is a poten-
tially dangerous chemical, as are most medical drugs, if used inap-
propriately, and we ask you all to take due care with your sam-
ples."

Ms Larch placed the two serum racks on a metal tray that had
been placed on the desk ahead of time for just such a purpose, and
carried it over to Mr Snake.

"Mr Snake, since you seem to be relatively more concerned
about the procedures today, I will give you first choice, so you have
no claim at all of unfairness later on. Please take one sample from
each tray."

Snake looked at Ms Larch, and around the room, taking in the
cameras once again, and the eyes of the NU, UN and PAA wit-
nesses, silently observing, and apparently decided there was no
point in objecting or protesting. He reached out and took one vial
each from the two racks.
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"There is also a special box for storing them in, to ensure the
safe storage and transport of the vials," said Ms Larch, indicating a
number of such boxes also on the tray; Snake took one, "and you
will notice that once you close this container, it is sealed - we would
remind you that for clear chain of evidence procedures, you should
be very careful with this seal and careful documentation concern-
ing any subsequent tests which you wish to perform."

Ms Larch then proceeded to the desk where Ms Emorie sat with
the Graviuex family and others, and two samples were also taken,
and sealed in the provided containers.

Two samples each for the three witnesses whose stories con-
flicted.

"I am sure you will all handle these drugs with the care they
require," said Ms Larch, as she set the tray back on the desk.

"And now, would Mr. Curtain please join us - we will do the
Truth Questioning in the same order we heard the witnesses origi-
nally."

Heads looked toward the table of Curtain, and there was a hur-
ried whispered conference taking place.

"Mr. Curtain?" said Ms Larch, "Please join us."
With obvious reluctance, and some prodding and furious whis-

pers from a man sitting beside John Curtain where he sat behind
the table with Snake, who was rising to his feet.

"I cannot allow my client to voluntarily submit to this invasive
procedure. We appeal to the representatives of the United Nations,
the Nordic Union, the world! - to stop this torture! It is barbaric! - "

MacDonald rose once again to his feet, a troubled look on his
face, but nodding to the GRIPPs, who immediately moved one on
either side of Snake, taking his arms.

"Mr Snake, I quite assure you noone here really likes doing
what we are about to do. But as Ms Larch and the doctors assured
everyone, the drug we use causes no harm, and is not painful, so
there is no torture involved. That sort of charge is simply a non-
starter. Torture is done in dark secret rooms with pain and fear - we
are searching for justice in the full light of openness in an open court,
with no pain and no need for any fear from those who are telling
the truth with, as you note, the eyes of the world watching. Sec-
ondly, I note again that we only do this with reluctance, and a great
disinclination to violate the rights we do recognize of this young
man to security of his person - but the alternative, to leave justice
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and truth untapped and unserved, and the resulting festering, un-
resolved wound in our community, would, we have all agreed pre-
viously, be an even greater violation of our community, and the
right of all of our citizens to know they can live safe and secure
lives in a society where truth is honored above all else, and if a liar
must face some personal discomfort so that the rest of us can live
securely, we have decided that price is acceptable. And do remem-
ber the young ladies will be receiving the same procedure after your
client. So please be quiet for now - you will have every chance to
appeal to the world or anyone else you like in the future. There will
be no harm done to this young man, nor anyone else taking this
test, physically. Those who are exposed as liars through this proce-
dure will have to live with that fact, as they have chosen to do al-
ready. We do not create the lie or the liar, we simply expose them.

"For now, with my apologies to the young man and his family
ahead of time, I will ask our attending GRIPPs to please restrain Mr
Snake, and bring forward Mr Curtain, if he will not come voluntar-
ily."

And two other GRIPP officers, this time two females, who had
been prepared for such an eventuality, moved slowly over beside
John Curtain, not wishing to take him by force, giving him every
chance to cooperate on his own.

He slowly rose to his feet, and began to shuffle forward, the
GRIPPs beside him but not forcing him, and took a seat on the pre-
pared witness chair, but not reclining, feet still on the floor. He had
a great frown and a look of great inner conflict on his face, obvi-
ously engaged in some great inner struggle.

Ms Larch picked up the tray, and spoke.
"Mr Curtain, please lie back in the chair. The procedure will

not hurt any more than getting a regular booster needle, and we
will be finished in a very short time. I will bring you the same tray
I have already given to the others, and you may choose the vial
which will be administered to you. Are you ready?"

The young man looked to Ms Larch, waiting by the table, and
then to Snake, and around the room, and finally to the man he had
been sitting beside. A few tears began to slide from his eyes.

"Dad, I'm sorry," he whispered, "but I can't do it. I know I will
tell the truth with that drug, and they will find out anyway."

"I'm sorry too, Mrs Gravieux," he said, turning to the mother of
the dead girl at the table where the young ladies sat with Mrs
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Gravieux and others, starting to sob as he spoke, "it did happen like
Ms Weber and Flossy said - I was driving too fast, a bit drunk and
thinking about the party I was going to, and the girl I was going to
see there, and came around the corner without stopping, and there
she was, there they were, and I froze for just a second and couldn't
stop quick enough and I hit her. I guess I just panicked, was afraid
of what would happen, so lied .... The worst thing of all - it was her
I was supposed to meet at the party..."

And Johnny Curtain broke down with big heaving sobs, cov-
ering his face with his hands, as there was a moment of shocked
silence, before Ms Larch stepped forward and reached out to him,
pulling his head to her breast, and the boy's father quickly came to
comfort his son as well.

"What will become of the boy?" answered Bigelow somewhat
thoughtfully, "I really can't say. I am sure his confession and obvi-
ous unhappiness at what has happened will hold him in good stead
- I don't think most people here are vindictive at all, that's an emo-
tion that comes from a sense of unfairness in life, I think, and we're
well on the way to getting rid of such emotions here along with the
obvious and growing systemic unfairness now prevalent for most
people in western democracies, and it was certain enough there
was no premeditation, it was surely unintentional. But then his ini-
tial lying and defiance will be considered, the attempt to avoid ac-
countability and responsibility for his actions, as will the undoubt-
edly careless driving in the first instance, the poor judgement indi-
cated by failing to stop at the stop sign which led to the tragedy.

“I really don't know - this is the first time such a case has been
tried here, and I am sure the AGORA will be busy with this for
some time - as you know, whatever happens will be decided by the
people of Green Island, truly a jury of the boy's peers, following
full representation of whatever facts and arguments from everyone
involved, and careful and due consideration, nothing done in haste
to repent over in leisure. There'll be a few sort of extremists on one
side who will hold it was an accident regardless and he should go
free with no punishment whatever, and a few on the other extreme
side who will hold he took a life and should forfeit his by at least a
very lengthy jail sentence, but most people are likely in the middle
somewhere, and someone will come up with a good idea that will
get accepted by a solid majority consensus, which should be quite
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just. For now, as you heard, he will be kept in a sort of house arrest,
with a couple of GRIPPs around to make sure his father doesn't try
to spirit him off somewhere where the family money has a greater
influence on what is mockingly called ‘justice’. What we will not
have, as is common elsewhere, is some small elite group imposing
their views on the majority for their own reasons and calling that
'justice', whether the majority approves or not."

It was an hour or so after the rather dramatic ending to the
trial of the young man named John Coffin we had attended that
afternoon, and we were all sitting on an open deck quite high on a
hill overlooking the Montague River estuary, with fishing boats and
sailing boats and white-capped waves and scree-ing seagulls all
about. The large deck was part of a rustic little restaurant called the
Lobster Pantry, where we had decided to come for some supper
before catching the train back to Charlottetown - Bigelow had said
the food was very good here, and given such a nice day it would be
an excellent place to relax for a bit and watch the sun go down over
the ocean, always a beautiful sight. Conversation had been mini-
mal in the few minutes since we had arrived here from the short
walk from the school where the trial had taken place - we were all
somewhat drained from the many activities that day, and the emo-
tional impact of the trial we had just witnessed had left us all in
somewhat of a thoughtful mood. But still thinking of it, and Bigelow
had responded to a question from More.

"It's certainly an intriguing concept, that, the 'jury of peers' be-
ing all of one's fellow citizens - quite a drastic change from the po-
lice and lawyers and magistrates so in control of the generally ac-
cepted way of doing things. But don't you find some problems with
all of these common fellow peers simply knowing about the finer
points of the law, the case law and so on, and interpreting things
correctly, to really ensure that justice is done?"

I could see Bigelow perking up a bit, taking a swallow from his
chilled glass of Green Island Suds and reaching for the pack of ciga-
rettes he had left on the table.

"Well, first, I suppose you could make an argument for learned
magistrates and lawyers and suchlike, but the absolutely essential
prerequisite is that the citizen must trust such people completely -
but in a system such as has prevailed in western countries for the
last few hundred years, a system quite openly the last few decades
at least dominated by big money interests, all that happens is that
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people with access to such power quickly become corrupted, and
then they are serving the wealthy and the elite, and not the people,
and always, always, always, to the detriment of the people. Which,
it seems to me, after seeing what actually happens rather than the
theory of what is supposed to happen - like so many other things in
modern ‘democracies’ - is one of the very purposes of it all, of such
a system - controlling the people through means that can be de-
scribed as legitimate, sold to the people as a 'true' justice system. It
really is part of the entire box package, the box of indoctrination
that the modern citizen finds him or herself in - the people are raised
from the day they are born to believe that the justice system is fair
and impartial, along with all of the other control institutions, so no
matter what it does they bow down to it.

“The politicians say it, the businessmen say it, the media say it,
and of course the lawyers and judges continually spread the mantra
that Canadians have one of the very best justice systems in the
world!! - they even have a special law they can drag out at will and
throw somebody in jail for 'contempt of court', or 'bringing the ad-
ministration of justice into disrepute' - the final defence against peo-
ple who dare to accuse them of the corruption they so commonly
reveal in their prejudicial decision making, or who dare to protest
some particularly stupid action by some halfwitted, power-drunk
magistrate, of which there is no shortage, or who feel they are citi-
zens in the country and should not be told to ‘sit down and shut
up!’ in response to obviously unfair actions by the legal system.
And who benefits from this? Why, the corrupt businessmen and
politicians and elite bankers who run the country through their great
wealth, of course, constantly using the courts to justify their actions,
and to stop the citizens from interfering with their destructive be-
haviour.

“But surely not everyone in a huge legal system such as there
must be in a large country like Canada can be corrupt?” I asked,
“That seems like too much of an undertaking, that degree of indoc-
trination, a vast conspiracy that may sound like a fine plot in a dime
novel, but highly unrealistic in real life ...?”

“Oh, no, I quite agree, at least partially,” Bigelow responded,
“Altogether impossible in the sense of a ‘vast conspiracy’ all sneak-
ing around in black cloaks betraying the Canadian public, but still
quite doable from another path. All of these younger Canadian law-
yers, and judges, I would suggest, are not all knowingly corrupt in
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the sense of serving one master whilst pretending to serve another,
knowingly betraying the Canadian public, but the thing is, they
have all been brought up in the same system of indoctrination in
the schools and media, and have been taught that the Canadian
justice system is the greatest in the world, and according to all their
training and the media reports it is - and most of them, like most
young people in the box, never think beyond this.

“Their country seems safe, has lots of opportunities to make
lots of money and have a happy life for people who join in and
work hard and advance high in the system, and there is no motiva-
tion at all to look for something outside the box - or much time, for
those working hard to advance within it. This basic-level indoctri-
nation applies to all Canadians, and is very sophisticated, and very
thorough, and very pervasive. And for people like this, which in-
cludes most of the young and upcoming lawyers and other profes-
sionals in the country, I would not call them corrupt at all - really,
many of them do good things, and think they are working to make
people’s lives better, as a central pillar of a western democracy.

“It is only at the upper levels where they must know exactly
what they are doing, the corporate lawyers working for the large
business groups and so on. And the judges themselves - well, they
are appointed here, by the Prime Ministers, and there is no doubt
whose drum the Prime Minster marches too, at least since the days
of the corporate revolution here, and only certain people are going
to get appointed to the highest level, and they will not be people
who understand and wish to expose or fight this box indoctrina-
tion. They are not stupid people at all, those who control this mod-
ern box, and there is nothing overt in what they do, and they un-
derstand that most Canadians are a reasonably smart bunch, so
they have to be sure that what they do is covered with the proper
patina of appearing to be legitimate and legal, and they do so. And
as with the lawyers, only the most senior judges need to under-
stand the ultimate purpose of the justice system - as long as there is
a large buffer zone of lower lawyers and judges who think they are
doing the right thing, and an honorable thing, the system is well
protected.

“We see exactly the same pattern in all important aspects of
the country’s management, from the police to the teachers to the
politicians to the media - the lower levels actually believe in the
civics book stories they have been taught, and believe they are do-
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ing good things for their country, while at the upper levels, the true
purpose is understood, and small interventions made only as nec-
essary to keep the box walls intact. Interventions which include, of
course, ensuring that only people who understand what is happen-
ing get allowed into that small upper, inner circle.”

"And then in terms of 'interpreting' the law - this is just a big
smokescreen again, I think, and it’s not really some complicated
interpretation of law we need to deal with, but the use of intention-
ally complicated laws whose purpose is simply to obfusticate, and
provide loopholes for those familiar with the laws to do anything
they please, in any given situation, including delay things until they
can be forgotten about. The case we saw today, for instance, a fairly
clear case it turned out of a death being caused by careless behav-
iour. But as we saw also, the lawyer Snake was prepared to fill it
full of complexities and drag it out for months or years or as long as
necessary in order to try and get his client off, as he would have
done in service to the boy's relatively wealthy family in any other
part of Canada, with little regard for the victim, whose family does
not have much money - or indeed the truth itself, which would
have been an injustice to the girl's family, and the whole commu-
nity for that matter, for we all suffer when we cannot trust our most
important community institutions to try to do the right thing im-
partially and expediently. In Canada even today there is often a
period of years between the laying of a serious charge and the be-
ginning of a trial - filled, of course, with hundreds of thousands of
dollars of legal fees, and if you can’t afford that - haha you lose.
There are, of course, so-called ‘public defenders’, but even if some
are well-intentioned, they are overworked and have no real time to
prepare cases and serve nothing more than attempting to give the
appearance of fairness as the wheels of injustice run their clients
down.

“This is no accident, in my opinion, this process of making the
law a hugely complex process, and then attempting to exclude the
public on the basis that the law is too complex for them to under-
stand! It serves various interests, first of course the lawyers and
others who administer such a system, such as the judges themselves,
and the people wealthy enough to hire those lawyers to enable them
to undertake activities destructful to the community at large, but
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hidden behind books full of complicated laws and regulations, and
lawyers and courts to protect them. But much more importantly,
the ‘law’, as it is currently practiced in western countries, is not a
friend at all of the common people, but rather, as I said before, sim-
ply another layer in the box of repression. If you get together a bunch
of honest, reasonably intelligent ordinary people and present them
with a set of facts and give them time to talk about it calmly and
explore the various circumstances among themselves - why, they
know what is right, and what is not, and they don't need ten mil-
lion words of law books or high paid lawyers or judges to tell them
what it is or justify it, or explain to them the shifting pyramid of
‘Simon says’ steps they must take in order to come to a decision -
no, the complexities are there for one purpose only, to justify the
unjustifiable through great screens of big words, the maintenance
of an elite uber-power in our society that few people are really aware
of, an almost impenetrable buffer between we the people and that
uber-elite. And we've tried to stop that here, and I think, to judge
from I've read on the AGORA the last few weeks and then what I
saw today, as far as our administration of a fair system of justice for
everyone is concerned, it is going to work very well."

"Well," I interrupted my perusal of the lovely scenery before
me with a comment, "as far as the corruptibility of a few people in
authority goes, you needn't stop with lawyers and judges, you could
quite say the same about elected representatives to the government
- "

"Oh, absolutely," said Bigelow, with a small smile, I think he
knew I intended nothing remarkable or challenging, but simply
made an observation I had first made long ago, "the same process
exactly - you convince the people that they need a representative
sort of government rather than being involved in the decision mak-
ing process directly, and to accept the process whereby those repre-
sentatives are selected - and voila, if you are the wizard behind the
curtain who desires control of a society, you don't need a huge  force
of thugs and restrictive laws to batter the citizens into submission
one by one, you just need to corrupt a few highly corruptible peo-
ple, and they will pass the laws the elite wish them to pass, and the
media of the uber-lords masquerading also as a 'popular' media
will say look, they are legally selected representatives so you can't
say anything about it hoho! - and for those few who do dare to
protest through the channels available, the courts tell them to go
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away everything is fine, and again the media trumpets the won-
derful legality of it all - and then for the very few who still dare to
protest, the police of the uber-lords are still available - and the me-
dia again to reassure the rest of the people that it's only a few
discontents or communists or terrorists who don't like what is hap-
pening (if they tell them anything at all in these days of secret tri-
als), all of the normal people should go back to their jobs and their
televisions at night to find out what they are supposed to be think-
ing. And then - "

- but it was a conversation that, interesting though it was with
a glass of refreshment at the end of a day on a porch overlooking a
pleasant vista as the sun settled in the west, would have to be con-
tinued later, as just then a lovely young lass came along with three
large steaming red lobsters on even larger white plates and a big
basket of delicious hot bread rolls and various salads and chow-
ders and a chilled bottle of white wine on a cart to the side, and the
conversation pretty much came to an end, aside from various
"MMHmm!!"s, or "Delicious!" or "Another glass of this excellent
wine, More?" and so on, and the day ended most pleasantly, and
no words of disharmony were allowed with the meal. Which meant
no lawyer talk, as they are all about disharmony.

And following the dinner, nobody seemed to feel like talking
much, and soon we were walking down the street with sated bel-
lies to catch the shuttle bus out to Poole’s Corners, where we had
been so short a time previously, but had experienced so much in
the time it seemed days ago, and there the final Charlottetown Ex-
press of the day where we enjoyed the spectral shifting ghostly scen-
ery engendered by the moonrise over the hills of King's County, as
Bigelow had informed us this end of the Island was still called.
Bigelow himself caught another shuttle at Poole’s Corners to take
him directly to his home at Greenways, where, if all goes well, we
will visit shortly, so we said our goodbyes for the day as More and
I caught a train to Athenia, after making some arrangements to meet
again in the morning. As More and I both napped for most of the
trip home, the conversation is faithfully recorded in the final lines
of this short exposition of the day's events.

zzzzzzzz
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It has been said of the world’s history hitherto that might
makes right. It is for us and for our time to reverse the
maxim, and to say that right makes might.
- Abraham Lincoln:

Man will never be free until the last king is strangled with the
entrails of the last priest.

- Denis Diderot

====================

We journalists are of course obliged to cover the news, but our
deeper mission is to uncover the news that powerful people would
prefer to keep hidden.

- Bill Moyers

(rating of the Canadian mainstream media on this point - a failing F -
the single central story of the modern era is the national debt scam and the
control of the Canadian money supply by private banks to their great profit
and our great detriment, a story that the most powerful people in Canada
quite obviously want kept hidden, and quite obligingly not a single word
has appeared in the Canadian media on these matters)

====================

 ...make your life a worthy expression of leaning into the light.
- Barry Lopez

====================
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But the proles, if only they could somehow become conscious
of their own strength, would have no reason to conspire.  They needed
only to rise up and shake themselves, like a horse shaking off flies. If
they chose, they could blow the party to pieces tomorrow morning.
Surely, sooner or later, it must occur to them to do it?  And yet -

- George Orwell, 1984

====================

Those who are opposed to this proposition tell us that the issue
of paper money is a function of the bank and that the government
ought to go out of the banking business. I stand with Jefferson rather
than with them, and tell them, as he did, that the issue of money is a
function of the government and that the banks should go out of the
governing business...

- William Jennings Bryant

====================

The world will be a better place when people simply refuse to
be coerced by authority into doing things they judge unacceptable.

- Duncan Cameron

====================

Education is a system of imposed ignorance ... as a technique to
beat independence out of the heads of farmers and turn them into
docile and obedient factory workers... In fact, the whole educational
and professional training system is a very elaborate filter, which just
weeds out people who are too independent, and who think for them-
selves, and who don't know how to be submissive, and so on - be-
cause they're dysfunctional to the institutions.

- Noam Chomsky

====================

"If 9/11 was an inside job, then I'm ruled by monsters and I
might have to do something about it, I'd rather watch Paris Hilton."

- who would this be - you?????



  417Chapter 21: EEE 5

====================

I mean, Mr Frodo, there IS some good at least in the world - and
it IS worth fightin for...

- Samwise Gamgee

====================

The essence of the fraud is the claim that the money they (banks)
create is their own money, and the fraud differs in no respect in
quality but only in its far greater magnitude, from the fraud of coun-
terfeiting. May I make this point clear beyond all doubt?  It is the
claim to the ownership of money which is the core of the matter.
Any person or organization who can create practically at will, sums
of money equivalent to the price values of the goods produced by
the community, is the virtual owner of these goods, and, therefore,
the claim of the banking system to the ownership of the money which
it creates is a claim to the ownership of the country.

- C.H. Douglas

====================

I want to stay as close to the edge as I can without going over.
Out on the edge you see all kinds of things you can't see from the
center.

- Kurt Vonnegut

====================

The notion that a radical is one who hates his country is naive
and usually idiotic. He is, more likely, one who likes his country
more than the rest of us, and is thus more disturbed than the rest of
us when he sees it debauched. He is not a bad citizen turning to
crime; he is a good citizen driven to despair.

- H.L. Mencken

====================

USS SUBMARINE PEACE ON EARTH (NOTHAHA!!) TIME:
20xx:06:0616:45:23 LOCATION: GULF OF ST LAWRENCE OPERA-
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TIONS ROOM

OPERATION GREEN BABY POOP (code name Green Freedom)
landing on Green Island COMMENCES GOGOGOGOGO

ComSub: Alright. Our President (STAND AND SALUTE WHEN
I SAY THAT NAME SAILOR!!!!) has decided that these undemo-
cratic terraist commie ideas have gotta be stopped before they spread
any further, and he's calling upon your great patriotism to once again
risk your lives in the name of Freedom. So - you guys all know your
missions, get some rest and eat. If the weather holds you'll be out at
01:00 and hopefully back by 09:00 - we have an alternative for to-
morrow - there's some squalls moving in from the east and it's only
about 50-50 for tonight right now. But be ready.

====================

See, in my line of work you got to keep repeating things over
and over and over again for the truth to sink in, to kind of catapult
the propaganda.

- George W. Bush, May 24, 2005

====================

If you build castles in the air, your work need not be lost; that is
where they should be. Now put the foundations under them.

- Henry David Thoreau

====================

It is our duty to live loudly and fiercely, to prevent the human
events and decisions which caused Hiroshima, Cambodia, Septem-
ber 11th, and Iraq, and which continue to threaten millions of inno-
cent souls around the world...

- 'University Medalist' Lane Rettig at the Commencement Convoca-
tion at the University of California at Berkeley, May 10, 2006

====================

When a man tells you that he got rich through hard work, ask
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him: 'Whose?'
-- Don Marquis

====================

Our society is run by insane people for insane objectives. I think
we're being run by maniacs for maniacal ends and I think I'm liable
to be put away as insane for expressing that. That's what's insane
about it.

- John Lennon

====================

If I have seen further, it's because I threw the stupid television
out the window.

- Richard

====================

Moderation in temper is always a virtue; moderation in princi-
ple is always a vice.

- Thomas Paine

====================

"Goddamit, I told you this would happen! I'll admit these peo-
ple have done some good things here, but this Freeland idea was
total crap from the first - letting a bunch of common criminals and
scofflaws set up a little enclave in our very midst where they make
their own laws about everything - fer krists sake it's like letting a
rattlesnake live in the living room - sooner or later it's going to bite
someone!"

"George, you know we've been all over this before, and there
was a long discussion on AGORA about it, and even though you
don't agree with everything that gets decided there, you have al-
ways liked to say you were willing to live with decisions made by
the people this way - so let's not go over it all again - it was a long
discussion as you well remember, being a pretty central part of
around here - but you remember the central principles that apply to
everyone - as long as you're not hurting someone you should have a
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right to do pretty much as you please - "
"But they are hurting people, that's the whole point - "
"The only people so far getting hurt, George, are those who have

gone there voluntarily, as you know, and I even heard you saying
sometimes that if the crazies want to kill off one another, whether
through driving around like maniacs or with knives in drunken
brawls, maybe that's not such a bad thing - "

'But Lennie - he's not one of the crazies, Edith - "
"No, he's not, but sometimes the young people have to learn

things the hard way - something else I've also heard you say enough,
George - "

"Sure - and you've also heard me say that children have to be
protected - "

"Yes, and they have a right to live their own lives and make
their own mistakes too - and sooner or later, George, every bird must
leave the nest also - and if he went sooner than either of us wanted
him to or thought safe - well, there just wasn't much we could do -
you cannot put chains on a 17-year-old young man, George - for
heaven's sake, have you forgotten what we were like at that age,
which wasn't all that long ago, it seems? Have you forgotten so soon
the fights you had with my parents about how we were old enough
to decide our own lives..."

"But - "
"Mom, dad!" broke in another voice, torn between exasperation

at hearing an old argument yet again, and worry, "Will you quit the
old arguments yet! Whatever the background, Lennie is somehow
being kept against his will in Freeland, and it seems like he's in a lot
of danger, and we have to do something more than talk about how it
happened - we can worry about that later, but right now, let's just
try to figure how to get him out!"

"Oh, honey, I don't think we'll have much trouble getting him
out - we'll get some GRIPPs and show up at the border, and I don't
think they'll dare to resist. But - "

====================

Letter Home

Sis, you gotta get me outta here! I can't write much, I'm doing
this under a blanket with a flashlight just like a kid! - they're keep-
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ing a pretty tight chain on me right now, after I said I'd had about
enough of 'freedomland' and was going home - they took the car
keys, and I'm never let out of sight of Art or at least one of the bikers
- I don't know why they won't let me go, all I am is just another gofer
for them, but I suppose that sense of power is what they want - but
believe me, Sis, if I ever get outta here! - I understand a whole lot
better that we have to have some rules that we all talk about and
agree on - otherwise, it's just a gang who decides the rules and the
rest live in slavery -

====================

"Get off this estate."
"What for?"
"Because it's mine."
"Where did you get it?"
"From my father."
"Where did he get it?"
"From his father."
"And where did he get it?"
"He fought for it."
"Well, I'll fight you for it."
                     -- Carl Sandburg

====================

That is good you know - there’s days you can pick up a whole
fucking whack of people and shake em all over the place and not a
single fucking clue will shake loose out of the bunch of them - so
you found somebody with a clue - well, that’s good. Good.

- RM

(PS - don't get your hopes too high though - way to early to
predict a trend HAHAHAHAHAHAHA - have a beer and think
about it first HAHAHAHAHAHAHA)

====================

I have two great enemies, the southern army in front of me and



422 Green Island Book I:  Greenways

the financial institutions in the rear. Of the two, the one in my rear is
the greatest foe. The Government should create, issue and circulate
all the currency and credit needed to satisfy the spending power of
the Government and the buying power of consumers. Money will
cease to be master and become the servant of humanity. Democracy
will rise superior to the money power.

- Abraham Lincoln

====================

Politics is a sieve eliminating the honest.
-Fred

====================

Yes Your Graceness I have read The Canon of RM beginning
with the beginning. Therein is contained all knowledge and wis-
dom the squirt needs to learn to face the world with love and strength,
to change what must be changed, to accept what must be borne, and
the wisdom to know the difference, albeit muchly hidden in the vast-
ness of the word count. Therein also are mighty words of frustration
in some considerable profusion which offend the easily offended -
but as you have explained, as pebbles one must step over on the
road to wisdom, they are there for our enlightenment, our under-
standing of the gaining of patience......

====================

United Galactic Federation Starship Peace

FROM: First Among Equals TO: Comm Dept (CC Agent Panda)

Alright I've looked over the things and the situation and the
people and I guess we better invoke Precautionary Principle #
12,983vUUy7xzxz here. Tell Umbala to do as he deems necessary.
And tell him to be a bit more circumspect this time - it took a lot of
work to respin that damned Don Quixote stunt or whatever the
hawker he called it - the locals were talking about it for years! We
never would have managed it if the people had of been a bit more
literate, but fortunately for us at least those church people were pretty
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much in control at the time and grew their people like flrgrlxxi, in
the dark and feeding them lots of brillggs - but the people he’s deal-
ing with now CAN read, and even think, some of them, in a rudi-
mentary sort of way, and they have much better communications to
spread such things around. Scary. But then dealing with cusps al-
ways is.

Make it so. Whatever that means.

====================

....if you want to be slaves of bankers and pay the cost of your
own slavery, then let the bankers control money and control credit.

- Lord Stamp, a Director of the Bank of England, in a speech in 1940

====================

Retrieved Communication from the sub-ethereal layer: Galac-
tic Time Code: OGWA-SE-GETP-EPCTP 2,xxx Source: Unknown
Addressee: Sheava Shiva Shiv She Sh SSSSSSSS

The Human Escapee RM-33i8&^FU From the Box is still com-
posing, still writing that damned book and other stuff!!! I thought
you assured me you had this problem dealt with as we have almost
everything else? We are on the very cusp of success here SSSSSS, but
the cards could fall either way right now, cusps being cusps, and
things are so delicately balanced, and that one individual has the
potential to upset everything we are doing! - I thought you under-
stood that. Do I have to deal with this myself? You KNOW how
cranky that is liable to make me..... you do remember the Egyp-
tians....??

====================

The bird who has been caged for a long time may not want to
fly when released.

- old saying

====================
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I have a dream, I have a dream too!!!!  I dream that some day,
the Big General will come down to the United States of America,
and gather all the souls of that great country in front of him. And he
will be dressed in a Merican Army uniform, and he will look like
one bad-assed dude, ready to kick ass wherever in the fuck ass needs
to be kicked, just like your real TV-watchin Merican loves. And he
will say - "All right!!! All right lissen up herya! All of you folks who
want to bomb them fucking (pick the current Bad Guys) in (pick a
country) - lemme hear from ya!!! Lemme hear it now yeayeayea!!!"

And a great cheer goes up from all around that great crowd.
And then the great General doesn't even pause, but he says

"Great!!! Let's go!!!!" - and every man, woman and child - including
the politicians and the wealthy, and the journalists and the academ-
ics, and those who worked in armaments factories and bomb facto-
ries and those who owned those factories and those many people
who thought that asperusual they could have a war that others fought
and died in somewhere way the fuck on the other side of the world
- who cheered at the idea of bombing some other country and watch-
ing it all on tv in the safety of their homes each night - are immedi-
ately joined into the Great Barbarian Army of Mereeka, and marched
off to participate personally in some Land of Do Unto Others where
they get to join personally upfront inyourface in every war they ever
supported, with the souls of the millions who died from bombs
dropped from great height finding their nirvana, in the chance to
meet those who wished their deaths personally.

It is not a pleasant time for most of the Mereekan conscripts.
Most of them, indeed, do not return, as the enemy fights back this
time, and there is blood and pain and death and screams all over the
place.

But the people who want to kill, are in the middle of it, to kill or
be killed, finding their wish fulfilled.

And it is not real pretty. But it is just, and fair.
And after it is all over - why, the world is a much better place

for those who remain, who did not and do not want to go around the
world bombing other innocent people just to hear them cry and wail
and die.

I have a dream, I too have a dream.

====================
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AGORA - The Sex Discussions

Background Readings - Parents etc

We realise the new idea about making sex much more open on
Green Island is a shock to many, perhaps most, of you, perhaps a
great shock, perhaps something many will see as terrible.

Let's try to deal with those thoughts right up front, and talk
about them.

Although many people have a good personal attitude towards
sex, and good personal relationships, still in our society, it cannot
really be denied that the dominant 'on the surface' way we deal with
the whole notion of 'sex' is as something that people just did not talk
about much. Yes, it's all around in various ways, from tv commer-
cials with sexy women doing sexually suggestive things, through
the constant featuring on tv and in the news of the latest sexual esca-
pades of the rich and famous, through the ongoing battle against
porn, and so on - but these are all, when you think of it, not evidence
that sex is in the open and treated naturally, but evidence that sex is
still regarded as something 'sinful' by society in general, something
people don't deal with rationally. This is something we are indoctri-
nated with from the earliest age, a thing that is shaped in our mind
before we are old enough to ever consider it for ourselves, with in-
put from our parents (who, of course, along with everyone else we
mention, are not intentionally doing bad things to their children,
but simply passing on the way they have been raised themselves in
most cases), from our peers, from religious pulpits, from schools,
even from government and laws. A great deal of the 'learning', of
course, is negative in nature, no matter how partially enlightened
about sexual things some of our leaders or parents or friends are -
many if not most of us have never talked about sex with our par-
ents, nor heard anything about it on tv (anything useful, that is - the
'sexual escapades' of various public personalities is not a useful edu-
cation, except to add to the mystery of the whole thing for young
people), nor had a useful sex ed class, and the main education for
most young people still seems to be a quick encounter in a dark
place, or whispers in secret places or stolen looks at forbidden books
as we come of an age to find ourselves somewhat compulsively in-
terested in such things, and are looking with wonder and curiosity
at older children who have already 'done it'. There are, of course,
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enlightened and well-meaning people out there who try to have use-
ful sex education in schools, and encourage openness about sexual
things in our society, but their efforts are swamped in the general
negativity that surrounds anything to do with sex in 'proper' soci-
ety, it is still very obvious that overall, 'sex' is still considered as
something 'beyond the pale' in our society.

This is not a good situation about something so central to our
lives, an instinctive drive as strong as eating or sleeping for many
years of every person's life, indeed it is very destructive to have
such an important thing regarded as 'hush hush mustn't talk about
that!!'. This attitude leads to many problems - the lack of good un-
derstanding of young people of sexual things as they enter their ado-
lescence, combined with the new sexual hormones that make them
both anxious to find out about sex and also too confused by the many
new things in their lives to think clearly about almost anything, leads
inevitably to the rapes, the diseases, the teen pregnancies, and a great
deal of teen violence and rebellion and family disharmony. And in
later years, often years of forced sexual repression, many people
become mentally unstable. Being forced into monogamous relation-
ships sanctioned by the state or church (called 'marriage') at an early
age to deal with the sexual drive 'legally' leads again to many prob-
lems for many people as the sexual attraction dims but the legal
bond remains. Problems and crimes associated with sexual repres-
sion are together one of the major problems in our society today,
and if we are to have a better society, these problems must be dealt
with, and this most basic human instinct stopped from being the
great precursor of so many evils it presently is.

Let us try. It is difficult, but central to creating a healthy society
for us all. When we see something that is causing such damage, we
have no choice but to try to make it better, difficult though it is to
deal with something as emotional as sex currently is.

First we must ask - Why? What is so inherently 'dirty' or myste-
rious or special or anything else about sex that we should be treat-
ing it this way?

The only answer to a rational person is, "Nothing, of course!"
Of course, there is little in the modern superstitions that make

sex 'we don't talk about that!!' that is 'rational'.
There is nothing 'dirty' about sex. There is nothing 'shameful' -

such reactions are not genetic, like a child's instinctive fear of heights,
but cultural, like whether the child grows to prefer rice or potatoes
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as a dietic staple. We have such behaviours as adults because they
are taught to us, ingrained in our psyches from the earliest ages, and
it is this teaching we must begin to stop, and replace it with some-
thing better, more honest, more likely to create the good society we
are trying to foster here. We must stop this behaviour of adults gig-
gling about sex, stuffing it in a dark closet, too shy to talk about it, as
if they were children, or letting the repressed but very strong in-
stincts come out in violence or other things we do not want in our
community in those who cannot or will not give in completely to the
repression, and many of whom are willing enough to take advan-
tage of the confusion in others. We MUST overcome this behaviour
and start dealing with sexual things rationally in a non-supersti-
tious way if we are to start behaving as mature adults in all of our
living on Green Island.

Keep this in mind from the beginning - the purpose herein is
not to create a society wherein public orgies are held every Saturday
because we've turned into primitive sex-worshipping heathens (as
at least a few on the fundamentalist religious side of the discussion
will accuse), not at all - the purpose is to put an end to as much as
possible of the violent and otherwise dysfunctional behavior (di-
rected inwardly as well as out) that arises because of sexual repres-
sion and confusion in our society. There is a great deal of such de-
structive behaviour in our society, and the answer is not more po-
lice and jails, but creating a society where the drives that lead to
such behaviour when repressed are allowed to express themselves
healthily, in a safe environment, so that the repression of such a strong
drive does not become expressed in anti-social behaviours of vari-
ous types. As with everything in Green Island, the laws and cus-
toms under which we live are not handed down from on high, as
they are currently, but are all things that are agreed upon by the
community as a whole, and thus I for one do not expect orgies in our
streets - but I do hope to see an end to teen pregnancies, for instance,
and STDs and rapes, as our young people become better educated
and are informed of safe sexual conduct. I would expect that sexual
behaviour, because of its nature, will still be quite private, but the
currently associated repression will be much less a factor in every-
one's lives.

It really is essential to go through this process - there would be
little lasting good from the other reforms that are taking place on
Green Island at this time if we did not excise this huge boil from our
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psyches at the same time.
So to begin, we must try to understand why we have such great

emotional and intellectual and societal problems around such a natu-
ral act - indeed, such a wonderful act in many times and ways when
accepted and performed in a natural, joyful, accepting, non-abusive
or non-coercive way.

Do you have problems talking with your children about the
necessity of brushing their teeth and seeing a dentist regularly? About
the correct way to drive a car, and the reasons they should drive
safely? The best way to BBQ a steak or make a delicious pie? Why
sharing is better than hoarding? Why the age of the universe is actu-
ally much closer to 15 billion years than 4,000? Why they should not
slap their little sister but love her? etc and etc??

Then why the mystery behind one of the most fundamental of
human needs? - the lack of discussion of which, as we all know,
causes untold hardship and misery among young people, who are
forced to explore on their own, in secret, very often with older peo-
ple who, with the same ill-formed ideas but strong hormonal com-
pulsions informed by little but ignorance, often simply want to take
advantage of the likewise ignorance but strong, compulsive curios-
ity of the young people to fulfill their own secret desires, leading
those victims to very avoidable disease or pregnancy and long-last-
ing emotional trauma and scarring, or worse. And then growing up
to spread the same ill-formed ideas and repression to their own chil-
dren, and the cycle continues. We hope to at least unbalance that
destructive cycle now, and hopefully remove it altogether from our
society within a generation.

Sex should not dominate one's life any more than eating or sleep-
ing should - it should simply be accepted as a natural part of life,
and a natural part of growing for younger people. When we hunger
for food we eat, when we thirst we drink, when we are cold we put
on a coat, when we are tired we sleep - and when we feel the need
for sexual release - as every healthy human feels a need for regu-
larly for much if not most of their lives - we ought to have some
natural outlet to relieve that desire, without shame, without secrecy,
without the necessity to subvert it into violence or other unpleasant
emotions or mental instability because we live in a society that has
tried to lock the very idea of sex up behind some closed door, avail-
able only to a few, frowned upon by many, and made the object of
great amounts of crime because of the general repression we place
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around everything to do with the healthy fulfulment of the sexual
drive. As much as we all should have a right to food and drink and
shelter in our society, so should we all have a right to healthy sexual
release, without having to feel as if we are doing some shameful
thing, without having to deal with the approbation or scornful laugh-
ter or criminal sanctions of society for what is simply a natural de-
sire and act.

So why has 'sex!' been relegated to such a dark position in the
first place? We need to expose these root causes if we are to arrive at
useful ways to counter them.

All paths here seem to lead to two places - primitive male domi-
nance, and then modern organised religions.

As we think back to earlier times, when simple force and strength
were the primary components of control in primitive human socie-
ties, as in the animal species from which all evidence indicates we
evolved from, it is almost everywhere throughout nature natural
that the dominant males take the most suitable (i.e. strong, intelli-
gent, able, or, nowadays beautiful, although this needs more dis-
cussion, as simple beauty by itself is not a 'natural' survival trait in
hunting species...) females for breeding purposes, and prevent other
males from accessing those breeders (please don't be offended by
the term - in genetic terms, that is all any of us are, male or female! -
and the purpose of genes is to procreate, and the most able procrea-
tors, male and female, do so - that is all that evolution is about! - and
yes, every biologist can point to exceptions where females seem to
play the lead role - but they are, as noted, exceptions). So we have
that strain of a natural male drive for control of breeding females
(and of course the equally natural inclination of females to accept
this male dominance - females of many species are vulnerable in the
later stages of pregnancy and the first days of raising helpless young
as well, and the male protection is useful), as nothing more nor less
than evolutionary, survival-of-the-fittest biology - and regardless of
the equality we feel males and females share in a modern human
society, it is quite obvious that in virtually all species, dominant
males select the females in the animal kingdom, so let's not get side-
tracked into that discussion here - I am simply laying out evolution-
ary norms from which to try to understand the current situation!!).
But this evolutionary explanation is still far from adequate in ex-
plaining sexual taboos in a modern society, where we are, or like to
think we are, well superior to the other animals in most ways, based
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on a 'thinking' brain. Most of us now recognize that in human socie-
ties there should not be any hierarchy based simply on gender.

Strength-based dominance makes sense in many cases in the
wild - but it does not make sense in an advanced human society
dependent on ideas and invention which, as we all well know, are
more often than not the product of people who do not score high on
the simple brute strength scale, and for many other reasons.

The other, and much stronger, force, in creating the taboos sur-
rounding sex, can be traced directly to the very deep and strong
influence of religion on our societies, and more specifically, the three
major Judeo-Christian-Muslim religions based on 'God/Allah' - and
in our western society, by far the dominant of these are of course the
Catholic-Christian sects. An honest examination of the situation
makes it hard to see anyone arguing against this truth, although
undoubtedly many will attempt to justify it, which should lead down
very useful paths as we try to unravel the whole problem and make
things better here as we try to become an adult society, formulating
our own codes of conduct for our own reasons, rather than having
such things imposed by the leaders of a god few educated people
believe in any more.

And inevitably, trying to apply some fundamental (heh heh no
pun intended really) reasoning to the situation, we must come back
to control - and not only of the females, as some have contended, but
of all of the people.

The religious leaders, be they Muslim or Christian (the two domi-
nant religions in the world today, and we do note that many of the
earlier religions had a much more open attitude towards sexual
things, even glorifying it at times which, at least many of us believe,
was a much healthier attitude towards a fundamentally natural and
joyful activity), are the central ones in our society who enforce the
ideas that sex is in some way sinful, sex must be controlled, must
not be allowed outside of marriage and then (according to many)
engaged in only for procreational purposes, that sex is in some way
dirty or shameful, and so on. They are all against the ideas of homo-
sexuality or even masturbation, with virtually no rational justifica-
tions (again, yes, there are exceptions in individual practitioners,
but the central dogma of these religions is very much as stated).
And these religious taboos then infiltrate all of our society, as the
religiously indoctrinated masses expect their elected politicians to
profess the same beliefs in general, thus these very harmful beliefs
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become enshrined in many ways, subtle and less so, throughout so-
ciety ( check out the very first words of the Canadian Constitution,
for instance) - and if our society is based on 'the supremacy of God'
- then our society is based on the equally fallacious notion that sex is
sinful.

And this is a very, very harmful thing to be basing a society on.
We have a chance to truly escape the chains of this most harm-

ful and destructive and false belief system now in this new world of
Green Island - let us be up to the task.

Please.

====================================================================
AGORA DISCUSSION BOARD: UN-TABOOING SEX ON

GREEN ISLAND

===============================================

Darkness cannot drive out darkness, only light can do that.
Hate cannot drive out hate, only love can do that.
Hate multiplies hate, violence multiplies violence, and tough-

ness multiplies toughness in a descending spiral of destruction.
The chain reaction of evil -- hate begetting hate, wars produc-

ing more wars -- must be broken, or we shall be plunged into the
darkness of annihilation.

- Martin Luther King Jr.

====================

AGORA - The Sex Discussions

Background Readings - Young People

So what is all this 'sex' stuff that all the older people do, and all
the older kids whisper and giggle about? What are those odd tingly
feelings that you get sometimes with your 'sexual organs' (see **here**
for the anatomical discussion)?

Well, it's all pretty natural. You maybe asked a question some-
time - where do babies come from? - and that's what sex is for, mak-
ing babies.

It is, however, quite a lot more than just making babies, although
once you're old enough or some part of your brain gets you thinking
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about sex, this is something you NEVER want to forget - sex makes
babies happen!!!

Think about that now - as a 14 or 15 year old, male or female -
do you want to have a baby and all the responsibility that means????
Probably not. You're not really mature enough emotionally to be
looking after a baby - and you're probably not ready to settle down
and have a family either, at 14 or 15 - there's a whole lot of living for
you to do before becoming responsible for a family. That just hap-
pens to be the age at which your body has become mature enough to
have or make babies, and at which time all of these new hormones
start circulating and giving you strange feelings and a lot of confu-
sion about a lot of things.

So what we're going to talk about here is how to deal with all
those funny feelings - without making any babies.

====================

I might get jumped even for saying this, but this seems like a
place I might be able to - for a while now, I have been more than a bit
upset by the fact that I hardly dare show affection to my young grand-
children!!!! - I am 62 years old, my nieces are 3, 5, and 8 - and you
wouldn't believe the number of people walking past the park I take
them to some mornings who look at me with suspicion or even fire
in their eyes like I am some sort of pervert for playing with my grand-
children!!! I want to scream and slap people, I really do - I have not
the slightest 'sexual' interest in these children (I don't have a lot of
sexual interest at all anymore to tell the truth, which is alright, I did
fine when I was younger with my lovely wife, dead now and greatly
missed these several years), I love them as innocent creatures, as I
love dogs and cats just for the joy and beauty they bring to the world,
and want to nourish and protect them and help teach them to be
good human beings - and I KNOW these to be good things - but our
society has somehow filled the heads of so many people with the
crazy, and very destructive idea, that 'any' older man in the vicinity
of children is 'probably' some sort of pervert - it pisses me off, I tell
you. And children are smart - they see me backing off a bit from
showing affection, and they see that, but they are not old enough to
understand WHY I have to back off, and they think I don't love them
as much as I do!!! - and that hurts them, and it hurts me - what a sick
fucking place this is becoming!!!
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====================

I'm with you there, old timer - the question we need to ask, as
with everything that goes on around us - is the old favorite - cui
bono? - who benefits from this stuff? I think it's those at the top with
more of their divide and conquer shit.... if your brain is fucked up,
in any way, from sex or anything else, you are usually easier to con-
trol ....

====================

I know what you mean - my second kids book had a scene where
a 10-year-old girl was sitting on her father's knee getting an as-
tronomy lesson - and the publisher tried to get the scene removed,
afraid of 'what people might think'. Geezus, when we are moving
into a society where assumption of guilt is the default position, we
are getting into a very, very bad place. At least for us - great of course
for those who would be fascistic rulers, where 'divide and conquer'
is a fundamental principle.

====================

Geezus H freaking krist you are all a sick bunch of assholes!
Free sex all over PEI!!! - you'll have all the pervies in North America
flocking to our shores next! No need to spend money going to Thai-
land, folks, just come to PEI and have all the sex you want - special
rate for pre-teens!!! Man, this isn't what I was expecting from you
guys, let me tell you I am VERY freaking pissed about this, and
you'll be letting teenagers have free sex over MY dead body, for one.
You can be damn sure you won't be getting this vote next time
around, and one hell of a lot of others. Boy, I am just SO mad - you
guys don't want to see me in a dark alley with a baseball bat, let me
tell you!!!!

Nuff said, eh??

====================

That's just such a great fundi attitude, Jonas - YOU DO VHAT
VE TELL YOU OR VE VILL BEAT YOUR HEAD IN!!! fuck man we
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were supposed to have got rid of the nazis 50 years ago or more.
don't send this shit at me, asshole - if you and I meet in a 'dark alley',
you better have a lot more than a baseball bat or I'll ram it up your
ass where you probably have sick dreams about other things being
rammed up there - you sex-hating types are usually closet queers.
Don't get too lost in the moronic idea that intelligent people who
love peace and freedom are wimps who won't fight back -

nuff said, right.....

====================

Hey! Hi all you Spud Islanders - and that's not an insult! This
may be a bit off topic, but I just found this AGORA stuff, and I just
wanted to say how much I think you're doing an amazing thing
here! MANY amazing things! I'm just visiting from BC, and I gotta
tell you, a lot of us are pretty impressed - for years BC has been the
home of 'radical' politics, and all kinds of talk about how bad the
rightwing governments are, and progressive NGOs, and all the rest
- and any sane betting person would have said, if asked, that IF any
sort of true progressive government was ever going to be elected in
Canada, it would have been centered from Salt Springs Island - little
poor cousins from the spud farms and lobster boats would have been
somewhere around last on the list - but damn if you haven't all done
it! I salute you, really I do - this is the greatest thing to happen to this
country since - since - hell, not since anything, this IS the greatest
thing ever! I'll be around for a few weeks, and am looking forward
to meeting some of you - this AGORA is another incredible idea, I
tell you - we were doing a lot of good stuff on the net, but like every-
thing else, you've just bumped it an order of magnitude here. Haha
- who'd have ever thunk it! Well done, people!

Ed

====================

LOL!!!! What a bunch of pervie assholes!!!! Commie fairy dream-
ers, and stupid too - if I had more time I'd come up and give you’s
all a good ass kickin hahahaha!!!! Forfree!!!hahahahaLOL LOL LOL!!!!

====================



  435Chapter 21: EEE 5

Ye gods! Do we have to put with this kind of BS?? How are we
supposed to have any sort of intelligent discussion about what is a
very important issue with this sort of shit all over the place? Can't
you people on the server filter this crap? I don't think any of us re-
ally want to have to read it???

====================

I know what you mean, Cora, but I myself vote for NO FREAK-
ING FILTERING PLEASE!!!! - the thing is, Cora, who controls the
gatekeepers?? Who do YOU want to decide what you can read?????
Me - I want NOBODY deciding what I can read, or who can speak in
the Speaker's Corner at Confed Square, or whose letters get printed
in the paper - I think in our community, everyone should have a
right to speak, whether we agree with them or not - I am right with
Voltaire on this one - I may not agree with what you say, but I will
fight to the death for your right to say it! (and I know - the assholes
who are contributing nothing to the discussion except insults and
divisiveness would NEVER allow us on THEIR lists!!! - but then,
none of us would want to go to such smelly places, so not to worry!).
No, Cora, I think it's ok - another great guy once said 'Know thine
enemy' - and when they spout their childish crap here, it does help
us get to know them, as well - and although we are all trying to
make a better society, it is never going to be perfect, and we are
always going to have people like this in our midst, so we just have
to learn to deal with them. Tune them out, skip over the comment,
whatever. (I would suggest not answering them, or engaging them,
they're just like spoiled children in one sense, they want attention,
so when you give them attention, you just encourage them - just
ignore them, and they'll go away in time. IMO!!

====================

- re the last, just make them sign on with a valid AGORA ac-
count rather than anon login - we need these opinions, at least when
they are honestly held by some of the otherwise good-hearted peo-
ple here, we need to convince these people that what we are doing is
right through the strength of our arguments, no other way, and give
them time to overcome their deep indoctrination - what we do **not**
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need is the mindless abuse that the true trolls cannot rise above, nor
do they want to, when disruption of a conversation like this is their
only motive - I think if they log in with a real name, and share their
ideas civilly (which includes forcefully of course, just not with mind-
less abuse and gets-us-nowhere namecalling), we can deal with them
ok ???

====================

There's another side of it all too - reducing crime and other
darknesses in our community. Prostitution was never a big crime
even on the old PEI, but like drugs, controlling the selling of sex has
always been a staple of organised crime. So when we open whatever
kind of service place we have for those who want some non-binding
sexual release (a brothel or massage parlour, yes, but I think we need
to find a better name, as there are a lot of bad connotations with
those words - maybe Kama Sutra or something? We should give it a
positive image, for it is a positive thing, in the end. heehee no pun
intended!), then, just like decriminalising drug use, we are remov-
ing yet another opportunity for crime in our community. And pro-
viding a safe place for people who provide sexual services as well -
no pimps, no supporting a drug habit, no convenient situation for
violent men to release their rage on another human being with little
chance of being caught, no diseases circulating in dark and unlaw-
ful places - all positives for our community. No downside at all,
really, once we realise and accept that sex is not sinful, but a very
natural function.

====================

As you all ought to know, the comcentral protocols are decided
by all citizens, and although there was a lot of talk the bottom line
was no editing or censoring, for the reasons above and others - but
having to wade through this shit trying to find the people who actu-
ally want to talk more or less intelligently and civilly about things is
a pain sometimes, I agree. What about if we go to the moderation
list and think of some possible workarounds - you know, maybe
create a special room or something (you can think of it like that) for
these comments - we can note that something the list supervisor
considers truly objectionable and of no relevance to the conversa-
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tion has been shifted to this room, and provide a link - anybody can
go to that room for a browse around anytime they like to make sure
they agree with our selections ...????

====================

[[[[SORRY - PENDING THE LIST MODERATION DISCUS-
SION, I CUT A BUNCH OF STUFF HERE THAT IS BETTER LEFT
FOR SCHOOLYARDS AND ADOLESCENTS IN UNCIVILIZED
PLACES - YOU KNOW WE DON'T CUT MUCH - SO I'VE REDI-
RECTED IT FOR NOW TO **THE FLAME FORUM**, FOR THOSE
WHO GET OFF ON SUCH STUFF - AGORA MODERATOR - (man,
this sex stuff really does attract the weirdos in society - to be ex-
pected, I guess - but that's what we're trying to improve .... we knew
this bit was not going to be easy ...]]]]

====================

..... All that's true enough, but you have to get a bit deeper, or a
lot - what about all the people who are too shy to approach others
and get their sexual needs met through open and honest intercourse
(non-sexual preceding sexual) with other humans - pretty much all
due to a poor upbringing?? - we have a WHOLE lot of dysfunctional
people around here - and a WHOLE lot of those dysfunctional peo-
ple are raising other dysfunctional people - that dysfunction comes
out in the entire spectrum of ways, in I suppose your typical bell
curve, with a few psychopaths on one end who rape and kill to re-
lease their drives, and a few pathologically timid sorts on the other
end who keep everything inside and kill themselves one way or an-
other, and then all those in between, from the serious abusers who
don't kill (at least physically, although the mental damage they in-
flict is at least as bad and often worse) through those who just go off
into some mental gagaland because they can't deal with things, and
then some where you have those who are more or less adjusted for
whatever reason - brought up well (not all people are sexually dys-
functional, obviously, but the society as a whole certainly is), or strong
and smart enough to get what they want through morally decent
means, lucky enough to meet a good partner, whatever. The good
people are fine, they don't cause damage, they even work to miti-
gate the problems - but we have a whole lot of screwed up people
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out there who need help - and who should not be raising other chil-
dren to be as screwed up as they are. And as a society, we should be
fighting this dysfunction, not creating and enforcing it.

====================

Right - and those people are going to be right in the front, scream-
ing about their 'god-given' right to raise children in their own 'godly'
image (from what I have seen, the worst of the screwed up ones are
getting their dysfunction from and taking their solace in religion -
look at all of the serial killers, rapists and so on, and almost without
exception you are going to find they have been beat over the head at
length with one of the 'holy' books, repressed beyond endurance
until they finally explode  .......

====================

But my boyfriend Bobby says if I don't let him  - you know - it
means I don't love him - and he says Betty lets her boyfriend, you
know - and if I lose Bobby now I'll just die!!!

====================

Girl you get yourself into one of the GI Teen Talk clubs NOW,
you hear? I don't know why you haven't been already, but it sounds
like you need it! You think about the advice at the top of this discus-
sion list - what do you think is going to become of Bobby once Sweet
You gets a Big Tummy, eh girl?? The Teen Talk clubs are really great,
they're not just for geeks or losers like they were ten years ago - we
have lots of rilly rilly cool, you know, 'adults' like, over 21 and eve-
rything, and we talk about everything - they do NOT say 'DON'T
DO IT!!' - they say they know we want to do it, they tell us about the
biological changes and the hormones and the feelings we have and
how it's all perfectly natural and everyone else goes through the
same stuff, and how to understand that this is all perfectly natural,
and how to deal with some of those feelings in a, like, personal way,
if you really need to, and how to deal with these things like your
guy Bobby if he's ok and they tell us how to be safe, and how to deal
with a*****s if that's like your Bobby (believe me girl you are not
alone here!!! we ALL have a Bobby in our lives somewhere!!! - some-
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times more than one!!) - and how the purpose of our lives here on
Green Island or earth or human society is very much, much more
than hot studs and hot babes and you know, girl, after we get done
talking, there's a whole lot less doing as well, and a whole lot less
worrying about either doing or not doing!! because we understand
better what is happening with our minds and bodies - and the bod-
ies and minds of Bobbies, and the options we have to deal with those
things - but whichever way you go, as you know from the stats we
have been giving around, teen pregs are WAY down the last couple
of years, and that is only a good thing - and they're down because
girls like you - and me!!! - get to these Teen Talks and get our heads
on straight (and that's the little head down under too sweetie!!! -
come and see!!) (and you can tell your Bobbie we have a Teen Talk
for Guys too, and if he wants to be with it around here, he could do
worse than stop by and have a talk with some of the people there,
and other guys like himself)

====================

You know, something else to consider - this whole sex thing is
just something to keep 'we the people' as you guys keep liking to
say, in a state of subservience to higher powers of some sort.

Bear with me.
It's part of the whole 'children' thing - a new invention too -

remember a thousand years ago people were getting married (what-
ever passed for marriage anyway!) and having kids in their mid-
teens, as soon as they could breed really, like lower animals, and life
expectancy was 25-30 years. We 'progressed' from that, but still, even
in western countries prior to the mid-20th century it was common to
see people married and having families in their teens - and as part of
that, working and taking part in society, helping make decisions,
and so on.

Now, in modern society, we keep young people trapped as this
artificial thing called 'children' for as long as we can - some people
never really grow up. But certainly most parents expect their kids to
'do as they're told' until they're through high school at least, late
teens.

And then, with the power of modern advertising, we get into
the sex thing, where (the crap they want you to believe is) a large
part of the point of living (watch a beer commercial!!) is just scoring
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great sex partners, well into middle age.
Now I've done my share of that, and it's fine as far as it goes -

but is scoring great sex partners really supposed to be the meaning
of life?

No it's not.
Participating in your society ought to be much higher on our

scale of what is important - but all we ever get from our 'education'
or media is that we ought to keep up on issues and be good citizens
by watching the news on tv every night and then voting once every
few years. Total dependence on OTHER people. And tv shows along
with the commercials constantly promoting the idea that real 'suc-
cess' in society means little more than being a hot item yourself, and
scoring the hottest sex partners, male or female, for all of your life
(and lots of money, of course!!! - but it's pretty implicit that you
need the money before you get the girls, we all understand..) - life
ends with the sexual attractiveness or ability.

And that has something to do with glorifying sex way out of
proportion on the one hand, and repressing it on the other as you’ve
been talking about here, and hoping we all just get so screwed up
we don't pay too much attention to who is running the society or
other things that are really much, much MUCH more important than
sex - but it's a pretty fundamental PR principle, or brainwashing
principle - tempt people down a bad path with something they like
but that is not good for them, in excess - kids being tempted with
candy, older kids with sex - both alright in moderation, both NOT
the meaning of an advanced human society.

And who does that benefit??
Right.
So a lot of this sex stuff is just a smoke screen - and the more

you can do here on Green Island to remove that mystique from it, as
this sort of discussion might help do, and free people's minds up for
more important things, can only be good.

Sex is good for a period in life, when the hormones are strong
and the brain still relatively weak, it is fine (and fun, yea I know!) to
spend a lot of time in sexual pursuit, and enjoying sex with different
partners, it’s all part of the growing experience, and a great part -
but this should start to fade out after a few years, and you should
start thinking about other things in your society, putting your sex
life in a more background position - like having a great meal some-
times is a good experience and enjoyable, but then get back to more
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important stuff.
Who does it benefit to keep most of the proles thinking their

status depends on sexual conquests?
Gowan - think about it. Fucking is NOT the point of your life as

a human being. Not having a hot 20-year-old blonde or stud does
NOT mean you are not 'living' - actually, spending all your time
lusting and chasing just means you're wasting a lot of your life, not
being involved with more important things - and who does that ben-
efit again? Right - and who encourages you to think about sex and
not who is running your country? Right again ....

(hint - don't get off on the wrong track here - neither is excelling
as a loyal productive corporate puppet....)

====================

Only if you accept the 'right' of the church to approve of the
‘marriage’ of a man and a woman - and who has given them such
power? What society has ever had a townhall meeting, and said,
"Ok - we're all agreed then - we're just a bunch of little dirt puppets
made by god there, and therefore he has the right to control our
lives and we need his permission to go forth and procreate like he
said in his book somewhere so his reps here on earth tell us, so we
will give to the church in our town the power to sanction marriages,
and we will only accord respect (and the right to fuck legally) to
people in our town who receive the approval from the church for
their deciding to engage in sexual congress together."

====================

So you're saying I can get a hand job or maybe even more if I'm
lucky haha just by walking into the handjob shop on downtown main
street, and nobody looks funny at me like I'm some sort of perv?

====================

- we are going to have to deal with a lot of this kind of attitude
- and a lot worse - for a few years as we go through the change -
remember, this is a very, very, very deep meme, or restriction, go-
ing back centuries, and it involves something that is a strong natural
drive, and getting people to release these deep inhibitions is going
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to be a difficult thing - but I think most of us understand now that it
is also very central to becoming a civilized place - don't forget either
that this repression of sexual things is one of the major drivers of
crime in our society, everything from idiotic things like making ‘in-
decent exposure’ a crime or peeping toms to personal violence such
as rape stemming directly from that repression and other things to
organised crime such as pimps and massage parlours and truly hei-
nous things like sex slavery and pedophilia and serial sex killers -
almost everything can be traced to this repression, and it's really a
matter of choice here - we HAVE to stop this, and ASAP.

====================

It's always struck me as stupid that our own human body, that
everyone on earth has for gods sake (sorry!!) - and it's illegal to see
one on the street or the beach! Is this insane or what? Are a lot of
things around here insane or what?!?!

====================

Sherry's mother had sex for the first time in the backseat of a 65
Chevy, after a party, quite drunk, with a boy she did not really like
or want to have sex with, and she was very sick and unhappy the
next day and worried sick for another month about becoming preg-
nant, which she was not, this time. She had never talked about sex
with her mother. She knew she should talk about sex with her daugh-
ter, but her daughter never asked her anything, and she never did.

Sherry 'did it' for the first time on the weekend. She had been to
several Green Island Teen Club meetings with some friends, and
met some nice older girls who had talked a lot with her about all of
the sex stuff, and she was pretty comfortable with it all, if still not
sure about what was going on inside her emotionally about it or
what she was going to do. They actually had a couple of sessions
with teenage boys about their own age and going through similar
things as well, and actually masturbated them, with three girls, one
of them a 'life' counselor girl in her early 20s who acted like the whole
thing was all just natural, and two boys in the room - pretty giggly
at first, but very interesting and a great learning experience. This
was highly forbidden fruit, but after they tasted it, they saw it was
no big deal at all, really. The boys certainly enjoyed it, of course, and
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Sherry thought she could do that again with the right boy without
treating it like a sacred ritual, or satanic one for that matter as a lot of
older people (not in Teen Club!) seemed to want her to think it was,
but she didn't see anyone growing horns afterwards either, or be-
coming sex-crazed addicts 'rutting like animals all over the street' as
one of the commentators she read put it on the discussion board.
She could understand how it could be a ‘drive’ that the boys had to
deal with somehow, and giving them a handjob was better than her
getting pregnant. Or sex would be ok, with someone you cared about
enough, as long as somebody did something to prevent the preg-
nancy - a big deal, sure, but not a really big deal - after all, every
person on earth, now or the billions that had been here before and
died, resulted from that same act, so how could it be wrong or bad?
Actually everyone, at least her close friends, seemed to be very cool
about everything - they talked a lot about it, they were feeling some
strange urges and things, but they knew what those urges were now,
and why they had them, and they all knew all the mechanics about
dealing with them, and had at least talked about the emotional things.

And it wasn't long after that Sherry’s curiosity overcame her
shyness, and in a very memorable couple of hours with one of the
older teen counselors and her best friend Wendy they had their own
first orgasms. Which were very nice, and she understood better now
what those ‘drives’ were all about.

And then one afternoon with Krystal, a really nice older woman
(late 20s, almost ancient, really, Sherry figured) who Sherry had
grown to trust completely because of her honesty, and the way she
seemed to know pretty much everything (that Sherry wanted to know
anyway) and the way she helped Sherry think through problems
herself without trying to force any particular ideas on her, it hap-
pened. They were talking, Sherry and three other girls and a boy
who had been in the club since Sherry started, a quiet sort of shy boy
who liked talking with the girls that she was starting to like at least
a bit, and the conversation got around to sex, as it often did, and
someone said they'd just like to see it first, see what happened, what
the big deal was - reading and talking was great, but like, well, swim-
ming or something, talking is nothing like doing.

And then Sherry just decided it was time to give it a try, and
suggested that they leave the main room and go to one of the smaller
private rooms and 'see what happened'.

And this isn't a porn site nor we do need to go into details -
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anyone is welcome at The Teen Club, those who come for a voyeur-
istic experience of some sort are easily spotted and asked to leave,
although if they recognize their emotional dysfunctionality they can
stay and talk, until they convince others they are ready for other
things if that is their wish - as with everything on Green Island, the
objective is fostering good and healthy growth and healing those
who need healing when possible or necessary. But it was a very beau-
tiful time for all, full of joy and gasps of pleasure and the shared
laughter of discovering beautiful things and becoming more mature
people in control of their lives through understanding and knowl-
edge displacing ignorance, as these young people moved one large
step closer to responsible and joyful adulthood, and understanding
a deeper trust than they perhaps had before.

And Sherry will not be out getting drunk on cheap wine and
screwing all comers on a Friday night, she will not be getting preg-
nant until she wants to, she will not be getting STDs, she will not be
getting her first sexual 'experience' by getting drunk and screwed in
some dark alley in some backseat by some guy she barely knows
and paying the price for the rest of her life, and she will not be tak-
ing ritalin or valiums for half her life because she is so frustrated
with the lie of her life and her sexual wasteland of a life she can
hardly stand it. And Sherry WILL be talking to her daughter, when
the time is right, and helping her, in turn, become an engaged adult
rather than a subject of some manipulative 'man of god', himself
more likely than not thoroughly sexually dysfunctional and taking
young boys into some dark place and ruining their lives, whilst
preaching the evils of original sin and ruining the lives of countless
others in the 'flock'.

Knowledge is better than ignorance. Always.
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Chapter 22

Hunter River Basic

If a child is to keep alive his inborn sense of wonder, he
needs the companionship of at least one adult who can
share it, rediscovering with him the joy, excitement and
mystery of the world we live in.
- Rachel

H
eigh-ho, heigh-ho, it's off to work we go!" I sang, ruffling
Elizabeth's hair a bit as we tramped down through the
dewy grass towards the market garden plots, after quickly

throwing a bag of food to the fish. Elizabeth had just watched Sleep-
ing Beauty for the first time in a few years the weekend before, and
the music was still in my head. This was the first year Elizabeth
had actually asked to help in the garden, and she was still learning
about the different vegetables and their different habits and ap-
pearances and planting and harvesting requirements, so it was fun
for all of us, even those of us on the male side of the family who
were not normally dawn risers. I still found the actual getting out
of bed to be something I'd rather not be doing at that time of day,
especially with the warm body of the one I loved right there beside
me - but that body was not there long most days after sunrise, as
Brittany had always been an early riser, and usually it was with a
poke in the ribs rather than a seductive kiss she enticed me out of
bed those mornings we had to prepare the market baskets.

But it was always magical once that part of it was over, to be
out in the fresh dawn, with birds trilling away and flashing through
the sky along with the fresh breeze, watching the sun sparkling
over the Greenwich dunes of a morning, between pulling what-
ever had to be pulled or picked for that morning's market. Some-
what less fun, of course, on the foggy, drizzly cold days, of which
there were plenty on our little island in the North Atlantic - but the

“
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bay and countryside did have its own beauty in any kind of weather,
as long as one's mind was open to it.

"Stephen, I've been thinking as you and that girl there (wink-
ing) were feeding the fish - " Brittany was saying, looking at us
both with a fond smile and squeezing my arm which she had
stepped up to as I stopped walking and was holding - for such a
strong, independent woman, she had no fear of doing traditional
womanish things like holding a man's arm - " - and I think that
early planting really worked and today we can take out the first
row of new potatoes, ok? Could be a first this year at the market. If
you and our new helper - " - smiling down at Elizabeth this time - "
- can do that, I can get a row of green onions, radishes and lettuce
picked, and if we can get rid of all that at the market, we can call it
a good enough morning. 'Kay? We won't be tarrying anyway, as
both of us have busy days ahead...." (Brittany really did use words
like 'tarrying' in normal conversation).

On Saturdays we went to a farmer's market in St. Peter's, which
was convenient, only a few miles to the east, located there as being
central to a number of places, and on Wednesdays we went to a
larger one in Charlottetown, the Athenia Market, right across from
the university. We'd talked a bit about it last night, and Brittany
was adamant that we did our normal things, not even putting off
one trip to the market because of the court case that afternoon -
Brittany still thought, after talking to the lawyers yesterday, and I
agreed, that what would happen would be more of a formality than
anything, the lawyers presenting their preliminary arguments be-
fore the courts to familiarize the judges with what was up, setting a
date for a longer trial sort of thing, etc, so nothing to get too excited
about, after the initial shock and anger cooled down a bit. Some-
times we all make big mistakes of judgement.

"You're the boss!" I said, smiling, "Do you want us to replant as
we go? With two of us, I think we could do it with almost the same
amount of time as I used to dig a row..." We usually agreed on
things like this, but I asked anyway, as we also agreed that 'some-
one' had to be at least nominally in charge of things, so there was
some coordination, everything that had to get done got done with-
out the danger of assuming someone else was doing it and it not
getting done at all, potentially harmful things like using certain
chemicals did not get overdone, and other stuff that required at
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least a nominal captain. Sort of the same philosophy we were de-
veloping for Green Island - holism had always interested me, and
there were examples of it all around, for those whose minds were
open to it. And the garden was Brittany's baby, her insistence on
being part of the solution to our problems here, not only on Green
Island, but on the planet, living Gandhi's dictum 'be the change
you want to see', by providing our own food locally, rather than
contributing to the idiocy of shipping food unnecessarily all around
the world, at great cost not only financially but environmentally,
in many ways, for no other reason than to line corporate 'investor'
profits. When she was in a particularly disgusted mood about some-
thing, she was always sure to mention Canadians shipping cows
or chickens to Australia, and Australia shipping cows and chick-
ens to Canada. "Don't even get me started...." she'd say, ".. what
freaking idiots!!!!" She loved the garden, anyway, and the whole
challenge of creating our own sustainable little corner here by St.
Peter's Bay, and Green Island in the bigger sense, as did I. It had its
very rewarding moments. As well, of course, as its backaches and
blisters. Many good things in life were free - many came with some
cost. That's ok - that's life. And there's always a good dollop of
satisfaction from reaping the rewards of some hard work well done.

Brittany looked at the row of potatoes, then down at Eliza-
beth, and said, "Sure - sounds good. The seed potatoes are still in
the shed, still ok?"

"Yep, had a look already, and told Elizabeth that's what we'd
likely be doing and explained the procedure."

"Great. Let's get at 'er!"
"Yea!" echoed Elizabeth.
And so we did. I dug the spuds and Elizabeth separated the

green plant stuff from the red island soil and white tubers, and lay
the potatoes on one side of the small conveyor belt we had running
down between the rows and the foliage on the other, then dropped
a couple of seed potatoes and a small trowelful of our special natu-
ral spud fertilizer (based on fish waste) in the hole and shoved the
dirt back over it - these replanted rows would grow longer and
bigger, and be our fall crop, for overwintering in one of the root
cellars under the big house.

The conveyor belt was one of our innovations that was being
picked up in various places around the island. We spaced our rows
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about twice the normal distance apart, as a soil conservation meas-
ure, and had a light conveyor belt set up that we could easily move
from row to row as needed, powered by a series of light pulleys
reaching to the bottom of a windmill that sat a few yards from the
garden. At the end of the row the spuds were dumped in medium
size tubs from where we would take them to the cleaning sink and
tray at the end of the garden, and the foliage would be taken to one
of the compost heaps. Small operations like ours were much better
in almost every way than huge factory farms - we could produce as
much food as before, they were all far more environmentally
friendly than huge chemical-dependent monocultures, and they
provided real and satisfying work for many people. Part of being
engaged with life means being engaged with providing your own
food, in some way; the connection to the earth is necessary for mental
health, grounding and roots and connection with the home planet
and things like that. Those who spend their lives in office towers
and malls and walking on cement are, in many ways, lacking real
roots and thus many other things required for good health, of the
brain as well as the body - although a substantial part of modern
life is engaged with the business of covering that up in various ways,
from mind-numbing television full of advertisements about how
wonderful it is to have 356 brands of detergent to choose from to
the fabulous taste of frozen chemical cardboard to ritalin and its
many clones for specific groups to - well, don't get me started.

We made a good team, Elizabeth and I, and in 30 minutes or
so we had finished the 25-meter row. I rinsed the spade and trowel
while Elizabeth took the remaining seed potatoes and fertilizers
back to the shed, then I gathered the first of the two full bushel
baskets of spuds and walked the few meters to the sink, where Brit-
tany was just finishing rinsing her salad stuff.

"Great!" she said, smiling, tossing a stray rope of hair away
from an eye with a shake of her head, "I'll corral the kid, head in for
a quick shower and see you at the breakfast table."

I returned her smile, placed the basket on the work area beside
the sink, and gave her a quick nuzzle - sweaty, working farm la-
dies are pretty sexy to me, until she laughed and pulled away. As I
dumped the spuds into the suds in the sink for a quick rinse, I heard
more laughter, and turned to see Brittany with her arm around
Elizabeth, the two of them looking at each other and laughing to-
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gether as they walked up towards the house. A ray of sun came
through a hole in a cloud somewhere and shone on them just like a
spotlight on a stage, and it was a perfect moment.

A few minutes later we were sitting down to one of Mrs.
Dellington's breakfasts, a made to order mixture of toast and eggs
for Elizabeth, muesli for Brittany, and, this morning, some bacon,
tomatoes, toast, eggs and fruit for me. Coffee, tea and milk. Orange
juice. All fresh and delicious. The best darn restaurant on Green
Island, we had all commented more than once, as had many guests.

Our morning conversation was usually light, as eating was the
priority, but Elizabeth had a question this day.

"Mommy, did you hear Beezer barking last night? I forgot to
mention it earlier, but it sounded like he was down at the water
somewhere. He's usually quiet all night, Mommy. Do you know
what he was barking at?"

"No, Sweetie," answered Brittany, smiling up at her daughter,
pausing while she finished chewing some oats or something, "I
didn't hear a thing, I'm afraid. I was very tired last night, and slept
like a log. Was he barking for a long time?"

"No, Mommy, just a few times. I don't know why I even heard
him, I just woke up for a few minutes - he wasn't around the house,
like, but farther away, it sounded like maybe down by the shore or
something." Elizabeth dunked a piece of toast in the bright yellow
egg, collected this morning by Mrs. Dellington from our own flock.

"Well, I don't think it's anything to get excited about. Dogs do
that sometimes - they have very sensitive ears, you know, and some-
times hear things from a long ways away - maybe there were some
dogs barking in St. Peter's or Greenwich or someplace - you know
how sound carries across the water, on a quiet night - something
that he answered, or maybe he saw a snake in the grass and had a
little fright or something - I don't suppose we'll ever know."

"Yea, I guess. Mommy, lookit here - I think Daddy made me
work a bit too hard - look at this blister - maybe I won't be able to
help on Saturday if this needs a operation or something....?"

"Ah, Bigelow, there you are!" I heard a distinctive voice over
the hubbub of the market, and looked up to see More and Thoreau
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winding their way towards us through the crowd - and crowd it
was; Wednesday mornings at the Athenia Market, the former
Charlottetown Farmer's Market located just across the street from
the main campus on the old Agriculture Research Station, were
usually very busy, and this morning was no exception. More had
the remnants of what appeared to be a juicy cranberry muffin in
one hand, while Thoreau was in one of his characteristic hands-
grasped-behind-the-back observing attitudes - I suppose, with his
dislike of crowds, this was a bit uncomfortable for him, but he ap-
peared to be quite interested in what he was seeing.

"Here you are, Mrs. Affleck, two pounds of the tastiest St. Pe-
ter's Bay spuds on the Island, first of the year, and your change! See
you next week!" I said, finishing a transaction, before turning again
to my guests.

"Well, gentlemen, I see you found the way alright," I said with
a smile, "So what do you think of our little market here?"

"Well," Thoreau said, somewhat to my surprise as I had learned
that of the two of them, More was more likely to have a quick re-
sponse while Thoreau was more likely to ponder things a bit be-
fore replying, "It is quite marvelous, isn't it? So much good, fresh
food, and so many people coming together around it - food really
is such a central part of our existence, and it is good to see that it is
recognized as such here, by both farmer and purchaser - and a much
greater variety than the beans and potatoes which were all I could
manage for a time. And such variety - not only potatoes and sau-
sages, delicious no doubt as everything is here, but still the stuff of
the body, but also the things that give a little inducement to the
brain and the spirit, like Thomas's fine muffin here - I had never
known such interesting and delicious things could be done with
little bog cranberries! - and the jams and the camaraderie, and at-
tention paid not only to the substance, the things of the first impor-
tance, but also to the dressing up, for a complete sort of excellence
- altogether a soul-enhancing place, Bigelow. Thank you for telling
us of it, and inviting us as a prelude to this day's excursions - a fine,
fine way to start the day!"

I was a bit mesmerized - the longest speech Thoreau had ever
made, I think - perhaps Green Island induced - and not brought on
by some great existential issue, but by a simple market. But then, I
suppose one's food is somewhat central to a good and complete
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life, if things are considered properly, as Thoreau was wont to do.
More was reaching up from his shorter height and patting

Thoreau on the shoulder, nodding and grinning in agreement.
"Yes, indeed, quite, quite," he said, "and how are you this morn-

ing, my dear?" he finished, looking beside me, where, as I half-
turned myself, I saw Brittany, reaching for the last few radishes in
a bowl on the counter in front of her.

"Why, good morning, Mr More, and Mr Thoreau," she said,
smiling sweetly (about the only way she could smile, with those
little dimples on the corners of her mouth...), "so nice to see you
again - I am sorry we did not time to visit yesterday after you re-
turned from Montague, but I think Stephen has explained about
the situation that came up yesterday - perhaps this weekend, after
all the excitement is over, we'll have some time together - I would
love to show you around Greenways the same way Stephen is show-
ing you around Green Island. But now, if you give me just a sec-
ond, I have a buyer for the last of our salad stuff, and then it looks
like we're finished for the morning..." - and we all did that, watched
for a few seconds as Brittany very efficiently bagged the produce,
gave it to her customer with a smile and nod of thanks as she re-
ceived the money, and returned to us in a few seconds.

"So!" she said, as she returned, "Where are you all off to this
morning? Was it Victoria?"

"Well, there's been a bit of a change of plans - I think we'll
leave Victoria for another day if we find the time, as we managed
to find a similar meeting in Georgetown where we went yesterday
to the one I was thinking of there. Actually nearby, though, and the
same way - I want to have a visit to the Hunter River Basic School,"
I replied, "and then I guess we're off to Alberton for a council meet-
ing tonight, and back to Rustico on the overnight trawler..."

"Mmmm," Brittany smiled, "sounds wonderful, a night on the
sea - hope the weather is good!"

"And what of you, Ms Forrest?" asked Thoreau, getting into
the conversation; Brittany had insisted he call her by her name, but
apparently he was unable to overcome his shyness around women
enough, at least yet, or perhaps his old New England formality - I
expected a few more days, and meeting a few more women here,
would cure him of that problem; he had, however, absorbed the
idea of Ms rather than Mrs and seemed ok with that, "I was so
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sorry to hear of the problem, happening just after we arrived - have
you any more news yet of what is to happen next?"

Brittany sighed in exasperation.
"Yes, I have been rather sorry myself, I'm sure you can appre-

ciate," she said, with a small sort of smile, "I have a lot of interesting
things going on right now at the ESEC, with a number of students,
but it looks as if I have to take some more time away from them
and deal with this legal stuff first. I don't think that the worst will
come to pass at all, it seems like more of a nuisance thing, but I
have to make sure that the steps that have to be taken are taken,
and that all takes time. But I don't want to spoil your day, gentle-
men, which sounds very interesting - the Hunter River School is
really one of our brightest lights here on Green Island, our first
New School and most advanced, and I'm glad Stephen is fitting it
in - and a night on the Gulf on the trawler - and he didn't even
invite me!" - she finished, giving me a friendly punch on the arm,
and looking at me with a little sparkle in her eye that made me
wish I had of invited her, we had some good memories in boats,
there was something about the isolation of the sea and the sound
and feel of the waves and the rocking - " - but just joking! - I couldn't
have gone along anyway, right now - so I do hope you have a great
time. It looks like we're getting a few days of good weather any-
way, which always helps."

"Yes," said More, "it does appear to be an interesting day we
have ahead - although yesterday at Georgetown, and then the stu-
dent trial, will be hard to improve on really, I was quite impressed
with everything, indeed, so very, ah, democratic, I guess you would
say, with We the People running their own business rather than
having some sort of King's Men hovering over everything with their
ceaseless orders to make sure the proper order of things - them at
the top and the rest at the bottom - is in no way threatened. And I
have this little digital camera thing that Stephen had that lovely
young woman drop at our cottage that I practiced with this morn-
ing already and I think I can get some pictures ok now, and Thoreau
his trusty notebook, so we didn't forget anything. And I believe
Stephen said we would be having dinner at Greenways itself to-
morrow evening after we finish this little two-day excursion, and
finally get to see that fabled place?"

"Fabled place!" said Brittany, with a bit of a smile, "I don't know
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what all Stephen has been telling you, or anyone else, but it's just a
little working farm - a quite nice one, mind you, on the shores of
the Bay where it is - but hardly the stuff of legend!"

"Well, we shall see about that, we shall see, in due time," said
Thoreau, "but I too am quite looking forward to it! The university
is very nice, very nice indeed, and our trip on the train yesterday,
but I would like to spend a night in the countryside, with the true
darkness and stars by the ocean, and the sounds of a lonely night."

"Well," I said, "you shall certainly have that tomorrow - aside
from a few lights at Greenwich across the bay and St Peters at the
end, it's about as dark as you'd want over the bay - except I think
we're pretty close to a full moon right now, although I'm not sure
what time it comes up. But gentlemen, we talk when we should be
moving! Brittany, you're going to clean up and take the methane
monster?" The methane monster was our several years old Japa-
nese import small pickup truck, one of our Green Island techies'
earlier efforts at environmentally friendly transportation, adapted
to burn a mixture of gas and methane, which could be produced
now on Green Island in large enough quantities to make such things
doable, and made getting around when you had to use non-public
transportation for some reason such as carting a bunch of produce
to market both cheaper and more environmentally friendly than
the traditional gas-guzzling trucks of yore.

Brittany smiled at me. "Yes, Stephen, my appointment with
Blackstone and Singhszinghs isn't until 11, so I have lots of time -
I'll grab a quick shower and then have coffee with Val or someone
and chat for a few minutes at Zistis's law office where we're meet-
ing - there's usually somebody around."

"Well, that's great then," I said, turning back to More and
Thoreau, "I guess we're about ready to get underway. If you'll give
me a moment to rinse my hands..." - I turned to a small sink at the
back of our stall, pulling my apron over my head and hanging it on
its hook on a nearby support pole, and then a minute later ducked
under the countertop where a gate would open if there was not
stuff stacked on it, which there now was, giving Brittany a quick
hug and peck on the way by.

On Athenia market days the GRIS-RT made a special stop right
by the large parking lot beside the market to encourage people's
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attendance, as the tracks ran right by there, so we were only a few
minutes away from our ride, down to the Main Depot in
Charlottetown to change to the Western Express which left every
hour on the half-hour through the day, second stop Hunter River.

“So you say this is a ‘Basic School’, then, Bigelow, rather than
Elementary or Secondary, as we have usually thought of such
things?” questioned More, as we left the GRIS-RT Hunter River
Road station, after a pleasant and uneventful journey from
Charlottetown, none of us very chatty, perhaps still recovering a
bit from all the chatting the day before.

Henry was still in one of his quiet moods as we began our
short walk from the station; I had noticed this at times before -
sometimes when a lot of interesting things were happening around
him, or us in this case, he would be quite involved and animated
up to a point, and then it seemed he would withdraw. He didn’t
seem to be moody or anything, with a quite peaceful look on his
face, but reflecting on things, and would often manage to find a
small quiet spot and spend several minutes scribbling furiously in
the journal he never seemed to be without. He seemed to be enjoy-
ing our short but pleasant walk from the station to the school that
was our destination at the moment, however.

As usual on Green Island, where the largest city, Charlottetown,
was under 25,000 in population and most people lived within walk-
ing distance of open fields, the air was never silent, but full of
birdsong and the sound of leaves rustling in the wind, dogs bark-
ing and cattle lowing somewhere in the not-too-distance - all the
country sounds that were so much more pleasant on the ear than
the roar of traffic in 'modern' places - which, with the GRIS-RT and
our energy conservation policies, was also very much lower than
in previous times. I don't think Henry would have much enjoyed a
day in Toronto, pleasant and interesting as that city was at times,
for some purposes, with its endless traffic and city noise.

“Yes,” I replied, “it’s one of our new initiatives, if you will,
although one based on a lot of previous studies and writings and
consideration, and our rather different objectives from industrial-
based school systems which need to prepare young people to take
their place as cogs of some sort in what is effectively an assembly-
line society. Our goal is that the child gets two things from attend-
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ing school - first a general sort of education in whatever things are
necessary to get along in our society - competency in reading and
numbers and basic science, of course, for instance, but also such
things as history and geography and the literature of times and
places and writers that have gone before, things that can be learned
quite well at home of course if the parents desire and the child has
enough books to read or other sources of information, but in gen-
eral it is the kind of basic, factual information that can be usefully
imparted - or at least introduced, understanding not all attendees
to the trough will drink fully of the water hoho! - in larger groups,
with some discussion among their peers as well as with teachers,
thus freeing the parents from such things and letting them do other
work or things of their own.

“And secondly we feel that - more importantly - the very ac-
tivity of coming to school represents a realtime, real-life course
in social studies or civics, under supervision when just starting of
course, getting involved with your peers in decision-making proc-
esses, learning responsibility, and things like this, which are less
well learned in a known family atmosphere. How to function as a
participating member of society, in other words. Heh heh, I sup-
pose that someone wishing to support the older education system
would indignantly reply that those were exactly the goals they had
as well, but without getting into a lot of detail, there were and are
some conflicting opinions about that, which I happen to believe. It
is not very difficult to make the case that the older education sys-
tem actually functioned basically as a system to train the students
to go somewhere and take mindless orders all day without asking
questions, and didn't do a very good job of actually imparting any
useful learning, as they purported to do theoretically. I better not
get started right now on all that.

"But here, they also get exposed, we think, in our new schools,
to a somewhat wider variety of activities and people and view-
points than are found in many homes, which again broadens their
outlook and opportunities in many ways. All of this is a central
part of education, we feel, learning many things, learning how their
society works, really, becoming intelligent and contributing mem-
bers of their society, and becoming prepared to live a good life.
Also we try to be sure they understand what their responsibilities
are as a citizen, not only through 'theory', but also through practi-
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cal involvement in their own education, setting curriculum and les-
sons and so forth, having responsibility for some things, and so on.
In their last couple of years at Basic School, they also can get spe-
cialized studies in various fields of their choice, preparing her or
him for the more advanced studies at university - this, of course,
again, is similar in theory to what went before, but it was apparent
that previously there was quite a wide gap between the theory and
reality, with most universities across the country, for instance, hav-
ing to insist on remedial English classes for all their entering stu-
dents because their grammar and writing skills were so poor ....”

“No!” interjected More, scandalized; “No, I say! Not 'reme-
dial' English at a university level! It’s their native language, and
they are supposed to be the intelligent ones, entering university!”

I even saw Henry's ears perk up at this, and his rather elo-
quent eyebrows raise a notch and look out of the corner of his eye
at the two of us, even as he watched a chipmunk racing along a
cedar rail fence beside the road, and returning the gaze of a few
black and white cows on the other side of the fence watched our
passage with a minimal sort of curiosity.

“Yes, I’m afraid so,” I replied; “I think there are various rea-
sons for that rather appalling fact, not least of which was that pre-
viously (and even now in many other jurisdictions), as I said be-
fore, the central, underlying purpose of primary and secondary so-
called education had little to do with learning and much to do with
training - human beings are naturally freedom-loving and curious,
knowledge-seeking creatures, and it is most unnatural for them to
go somewhere for 8 hours a day and do some mindless job prima-
rily for the enrichment of someone else whilst being paid some sort
of subsistence wage to do so, which sort of person the modern in-
dustrial capitalist system requires in great numbers - and training
them to accept this kind of regime was and is the major goal of the
so-called modern education system. Nobody of course has actually
admitted to this yet, but then the people engaged in nefarious plots
rarely do admit anything, and the circumstantial evidence is rather
overwhelming, when examined impartially - comparing the theo-
retical supposed or stated goals with the actual output, for instance
- such as requiring a remedial English course to get into university
after supposedly studying and using reading and writing for 12
years. But I shouldn't start! - the failure of the old education system
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to educate, but its success in indoctrination, is something that did
and does bother me a lot, and I expect we will probably be talking
more about it again, as it impinges upon all aspects of the old way
of doing things. Where I was about to finish was by saying that
Athenia has rather high entrance requirements, and the several
Community Colleges we are operating as well also have rather
advanced standards compared to previously, which the young peo-
ple who wish to enter must satisfy before being accepted. And most
of them rather comfortably meet and usually surpass all of these
standards by the time they are 12-14 years of age.”

“12-14 years! But how do they do this, when I understand that
in this time, at least, usually children, or young people, are 18-20
before being suitable for advanced education?”

“Well, as I said, at our Basic Schools the focus is actually on
educating our young people, rather than training them. And when
you actually encourage children to think from the earliest days,
rather than repressing their natural abilities while your main ob-
jective is trying to instill them with desired societal belief systems
and/or trying to train them to go somewhere each day all of their
lives and take orders from someone to do something they’re not all
that inclined to do, which they naturally resist mightily, the proc-
ess works a great deal faster - and more effectively - the young and
developing human mind embraces attempts to fill it with knowl-
edge as sturdily as it resists attempts to force it into some sort of
dull and lifeless box, which the old system was all about. And, I
think you will see today, our young people are very advanced at
quite an early age, in terms of acquisition of knowledge and basic
ability to think, anyway - they are still learning judgement and so
on, which only come more fully with age and experience, but you’d
be surprised, perhaps, at how well they can detect the difference
between important things and things not so important.”

"Children have always been good at that," said Henry, inter-
jecting at last, with a small smile, finally joining in the conversation
a bit, looking over at me. "I too spent some time teaching, although
I can't say I felt especially drawn to the life, not having the person-
ality to deal with addle-brained laughing children very well. But
even then I could see some attempts by those designing the cur-
riculum to create a certain kind of citizen, although I think there
was considerable more freedom as well in my day, and the chil-
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dren learned quite well and quickly at the early levels, those of
them who had the chance, anyway."

“But what about children who wish to attend university in other
provinces or abroad, then?” continued More, “there must be some
kind of parallel system?”

“Well, there are still several more traditional elementary and
high schools being operated in the province, to which parents can
send their children if they wish, with such a goal in mind, although
a number of our students have written entrance exams for foreign
schools, and have all passed with no problem. We do find, though,
that most Green Island Basic School graduates, after examining all
of the options here and abroad, are choosing Athenia, and we try
to accommodate our own as much as possible - it is, after all, being
widely recognized already as one of the most advanced institu-
tions in the world, in many fields. And enrollment in these older
schools is falling considerably, and each year we are opening new
schools along the lines of the Hunter River Basic. Just this year, for
instance, we are opening Basic Schools in Souris, up near Morell
where Greenways is, and another one in West Prince, on the other
side of the Island, to go along with the 20 or so that are already
operating, large and small - I think that something like 75% of all
elementary students in the Province are now enrolled with us, and
the demand is still growing. We try to keep the schools fairly small
and personal, rather than huge conglomerations of impersonality.”

By now we had completed the five minute or so walk from the
Hunter River Road GRIS-RT station to the grounds of the Basic
School, and More’s attention become occupied by more practical
matters, as the HRB was physically quite a large and interesting
place. It covered perhaps 25 hectares, bound on the east, or front,
by the New Glasgow Road which we had been walking along, and
on the south by the town of Hunter River, and on the west by the
Hunter River itself. To the north and west the land gave way to the
typical spruce bush that covered large areas of PEI, although one
of the Basic School projects Islandwide was to undertake a system
of plantings of hardwood trees which would return large areas back
to some form of the once magnificent original Acadian Forest, which
had been largely destroyed by shipbuilding in the 1800s. Several
old, mature hardwoods, beech, oak, maple, birch, and suchlike, and
some magnificent pines as well, were scattered about the property.
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In clearings, and between and under the trees, were several build-
ings, old and new, large and small, varying shapes indicating vari-
ous uses. Here and there groups of children could be seen gathered
together as we entered the grounds through the large front gate,
passing under a sign which read “Find hope, all ye who pass these
gates, for knowledge and truth are the keys to freedom in your life
and in the world”, and past a little weathered dwarf-like wooden
figure which seemed to be guarding the entrance.

At the base of the little statue, barely visible as dark letters on a dark
background, was carved in swirling elven-like script the word Amsel.
Stephen Bigelow reached out a hand and brushed the head of the figure on
his way by; had anyone been looking, they might have seen him give it a
small smile and wink, before turning back to More. Others might even
have said they saw the little figure give just the tiniest black-eyed wink
back, but that is a tale for another day. And another book. We’ve been told
this one grows long already.

“Well,” I said, pausing as we entered the schoolyard, looking
to Henry and Thomas, spreading my arms in the ages-old all-in-
clusive gesture, “I have no particular agenda, beyond getting you
here - where would you like to begin? Ah - perhaps with a drink of
water?” I finished, noticing the center of the schoolyard where a
large, open well was visible, with a few children and a couple of
larger people gathered around it.

Henry smiled at this, nodding.
"A large glass of cold, fresh water sounds excellent after that

little walk, Bigelow," he said, "the morning sun grows warm on the
head! And perhaps the folks there can tell us if anything exciting or
special is underway today as well."

"Good thought, Thoreau," said More, agreeing with a smile,
then turning to me, "Shall we, then, Bigelow?"

As we turned to make the walk up to the well, we paused to let
a group of students pass. They were led by a tall, slim 50-ish man,
dressed rather dandily in grey tails and striped trousers with a full
top hat, who was holding a book open in front of his face with one
hand as he strode by, the children dancing along with him, some
holding hands, all listening avidly.

" 'Where's the second boy?' 'Please, sir, he's weeding the gar-
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den,' replied a small voice. 'To be sure,' said Squeers, by no means
disconcerted. 'So he is. B-o-t, bot, t-i-n, tin, bottin, n-e-y, ney,
bottinney, noun substantive, a knowledge of plants. When he has
learned that bottinney means a knowledge of plants, he goes and
knows 'em. That's our system, Nickleby; what do you think of it?' "
- the man was reading - and then he suddenly stopped, looking
down and smiling as the children bumped into him and one an-
other, squealing.

"So, Rosa, what do you think that means, eh?" he asked.
"I - um - b-o-t-t-i-n-e-y isn't what Ms Marian taught us about

how to spell botany, sir, Mr. Charles, sir!" replied a sweet young
blond-haired child dressed in a pink frock, "I - ah - b-o-t-a-n-y, sir!"

"Ho ho!" laughed the tall man through his mustache, "Listen,
now, we've walked all around the schoolyard two whole times while
we were reading - what say we all sit down by the fence here in the
shade of this lovely wall, and you can tell me what you think of
this story now, and maybe read a bit more yourselves, eh?"

And so saying, he took a few steps to where a large wooden
table sat as he said by the stone fence that fronted the school here,
with a scattering of chairs around it and shaded by a large maple
tree growing on the other side of the wall but whose branches over-
hung both wall and table, creating a pleasant shady nook. As they
arranged themselves, we started our trip to the well.

"Was that the famous Dickens, then?" queried Thoreau, look-
ing back with a slightly bemused look on his long face.

I looked around, frowning a bit in thought.
"An actor, I believe, although you never know around here

these days who is going to show up - we do have quite a lot of
acting talent here, though, and we like to give the young people a
taste of things in the original when we can, it's a very effective learn-
ing tool. And we like to get the children involved in reading at an
early age, and encourage them in every way we can think of - read-
ing is a wonderful way to learn, fundamental to everything else
really, and to learn to have an open mind, and think about things,
and set a spark to all the creative drives, I'm sure you would both
agree. Look - " - and I pointed to a place further along the fence,
and a man standing tall in some kind of brown ensemble, with red
and yellow patches here and there, small goatee, holding his hand
out even as we watched a small sparrow come and alight on his
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finger as he threw back his head with a laugh as the sparrow chirped
furiously in surprise, but did not leave the finger, and the children
oohed and aahed - "- there's old Will himself, now, I think - or maybe
an actor, I can never remember who is here and who isn't! - but we
have some wonderful renditions of his plays here - the children
love it, and they themselves love to act the many roles."

"Excellent, indeed!" mused Thoreau, More looking around and
smiling as well.

"And not only that," I continued, "I'm almost a tad embarrassed
to admit it, but literacy in most of the western world in the late 20th
century and on has fallen to quite an abysmal level - the popular
term for the trend has become, among those who watch such things,
'dumbing down', and it describes things quite well. We saw through
the Renaissance, and the Age of Reason, and such historical peri-
ods, the ‘average man’, if you will, was becoming ever more intel-
ligent, ever more able to think and reason and write about things
with wonderful eloquence, as the texts of the times indicate - but
sometime during the later part of the 20th century things changed,
very much for the worse, and by the time we started Green Island,
why - as I told you before, just for instance, rather than overflow-
ing with eloquence as one might expect in such an advanced soci-
ety, quite the contrary, things were going backwards, and rapidly,
to the point where university students in Canada were required to
take remedial English courses, and often remedial courses in basic
arithmetic and science..."

"Shocking!" muttered More, again.
" - yes indeed, it was and is shocking. It has to do with many

factors, not the least of which was the propaganda of the corporate
state, which did not really want thinking individuals, as such peo-
ple are quite disinclined to be office drones or factory robots, and
thus 'education' slowly transmogrified into 'training' of various
sorts, and 'school' and ‘getting an education’ became a kind of code
for 12 years of enforced intellectual lobotomization, training stu-
dents NOT to ask certain questions, NOT to open the doors that
would send the young fresh minds exploring everything in the
universe, but to turn off most of the light switches, and simply do
and think what they were told, in all important ways. The inven-
tion of the television, which you have seen a bit of, I think, was also
instrumental in the decline of people's ability to think, as it is very
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much a one-way medium, and encourages people to absorb things
unquestioningly."

"Yes," More said, "we did have a chance to look around the
television last evening for a bit again, but except for the Green Is-
land news channel most of those other stations on the satellite ca-
ble or whatever you called that thing we found rather stupid, if I
may say so, and unintelligent in the extreme, and even insulting,
and we switched it off after only a few minutes it was so awful in
every way, as we both wanted to retire early anyway - you mean
people actually spend time watching those things?!"

"Haha!" I laughed, "Not on Green Island they don't, at least
not very much anymore according to all our surveys of such things
(something else we are being sued for, I believe!) - but sad to say,
the average for Canada and the US is still 4-5 hours per day, and .."

"Four to five hours per day!!!" interjected Thoreau, in an unbe-
lieving voice, "Four to five hours per day!!! Of that illiterate and
stupid drivel?!?! I cannot believe it!!! No intelligent person could
do so ...." he stopped with a bit of a surprised look, realizing what
he had said -

"Haha! Indeed - most people today - very sadly, tragically even
- do not seem very intelligent, at least about anything important.
Oh, it is true, it was true - as I said, people have been 'dumbed
down' quite a lot the last few years, 20 or 30, really, as the televi-
sion really started becoming dominant here by the 1970s. And you
must remember, they were taught no better in the schools. Here,
well, we understand that the television is a potentially very useful
tool - we have broadcasts of all important public meetings, and
news shows, and shows about Green Island things, and things from
other parts of the world where things are going well - we have
developed a connection, for instance, with some broadcasters from
Norway, which is one of, if not the, most advanced country in the
modern world in terms of social democracy, and they have a lot of
good ideas - they have been at it for a lot longer than we have, so
have more experience with many things. But our shows are made
to inform and educate and to engage the curious mind, not to sell
commercial products, which makes a considerable difference - the
television is, after all, simply a technological tool, and like so many
such things can be used for good or evil purposes - and like most
other such things on Green Island, we choose the good. If you do
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have time to look again at some television, try to find one of our
stations - you can find a schedule on the AGORA."

"The AGORA again," smiled More, "quite ubiquitous alto-
gether, and evidently most useful as well. I am already understand-
ing how you have come to depend on it so - it is far more interest-
ing to peruse the thoughts of real people, and respond if you like,
than listen passively to whatever is coming over that television
thing.!"

"Anyways,” I finished, “you will have lots of time to read and
talk with others about such things. I simply wanted to point out
that it is for such reasons we place such emphasis on instilling a
love of reading into our young people - reading for oneself things
one wants to read, and thinking about what one reads, is a central
necessity in guaranteeing intelligent, well-rounded and caring citi-
zens, we believe - and thus we do what we can, such as having a
variety of interesting people read to the students and talk to them
directly, as you recently saw. We had Charles Dodgson a while
ago - he was a great hit, too - I think he's actually still on the Island
somewhere, doing mathematical games and talking about rabbit
holes - Brittany loves to spend time with him when she gets a chance,
he has a mind that can go anywhere, and revels in doing so, as hers
does, and when they bounce ideas around some amazing things
can happen."

"Excellent!" exclaimed Thoreau, looking back to where the two
groups of children we had noticed were animatedly discussing
things with their companions, and other groups could be seen, nod-
ding in approval, "Altogether excellent!"

A few seconds later we approached the well, and a couple of
the children ran out to greet us.

"Hi Stephen," one called out, reaching out his arms to me.
"Hey Ernie," I said, as I grabbed him under the arms and swung

him over my head, then lowered him back to the ground, smiling,
"How are you? And how's your parents? I haven't been around
Pine Valley in awhile, and we haven't even talked on email! Early
summer, I guess, and everybody on the land is busy, eh?"

The young lad smiled, his white teeth and long scraggly blond
hair under a white and blue Blue Jays baseball cap set off against
his reddish one-piece overall and green shirt; with his brown, scruffy
runners. I could almost hear Brittany's voice in my head, sniffing a
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bit as she did sometimes, on how we must know the same color
coordinator or something.

"Oh, yea, Stephen," he replied, looking up at me, "EVERY-
body's real busy at home right now, with the strawberries and po-
tato beetles and that GARdening thing - whaddya call it? Commu-
nity Something Agriculture, you know - a whole truck of green
onions and small beets and early taters into the Rustico North Shore
Market yesterday I almost DIED carrying baskets of stuff!! And
tonight when I get home we're going to Charlottetown I think for
some meeting - I almost had to cry this morning to come to school
- Mom thought I should help pick radishes geez! But there's so much
to do here I don't like to miss any days and ..."

"Ernie!" a voice interrupted the child, laughing, "Let Stephen
get a word in edgewise, child! He has some guests with him, and I
expect they want to get on with their visit, not listen to you all day
long!"

"That's ok, Summer," I answered, looking up to the woman
who spoke, named Summer Hill, a friend of Brittany's whom I had
gotten to know over the years as a dedicated and extremely gifted
teacher who had come from England to the old Prince Edward Is-
land many years ago - she had never managed to find a permanent
job in the old days, being constantly fighting with the administra-
tion about what she wanted to do with the children, but she was
absolutely perfect for the new system; "I haven't seen Ernie in awhile,
and we always have good talks. But you're right too, we are hop-
ing to get on down west by the early evening, and here it is getting
on to noon already, so we should be getting on with things if we're
not to be too rushed. So Ernie," I said kneeling on one knee to be on
eye level with him, "I'm sure you'll survive your gardening ordeals
ok, eh? And tell your parents I'll be around to see them as soon as I
can, maybe tomorrow if we find the time, we'll be passing by quite
near I expect, or if not next week for sure after all the excitement
dies down! But for now - can you find us a couple of clean glasses?
My friends here have just walked from the station, and we'd all
love a glass of this wonderful cold water here..."

Ernie didn't seem to mind being interrupted, and just laughed
as he raced off looking for the glasses, which he seemed to find
instantly, for I had no sooner got back to my feet when he raced
around the other side of the well carrying 3 stainless steel cups,
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shining brightly and dripping clean looking water, which he gave
to the three of us, adding a "Here you are, Sir" for both More and
Thoreau, who seemed impressed at the lad's manners, and then
even more impressed at how delicious the water really was after
Summer acted as the host and hoisted up a fresh bucket from the
well. Green Island water, from deep in the earth, fresh and cold
and pesticide-herbicide-fertilizer-free after several years of strict
control of what the potato farmers and others were allowed to spray
on their crops, and the implementation, finally, of strict greenbelt
controls along all of the waterways - with few exceptions, we all
felt that safe clean water and brooks with healthy fish were more
important than another few acres of spuds or corn.

Another of the children was tugging at my sleeve and I looked
down. “Edna! Good morning - how are you today?” She was the
daughter of another friend of mine, 11 years old and in that par-
ticularly precocious stage that some young people go through, and
it was always a pleasure to see her and find out what new things
she was getting up to. She would have been a memorable child
even had I not known her well, however, because of her tendency
to speak rather loudly with a squeaky voice.

“Fine Mr. Bigelow,” she answered, “And how are you? And
who are your friends? I don’t think I’ve ever seen them before. And
I don’t think I’ve even seen anybody dressed like that before either
- they look like something from our history book! Mr Darwin
dressed a bit like that though last year, but he wasn't much fun and
I don't think I understood a single word the man said, ever, and
I'm supposed to be pretty smart too!”

More and Thoreau were both chuckling as I answered all of
Edna’s questions and introduced her to them and told her about
our visit.

“Well, welcome to Hunter River Basic, Mr More and Mr
Thoreau,” she finished, “and is there anything you would like to
see? We got practically everything here, I think, eh Stephen?”

“Well, there seems to be a great deal here to see,” More re-
plied, not at all disturbed by the forwardness of Edna, seeming to
be able to meet her at the same level, even enjoying it, “and all of it
quite interesting. Why don’t you think of something that you think
is particularly interesting today, and tell us all about it? That is, if
we have time, Stephen?” he finished, looking to me.
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“Of course,” I answered, “we have plans, but there’s no great
hurry - if we do get involved with something interesting and don’t
get up west today, there’s always tomorrow. And as for the school,
we have lots of time - we don’t run on the old 8-4 ideas of the old
schools, but take advantage of the longer days of the summer and
often start at sunup and go until dark - with no objections from
anyone, as they can leave to go home if they need to, although they
rarely do. So - what DO you think is happening today that is inter-
esting, Edna.

“Well, let me see...” she said, turning in a semi-circle as she
surveyed the schoolyard and buildings, where many mid-day ac-
tivities seemed to be underway. “There’s Mrs. Parkinson’s horse-
riding group, going up the river a few miles to do some cleanup - I
like her, but she’s too bossy sometimes, and I got a LEECH if you
can believe it when I went with her last week ... Or - there’s Mr
John’s civics class - there’s some sort of South Shore Council meet-
ing this evening that they’re going to, and he thinks there might be
some excitement about the 'No Rules Driving Park' or something...
or .. there’s Ms Andrea’s English class inside - they’re studying about
how we have to watch carefully everything we read or see on tv for
proper gooses or something like that, or Ms Vivian’s algebra class -
I already know all I need to about that, my dad taught me calculus
when I was 4 years old because we were studying Eisenhoover or
some guy like that who talked about light and stuff - or - there's Mr
Tom’s building class, I think they're starting something new today
- and Ms Rachel’s ecology? Orrrrr - lemme see, there's Jeremy and
Jennifer, I think they're working on Mrs Crosby's Code or some-
thing, you know, what kind of Constabletution we'd make if we
not-yet-adults were making one, it's kind of interesting except I
don't understand yet why they think we can't have trained robots
to pick the broccoli, sure makes sense to me. There's lots of stuff,
Stephen, holy cow! Well anyway - I was just on my way to Mr
Caine’s Kungfu class - Mom says I really need to work on my self-
disciples because she has this you know totally like outrageous idea
that I talk too much sometimes, and anyway, Mr Caine is kind of
neat - he looks pretty old but you should have seen him take care of
Mr Toms and THREE of his brothers last Friday night at the exhibi-
tion!”

“Well!” exclaimed More, as Edna seemed to run down for just
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a second, or maybe was catching her breath, “is there anything you
_don’t_ teach at these Basic Schools? Horseriding and housebuilding
alongside of English and math and civics! Tell me one thing, Mis-
tress Edna, do you enjoy coming here every day, and do you think
it is good?”

Edna frowned for a second, still catching her breath, thinking.
“I don't think I'm anybody's mistress yet I'm too young, Ms is

fine or just Edna, really, I'm not picky about that. I haven't got that
sorted out yet, though so maybe I misunderstooded what you said
- saided - said ?? oh! English is hard, it's so irregular!. Do I enjoy
coming here every day?” she continued, a small sort of puzzled
frown passing quickly over her forehead, “Well - I haven’t really
thought much about it - I can’t think of much else I’d rather be
doing - all my friends are here, and we have lots of chances to play
together, even when it rains we study the weather and erosion too
and the physics of water splashes sometimes and how rainbows
happen, that's really weird but interesting when Mr Dr Chaos
Theory comes to talk to us, and we’re learning things that we all
want to learn because we all want to go to university some day and
be doctors or maybe veterinarians or maybe even go to Mars on the
space shittle or study the ecology of the deep ocean - my friend
Sally talks about that sometimes, although I myself don’t find the
idea of traveling for months like until you're 18 or some way old
age like that through space or going 50,000 meters under the ocean
very exciting, it's actually a bit scary maybe too but we're not re-
ally, like, you know, scared or nothing like that not really. We have
learned in our history classes about how school used to be, and I
can’t think I would have liked that very much - sitting at a desk all
day listening to some teacher, and learning a lot of things that
weren’t true anyway apparentdently so the older guys say, and so
many children from poor families who couldn’t study because they
were too hungry and didn’t have money to buy books and stuff,
and all the other children teased them ...” she was frowning by
now - “it all sounds quite horrible, anyway, like Dickensesian times
or even hell or something. But I don’t know if I believe it or not -
OUR Hunter River Basics school, as you can see, is none of those
things, we can all have a second bowl of anything here, really, just
for asking, and we all think it is just the right thing for us, and we
even get to run it a bit, we have meetings every week about how
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things are and if we want to do anything different, and they really
listen to us too, except about why we can't have robots to shovel
the snow or some things like that you know or maybe if I want to
just you know maybe have ice cream for lunch instead of stirfry
they don't like always listen but it's ok really I know stirfry is good
for me like that. My friend Giselle's friend's sister said one time
that school was so boring they'd rather watch tv and talk about
boys, which they did too, but frankly I find watching tv pretty bor-
ing and boys not much better like so there you know. Anyway - I
really have to run!” she exclaimed, “Mr Caine likes us to be there
on time he usually picks latecomers to demonstrate painful stuff
to, and it’s almost time! If you want to come, it’s just in the big
clearing over there,” she finished, pointing to the edge of the woods
where a small trail wound off through the trees, where we could
see a slim man with a long grey pony-tail dressed in a long, loose
white shirt just disappearing down the trail.

And off she trotted, with a wave and smile. Leaving behind
four adults entirely out of breath from listening to her. At least we
each had a glass of cold water to sip on, as we looked at one an-
other. I was somewhat used to the scene, but I could see More and
Thoreau looking around with some amazement, just smiling at the
sheer exuberance of the entire schoolyard. This was indeed the cra-
dle of our civilization. Good cradle, good civilization. Bad cradle -
20th century corporate feudalism or Jim Brown and special koolaid
scenes of one kind or another. The problem always being, if you
have been stuck in a bad cradle that's got a fresh coat of paint so it
looks like a good one but is rotten under the paint, and they've
painted over your eyes and brain too so you think the superficial
shininess is pretty fine stuff, how do you figure that out, and what
can you do about it?

“Begin?” said More, a couple of minutes later, once again, thirst
quenched, as we waved goodbye to Summer who had entertained
us briefly with a story of Edna and a scientific experiment involv-
ing the well and a small dog belonging to one of the other students
and parachute theory, was on her way to a class, “why, wherever
something interesting is happening, no doubt - we’ve got quite
enough background to go on, I think, and it certainly looks inter-
esting so far, and now I would like to see how it is working - and I
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presume our tall friend Henry as well!" - Thoreau nodded in agree-
ment, smiling; when standing side by side they made a bit of an
odd couple, the tall lanky Thoreau dressed mainly in black and the
short, somewhat pudgy More with his somewhat more colorful
attire - "So I suppose most of the teaching is inside one of the build-
ings, I presume?”

“Oh, no, not necessarily at all,” I said, “there are as many class-
rooms and learning opportunities outside as in, in our schools, at
least in the summertime - somewhat fewer classes outdoors in the
winters, though - it only takes so long to learn to snowshoe, and
with the ground covered in a few feet of snow there's not a whole
lot to look at - it doesn't change much from day to day when noth-
ing new is growing, although quite a few do like to snowshoe
around looking at animal tracks and studying life in the winter
and whatnot - our budding biologists - and the world looks a bit
different from four or five feet above where you are used to stand-
ing, on some of the big snowdrifts we get here. But look over there,
then,” I said, pointing to a small meadow-like clearing in the mid-
dle of some willow trees down by the Hunter River, where a knot
of perhaps fifteen children of mixed ages stood and kneeled around
looking at something, “that looks interesting. Let’s go have a look,
shall we?”

“But it’s only grass, Miss Rachel!” a young voice was heard
exclaiming, “there’s millions of it! - them! - it’s everywhere! It doesn’t
do anything! Look at it - so small you can hardly see it, not even
any branches or flowers!”

A gentle laugh wafted over the heads of the children, and as
we approached closer we could see a thin, grey-haired lady smil-
ing at one of the children, as the others watched interestedly. The
child, a young boy, 10 perhaps, was holding out his hand, with
what appeared to be a handful of rather ordinary appearing green
grass upon it.

“Well, young Master Harold, people are everywhere too -
would you say because of that that people are not interesting? Your
mother and father, or Miss Jessica here?” A ripple of laughter ran
through the assembled throng, as one of the young ladies beside
the boy blushed ever so slightly.

The boy, Harold, frowned a moment, as if running into an



470 Green Island Book I:  Greenways

unexpected obstacle in his path. “Well, of course not - people are
people, and we do lots of interesting things - what’s it matter if
there’s lots of us or not?”

“Well, exactly,” replied the lady known as Rachel, or Miss
Rachel to the young people. We saw an older lady, dressed rather
properly in a blouse and skirt, grayish hair tied economically back
in a short pony tail, white cardigan draped casually over her shoul-
ders. Her words were somewhat more than ordinary, however she
might have looked, however. “I simply wished to point out that
whether or not there is lots of something doesn’t really have any
bearing on whether or not it is interesting or useful. As to ‘it doesn’t
do anything’ - well! Let’s start making a list - I’m sure at least some
of you have been studying with Miss Botticelli’s biology class, or
Mr Chan’s farming class, or Dr Jacque’s Oceanography class, or
many other classes that would have mentioned grass at some point.
Who, for instance, has heard of or studied photosynthesis?”

Several students raised their hands, or said “I have,” or some-
thing akin.

“Well, then, Andrew, in photosynthesis, what, basically, hap-
pens? That is to say, what gas do plants - such as grass - breathe in,
and what do they breathe out?”

“Well,” said the lad, “plants breathe in carbon dioxide, and
breathe out oxygen. The opposite of people, who breathe in oxy-
gen and breathe out carbon dioxide, so we sort of depend on each
other, somehow.”

“Good, let's leave the people part for another time,” smiled
Rachel, “and, Beth, what can you tell us about those two gases?”

“Hmm...” answered a somewhat studious-looking young girl.
“Well, carbon dioxide is one of the main greenhouse gases, that are
causing global warming and if the seas rise very much then Prince
Edward Island - or Green Island - will get badly flooded, because
so much of it is only a meter or two above sea level - lookout
Charlottetown, for starters. And oxygen, of course, is the main gas
that people and other animals breathe, and is necessary for life.”

Rachel smiled fondly at the girl. “Excellent!” she said, “So,
Harold, as you have noted, there is indeed a lot of grass around
here, on Green Island and everywhere. And because there is so
very much of it, it is one of the main supporters of life on earth, by
doing those two things - breathing in CO2 - slowing global warm-
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ing - and breathing out Oxygen, which we people need to breathe.
Ok?”

“Well, yeah, ok,” the boy replied, with a somewhat reluctant
smile, ”but lots of things do that - all the trees, for instance, and the
algae in the sea....”

“Very good!” answered Rachel, “of course they do, and both
of those things are probably more important than grass as carbon
sinks and oxygen generators - but grass does play a very important
role here nonetheless - millions and millions and millions more lit-
tle grasses, all breathing in carbon dioxide and breathing out oxy-
gen - it adds up, you see. But let us carry on a bit, there's lots more.
You have seen the many summer meadows on this beautiful Is-
land, and studied the great grasslands and plains of North America,
Asia and Africa. And you have also studied the great deserts, such
as the Sahara and Gobi. And what, of course, is the main difference
between the two areas?”

“Grass, of course,” replied the lad, “the Sahara doesn’t have
any grass, or anything else except a lot of sand.”

“And which do you think is more useful to support life, for
human beings, and animals, and everything else?”

“Well, the grasslands, of course,” replied the boy.
“Certainly.” carried on Miss Rachel, “For grass is one of the

great stabilizers of the natural environment - you might ask some
of your history teachers about the great Carthaginian forests some
time, and what happened to Rome when they finished cutting them
all down (a couple of the students quickly scribbled something in
their notebooks). Look here, “she said, moving a few feet over to
the edge of the river and pointing, “what were we talking about
yesterday? Annie?”

A girl with long red braids answered, “Why, we were talking
about trout, and spawning grounds.”

“Exactly. And what do trout need for their spawning grounds?
Jonathan?”

“Well - they need cold, clean running water. And a clean gravel
bottom,” answered another lad.

“Good. Now, let’s have a look....” and she took a handful of
red soil from near the edge of the water, and sprinkled it over the
surface. The water underneath quickly became murky and opaque.
“As you know, if a bunch of dirt gets washed into the water, it
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becomes dirty, and very poor habitat for most fish, and certainly
trout. Now - we have quite a bit of rain on PEI - and rain washes
soil into rivers. But what will stop the soil from washing into the
rivers?”

A chorus of voices spoke out, having seen where this all was
going already.

“The grass, of course." "And trees..." "..a greenbelt ....”
“Certainly!” smiled Miss Rachel, “and nothing else anywhere

works as well as grass for binding the soil together, and holding it
in place. And why is that?”

“The roots,” spoke up one young girl, dressed in blue cover-
alls, a baseball glove hanging from a loop on her pants.

“Good, Kelly from Pine Valley,” answered Rachel, “you’ve all
seen how strong the grass root system is, both in meadows like this
one, or out on the sand dunes where we went a few weeks ago. It’s
amazingly important...”

I drew my companions back a few yards, to not disturb the
lesson as I spoke. “So,” I said, “that’s Rachel, and she’s one of our
most popular teachers. She does biology and environmental things
- and all the children love it - a few sessions with her over the course
of a few months, with the supplementary reading she gives them,
and they have an excellent understanding of general ecology - as
good as or better than students previously got only in university -
they're perfectly suited to learning these things now, and find it
very interesting as well - at least, when taught in the right way.”

“Well, I can quite understand that already - I'd like to listen
longer myself! She certainly seems to have a good manner of going
about it,” replied More, “You mean that this is a regular class, then?”

"Well, regularly irregular, as are most things here, we get things
done, but without much of a formal schedule or curriculum, study-
ing things as they arise one way or another, the way children learn
naturally, and thus remember much better than when someone at-
tempts to force them to memorize something when they'd much
rather be doing something else," I nodded, turning to start to walk
away from the group so as not to disturb them, Henry and Thomas
following, talking as we walked.

“But what about regular classes in classrooms?" Thoreau was
asking, "Sit down and be quiet!, and all that, as school has been
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taught for generations - they were even starting in my day!”
“Well - that’s exactly what we’re trying to get away from here,

as I was talking about a bit on the walk up from the station,” I
replied, “We don’t really consider that to be learning so much as
training - dog obedience school kind of thing, you know, as I may
have said before. It may have been a bit different in earlier times,
but in the modern world it's all sit and do as you’re told, and if you
do what teacher wants she’ll throw you a treat! And all kinds of
studies bear us out - why, for years, studies have shown the same
thing - almost no Canadian adults could do simple long division,
or name the capitals of the country, or had any clue about simple
geography, many other things - things they went to school for for
10 or 12 years, compulsory, to learn, and supposedly were taught,
and passed examinations saying they did know such things - and
we were far better than Americans in such tests! But as it turned
out, their basic knowledge was very little, and their ability in the
basic skills little more than rudimentary, for most of them.”

More was staring at me, still finding such things hard to be-
lieve, apparently. “Astounding!” he said, “But what were they do-
ing for all of those years, then?”

“Well - not everyone agrees with me entirely on this,” I an-
swered smiling, “but in my opinion, school served as exactly what
I said - the human equivalent of dog obedience school, where chil-
dren were, and still are in most places, taught primarily one thing
- to go somewhere every day in the morning, and do what they are
told to do all day without asking questions. Most unnatural, for
any kind of creature, in my opinion, and that’s why it takes so many
years, to beat the spirit out of them. There were various exceptions,
of course. The ruling elites had special programs of various sorts
for their own children, of course, as they had higher destinies than
day labour in a factory for 40 years, and the smartest of the non-
elites were given opportunities to acquire sufficient training to be
of use to the elites in various managerial capacities, but by and
large, the dog-obedience school idea holds true, I think...”

“And by and large, I've said it before and I'll say it again, you’re
full of you-know-what, Mr. Stephen Bigelow!” a voice suddenly
spoke up from behind. I turned, smiling, recognizing the voice.

“Hello, Ada,” I said, “how are you today?”
“I’m fine, thank you,” replied the new arrival, a lady of at least
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70 years, but spry and chipper for all that, attired neatly in a rather
fetching blue flowered print dress, silvery hair cut short, granny
glasses perched on her thin nose. Her name was Ada Sampson,
and she had been teaching school on the Island for the best part of
50 years - had taught me, in fact, in what at the time had been High
School. We had always gotten along fairly well, although many of
our new GI policies concerning education did not meet entirely
with her approval. “And yourself?”

“Oh, well as can be expected, I guess,” I answered, smiling,
“things are pretty busy these days, what with the Referendum com-
ing up, and one thing and another. But today is kind of a break, as
I have the pleasure of showing a couple of somewhat distinguished
guests around our little Island...” and I introduced More and
Thoreau.

“Well, Mr More, and Mr Thoreau,” continued Ada, after the
pleasantries had been concluded, “It's certainly a great pleasure,
and even honor, to meet you, but I do hope you’re not believing
everything our Mr Bigelow is telling you! He is, after all, himself a
graduate of our dog obedience school system, you know! And it
doesn’t seem to have done him a great deal of harm, if I do say so
myself!”

“Indeed, indeed!” said More, as he and Thoreau joined her
small challenging smile with laughter, “but what I have seen so far
is certainly interesting, and things do seem to be working fairly
well here, in this new way of doing things...”

“Yes, some of the new ideas seem to be alright, I will grant
you,” replied Ada, “but so were the old ideas! Some of us believe
that the children require to be taught discipline, and manners, along
with their 3Rs, and the old system did that quite well enough, I
think. And it’s just nonsense to say the children never learned any-
thing - our universities had been turning out successful graduates
who went on to have very successful and intelligent lives for a good
many years, you know, before Stephen and the rest and all of these
new-fangled ideas!”

“Yes,” I added, “of course there were exceptions, for various
reasons, but you know as well as I that for years prior to our new
system the first year students at the old university here, and most
in Canada for that matter, were required to take remedial English
classes as well, as I said, since so many of them were barely literate
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when they entered - hardly a ringing endorsement for the success
of 12 years of required 'education'!!

“Well, nobody said it was perfect, dear,” Ada responded, with
something of a chilly smile, and so it went - we had had similar
discussions many times before. But not too long this time - after
only a couple of minutes of chatting, or perhaps civilized sparring
would be a better term, Ada glanced down at her watch, saying
“Oh, my, I have to run! I promised a bunch I would meet them at
12.30 for some demonstrations in their Kung-fu class with that Mr
Caine - they have trouble believing a Granny can hold her own
against a man!, and I’m late, and that man is a stickler for being on
time, for some reason! Good-bye, Mr More, Mr Thoreau, it has been
a pleasure meeting you, and I hope you have a good visit - I know
I argue with Stephen sometimes, but he and his group really do
have some good ideas, as well as some wacky ones, but they are
certainly bringing a new spirit and life to our little Island, which
will hopefully get a chance to spread further - I would certainly
never have imagined myself teaching a Kung-fu class 10 years ago
- or 50 for that matter! Bye all!”

And so saying, she turned and headed off up the slight incline
towards the school, at a quick walk, swinging her arms a bit as
people about to exercise often do. It made an interesting sight.

“Interesting woman,” commented Thoreau with a bit of a smile
himself, watching her with some amazement as she walked away,
“What is this, ah - kufung? she is going to teach?”

“Kung-fu," I answered, with a smile, “Oh - I suppose that is
something you may not know about. It’s a kind of fighting, martial
arts, we call it, that relies more on subtlety than brute force - you
saw a small, for real demonstration actually yesterday with the
GRIPP. There are several forms, and they all came from Asia origi-
nally, but now it's very popular all over the west as well - it is also
a very good form of exercise. Perhaps we’ll have a chance to see
them later.”

“Well, a woman of her age boxing?” laughed More; “That
would be worth seeing, I think!”

We had begun to walk towards another small group of young
people as we talked, who appeared to be building something, the
sight of which had made us a little curious - for me, a new project
that had not been underway since the last time I had visited HRB,
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and I was always eager to see what new things fresh young brains
could come up with, when encouraged to do so and given the free-
dom to run with their ideas. More and Thoreau seemed interested
in many things that were occurring in the schoolyard, and con-
stantly were pointing out things and chatting together.

“Hi, Jamie!” I called out as we got closer, and I recognized the
son of a friend of mine who lived in nearby Oyster Bed Bridge,
“What are you all up to, lad?”

“Oh, hi, Mr. Bigelow,” said a boy of about 14, turning to us,
“How are you? We’re just building a little shed so a few of the
town kids can raise some sheep and pigs - they’ve been studying
looking after animals, and the way that raising animals can inter-
act both positively and negatively with the local environment, and
want to get some hands-on experience, they said - and since none
of their families live on farms, we thought maybe they could do a
bit here - be good for a lot of the younger kids too, you know.”

Jamie was conscious of his senior status among the kids, and
dealing with it very responsibly - a good example of the kind of
young citizen we had been hoping would be the result of teaching
them freedom with responsibility. He would be missed here - but
would undoubtedly be a good addition to wherever he went next.

"And it's always useful to get some practice in building things,
measuring and calculating and working with tools - "

“Great!” I smiled, “sounds like a good plan. When ....”
Just then I was interrupted by a loudish cracking sound, fol-

lowed by a young girl's short scream ending with a thump and a
'whoof!' and a bang and a clatter, followed by silence for a few
moments. We all hurried around to the other side of the building
plot, where several of the kids were heading already, and where a
pained cry was arising from. We quickly followed them over. A
girl of about 12, dressed in a blue-jeans coverall over a white t-shirt
with medium length brown hair, was just struggling to her feet,
holding her wrist, grimacing a bit.

“What happened, Doris?” asked a large man dressed in work
clothing who appeared from behind one of the rising walls.

“I saw it all, Mr. Toms,” piped up one of the smaller children
in the crowd, “Doris was up on the crossbeam tryin to get the rafter
inserted, and the board just broke under her! And down she came,”
finished the girl, eyes wide, slowly opening her arms and drop-
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ping a few sticks slowly, with a thoughtful look, at the end of her
recitation, apparently to mimic the result of Doris’s fall.

More turned to me, "Well, Bigelow, I do have some medical
training, you know, perhaps ...."

I touched his arm and drew him back a step. "Why don't we
just wait and see what happens? We could hardly have planned
this, but I think it will be instructive - I assure you that there is
nothing to be worried about."

The girl, Doris, was cradling her injured wrist in her good hand,
moving it experimentally around a bit, a few tears trickling from
her eyes from the pain, but her lips firmly clenched as she tried to
be brave after her initial cry of pain. She looked up at the man who
was in the act of kneeling in front of her, one hand reaching out to
hold her shoulder protectively.

"I think it's broken, Mr. Toms," she said, sobbing just a bit from
the pain, but in control of herself, "but it's just a simple fracture, I
think, the skin isn't broken..."

The man named Toms smiled at her. "Good girl, Doris. Let me
see, now...," and he carefully felt the girl's wrist, once evoking a
short gasp of pain ("Sorry!"). After a few seconds he returned her
wrist to her cradling hand.

"Yes, I think you're right. Well, everyone," he said, looking
around at the group of children, "so what do you think we should
do with Doris?"

One small girl, a bit excited, immediately said "Charlottetown!
Charlottetown! My mommy says the First Green Island Hospital is
the best in the whole world!"

Toms laughed a bit. "Yes, Mirandy, it is one of the best in the
whole world, at least nowadays - but do you really think we need
to bother the busy doctors there with a little broken wrist?"

A slightly older boy spoke up. "I think we can fix a broken
wrist ok right here, Mr. Toms - isn't that why we have the Basic
School First Aid Center?"

"No, Andrew," another lad interjected, "broken bones always
go to a Town Medical Center! We have to take her to Hunter River
- she might need shots or special treatment or ICU or bed rest or
something!"

And so it went for a couple of minutes. While they were talk-
ing, Thoreau turned to me, with a small smile. "The new form of
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medical consultation or something?" he asked.
"Yes, actually, it is, in a way - but here at the school it is also a

learning process. One of the things we are getting away from is the
idea that there are many things that only a person with specialized
learning can do - such as doctors - and the idea we all must sit
passively at home while such ‘experts’ run our countries. The crea-
tion of such ‘expert’ people was, of course, one of the main justifi-
cations for the way the old education system worked. We feel it is
not necessary - many things that such 'specialists' do are quite do-
able by ordinary people everywhere, if they are allowed to learn
such things. And also, it was very central in creating and maintain-
ing the hierarchy which the power system of that society depended
on, a rather subtle but firm indoctrination message to most citizens
that they must always accept the advice of their 'betters' for almost
everything - a hierarchy which we have been trying to deconstruct,
as we think all people should be more or less equal, and intelligent
people are well able to consider any situation that arises, and par-
ticipate in decisions about anything. And also - "

" - also, Mr. Bigelow, giving any Tom, Dick or Harry the no-
tion they are smart enough to pretend to be a 'doctor' can do untold
damage," a voice interrupted me from behind; we turned to see
Ada Sampson arriving at the edge of our gathering. "I forgot my
handouts for the Kung-fu class," she said, briefly brandishing a small
slightly bulging brown envelope, from whose top could be seen
some sheets of paper, "and I see it is fortunate I have returned."

She pushed her way past us, kneeling beside Toms and in front
of Doris, a look of concern on her face.

"What on earth are you people doing standing around here!?"
she asked, looking briefly, accusingly at Toms, then turning a softer
gaze on Doris while gently taking her by the shoulder, "Can't you
see she needs to be taken into the Hunter River Clinic immediately?
She must be suffering terribly! Come, child, I'll get the school car
and run you in right now!" - and she rose to her feet, taking Doris's
shoulder and starting to guide her away.

Doris held back.
"Wait, Mrs. Sampson," she said, still snuffling a bit, "it doesn't

really hurt that bad, and I think we can fix it here..."
"Posh, child! You don't know what you're saying. Now..."
"Please, Mrs. Sampson, calm down a bit," said Toms, also get-
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ting to his feet. "The situation is entirely under control, and it's im-
portant that we do what we're doing here, so that if more serious
situations come along, we, or more importantly the children, if no
adults are around, are at least somewhat prepared to deal with
them in a calm and useful way. I ..."

"No, Mr. Tom, YOU calm down!" interrupted Mrs. Sampson,
getting a bit excited, "I will NOT stand around having theoretical
discussions while a child is in pain and needs medical attention!
I..."

"Please, Mrs. Sampson!" it was Doris speaking this time, a bit
louder after a nose-clearing sniff, as the heads of the surrounding
children - and More and Thoreau and myself - swivelled from one
to another speaker, "I don't like to argue with teachers, but we've
talked about these things before, and now is a real time to do what
we talked about - I'm maybe just a kid, but I have some rights too.
Anyway, I know you're just trying to help, and thank you too, but
the pain isn't too bad, like I said, and I think if we just go to the
school clinic and see Mr Leslie he'll be able to fix it up fine! He's a
good trained health worker, and if he thinks I need to go to Hunter
River or Charlottetown, I will. But let's go now, ok?" she finished,
pulling free from Mrs. Sampson's grasp, and looking up at Mr Toms,
"It does hurt a bit, and I would like to get it fixed!"

Ada Sampson looked grimly at Toms, and then over at me,
reluctant to stand down from what I think she really believed was
her duty, and the right thing to do - which, of course, in an earlier
time, it would have been.

"Ada," I said, stepping forward, "Please - we've been over this
sort of thing before as Doris has said - I know you think the old
ways are better, but just look and exercise some of your fabled calm-
ness - there is no real emergency here, nobody is dying or about to,
the girl is hurt but things are under control and she does have a
right to participate in her own treatment, and I think you can see
that yourself. And she's not what we used to call 'a child' but a
young adult, a young, growing human being and citizen of Green
Island with a right to a voice in what happens to her. This is exactly
what we are trying to do here, encourage people to be as responsi-
ble for themselves as they can be, at the earliest age, with the help
of those around them - when we let experts be in charge of every-
thing, and depend on them for everything, and normal citizens for-



480 Green Island Book I:  Greenways

get how to speak for themselves - well, the whole mess that is the
modern world is the result. Our way IS better, Ada - and I think
you know that. You know that Doris will get good care right here
at Basic School, and will be monitored ably and carefully and
quickly, and should there be any sign, any sign at all, of more seri-
ous problems, she will be taken to the Hunter River Center or even
Charlottetown for medical treatment as good as she could get any-
where in the country - but I don't think any of that will be neces-
sary, by the looks of things."

As I spoke to Ada, I could see the other children and Toms
beginning to walk with Doris up the slight incline towards the main
building, a couple of the children running on ahead to alert the
health worker - not a fully trained doctor, but more of a nurse-
triage specialist such as we had seen in Charlottetown the day be-
fore with Henry, qualified to do basic medical evaluations and sim-
ple procedures - that Doris was coming. One of the children said
something, and I could hear Doris give a small wet laugh as she
leaned her head over and rubbed her friend's shoulder with it, her
hands being otherwise occupied.

Ada looked as well at this sound and touching brief scenario,
and I could see her relenting, not really having anything to point to
to validate her position when even the 'victim' she was trying to
speak for did not want her type of help.

She looked back at me with a sigh, and a small smile. "Yes,
Stephen, I guess I do know you are right. But I care for the children
so much - they are so precious - and yes, I will admit too, that for
the last couple of years here they seem to have been ever so much
brighter, and aware, and able, and happy and less troublesome
and more looking out for each other in every way than they used
to be. But I was teaching for many, many years before all of this
started, you know, and the old ways do die hard."

I reached out my arms to her, inviting. "They are very, very,
very precious to us too, Ada, I think you know that, and really, at
the bottom, we want the same thing for them, I think, an excellent
life - I just think that our way is much more likely to result in that
excellent life than the older ways. Friends?" I asked.

She looked at me for a second, then stepped forward, giving
me a brief hug, then stepping back, again smiling.

"Oh, yes, Stephen," she said, "friends. I do know you're doing
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some good things. My goodness," she said, looking back towards
the other side of the schoolyard, "my Kung-fu-ers will be wonder-
ing where I am - I may even have to show Mr Caine a thing or two
now if he's cross! I'd better get back to them!"

And off she rushed, skirts flapping. More was watching her
with a small bemused smile, and as I looked to Thoreau, I could
see him busy scribbling once again in his journal.

“Well!” exclaimed More, as we sat around a small table back
at the Hunter River GRIS-RT point coffee shop a couple of hours
later sipping on various beverages while waiting for the GRIS-RT-
(EX) to Alberton, “that was indeed a most interesting afternoon!
Are all of your children so able, then?”

"Well, that is what we are aiming for, certainly. I am not really
sure you fully appreciate what you were seeing, though, if my rec-
ollection of earlier times is correct. That is to say, in those times,
before our 'modern' age, it is true, is it not, that young people of 12
or 14 years, or even younger, were often assuming quite adult roles
- leaving their homes, getting married, and so on whilst still teen-
agers - "

"Yes, that is of course the way of things, people do as they can,
of course, and the young are usually eager to become adults - "

"But you see, in the modern world, young people are forced
into schools - not schools like you saw today, but much more re-
strictive ones! - and the aim of the education system is to keep them
behaving and thinking like dependent children well into their late
teens, and even in many cases early 20s. It - "

"Oh bosh!" interjected Thoreau, a look of surprise on his face,
"humans are fully grown, in both mind and body, by mid-teens at
latest, and would not stand for being treated like children for so
long! They may lack wisdom, but they are certainly fully formed
adults! They may carry on education for longer than that, for higher
education in universities, but as adults, not children!"

"Oh, but they do, they do, Henry," I answered, something of a
sad smile on my face, "If you start the training young enough, and
are forceful enough with it, you can train almost anyone to do any-
thing. Children now are forced to remain in school, under the very
strict control of their teachers, until they are 16 - and many places
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are even raising that age of compulsory ‘schooling’ to 18 now."
"But the children we saw today are independent and autono-

mous, and quite able to think for themselves..."
"Yes, and I am very happy that you saw that - but you will

have to take my word, for now at least, that this is very much a
new thing, and one of the things the people who do not approve of
what we are doing are most opposed to! You saw Ada, a very nice
woman, a very able teacher in some ways, but it is completely in-
grained in her that children are children, and can not, must not be
allowed to!, think for themselves about anything, but receive in-
structions from the nearest 'adult' in everything they do. She is com-
ing around to our way of thinking, as you say, but her training to
keep children dependent as long as possible is very much the norm
in schools nowadays."

"Yes, we saw that too, but you and the children seemed to be
having none of it ..."

"Which proves, at least to me, that our way is the right way,
that people of this age want to, and are very capable of, making
decisions about most things for themselves, with older people
around for guidance in some cases, but allowed to proceed to full
autonomy at the earliest moments of their lives - with guidance, of
course, but still allowed to make their own decisions as much as
possible."

"But I still don't quite understand why the other schools you
speak of would want to keep them in this dependent state you talk
about..."

"Well, it is all part of a much bigger plan, in my opinion, and
that of many others, to allow a small group of people to completely
control our society. To achieve such control, in this modern age of
fairly well educated people and widespread communications, they
require two main things - a population the great mass of whom are
susceptible to such control, and who are used to going somewhere
each day and being told what to do by some superior person - and
believing what they are told, so they will not think to question some
things that are quite obviously not what they are told they are, quite
obvious to the un-indoctrinated mind, at any rate. And that is what
this forced schooling - along with media collusion and the mind-
deadening effect of many hours of television each day - is designed
to achieve. And if you look around most of the western world, it is
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a very effective plan."
"Well, that sounds like quite a monstrous conspiracy, if I do

say so myself.."
"Oh, it is indeed, and a very effective one - most people in the

western world have no idea they have been indoctrinated to the
extent that they have, and they reject out-of-hand any ideas to the
contrary, and send their children off to school to get their own in-
doctrination, and then look at the problems in their countries and
have no idea what to do about them. We have succeeded here in
Green Island against massive odds, I think, although there are many
around still like Ada Sampson who see daily our successes, and
yet resist the changes that are giving us those successes, their in-
doctrination is so very deep and strong. And - "

"Is that you, Mr Bigelow, Sir?" a voice suddenly interrupted
us, "I was just talking with Ms Hill from the school, and she said
she thought you had just visited her school and might be at the
station here waiting to go west somewhere - and I recalled seeing
your message on the AGORA-ZEP string last night about wonder-
ing what the schedule was and if there was any chance you might
find some seats for a small but special group of people you were
showing around the Island this week - and - well, if you are still
interested, we have a Zep coming in in about 10 minutes which
will be continuing on to Alberton.... "

I had looked around as the short speech was given, and seen
actually a middle-aged couple, of whom the woman was speaking
and the man looking from her to us, nodding his head occasionally
in agreement, and smiling with her as she finally ran down. They
were a mostly normal couple, although their reddish longish hair,
windblown, and granny spectacles gave them a slightly odd ap-
pearance.

"Oh, we're the Snepples," said the woman with a smile, "This is
my hubbie Harry - "

" - and this is my happy Helen," finished the man, in what was
apparently a somewhat rehearsed speech, finishing with a flour-
ish, a smile and a short bow -

"We manage the Hunter River Zeppelin Field," resumed the
woman, "and we have the one I told you about landing in about
ten minutes, as I said, and if you want to take your friends on a
beautiful trip on a beautiful day, we have just been informed that
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there are, or will be, 4 available seats, we are not quite sure why,
but if you want them.... "

"Why, yes, that would be wonderful, and thank you very much
for, well, first reading the message, and then managing to find out
I was here - quite a coincidence, but then that's a serendipity kind
of thing too, I suppose, that happens if you are open to it and we
try to be here - " I said this last to my guests - "But we were plan-
ning on going to O'Leary for a council meeting - just let me see a
second if there is anything going on in Alberton .... or I suppose of
course we could just catch a bus or something there if we had to... "

"Oh, that's ok, Mr Bigelow," the man spoke this time, "If it's a
council meeting you're looking for, Alberton is just the place for
you - I have a sister in Alberton, and she's been talking about a
council meeting tonight - some big things, by the sounds of it, about
the fishing, you know, which is always a point of contention these
days .... starts at seven, I think, and the Zep should be there just a
few minutes before that, if there are no problems, which of course
there never are, and the weather is as Helen said beautiful today..."

"Ah, here she comes now!" said the man called Harry, point-
ing off to the southeast, back sort of Charlottetown direction. We
followed his pointing arm, and there indeed was a Green Zep ap-
pearing from behind some trees, only a couple of hundred feet from
the ground and slowly making its way in for a landing. I had read
of the Hunter River Zeppelin Field, but never actually been to it
yet, a couple of miles south of the town - the landing areas had to
be well clear of any larger population centers, just in case one of the
behemoths had any problems. At up to a couple of hundred yards
in length, as future ones were planned to be, and 60-80 feet in height,
they could do a lot of damage if they ever came down on a village
somewhere. We certainly anticipated no accidents, as our safety
features had been well planned, but safety was always the para-
mount consideration.

More and Thoreau were watching the approaching zeppelin
with great interest.

"Ride on, or in, that?" More asked, eyebrows raised.
"Absolutely marvelous!" answered Thoreau, with a grin, "What

are we waiting for?"
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Chapter 23

The Box

Educating the masses was intended only to improve the rela-
tionship between the top and the bottom of society. Not for chang-
ing the nature of the relationship.

- John Ralston Saul

====================

They paved Paradise, and put up a parking lot ...
- Joni

====================

- and with suitable prompting by the media, all the people
oohed and aahed and said "Look at the Emperor's Wonderful New
Garden!!”

====================

It is impossible to soar like an eagle if you are surrounded by
turkeys..

- Anon

====================

Until they become conscious they will
never rebel, and until after they they have
rebelled they cannot become conscious
- the George, who else
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In the end we will have had enough of cynicism and skepticism
and humbug and we shall want to live more musically.

- Vincent van Gogh

====================

Dear Ms Forrest,
I was very, very interested in your talk yesterday at the Athenia

ESCS Great Hall, inspired, really, as you talked about so many
things that I had sort of dimly been beginning to realise after spend-
ing a few weeks here and talking with the people on Green Island,
and reading a great deal of the material available on the AGORA. I
hope you will accept my application to attend Athenia. I am en-
closing a sort of introduction to some ideas that have been growing
on me over the last few weeks while I've been visiting Green Island
and talking with many people and doing a LOT of thinking, and
these I guess in connection with your talk sparked a sort of epiphany
and I feel my mind and spirit are in a whole new world now and
it's been like a nova going off in my brain and I haven't been able to
stop writing and thinking about everything, and I want to take a
couple of years and do the work to document and expand on all of
these ideas.

Please let me know if you think I am starting off on the right
path, if the ideas are sort of going in the right direction ... The whole
thesis will probably be called 'The Box' or something along those
lines, but I have a sort of 'commercial' title that I kind of like too -
'Sure it's a pretty nice farm - but don't confuse being a cow with
being the farmer' - I know it's a bit long and maybe not very 'seri-
ously academic', but it seems to summarize almost everything about
life in The Box, and I have noticed that you are not so 'serious seri-
ous' about things here - you're kind of serious where serious is ac-
tually called for, in the sense of being truthful and factual about
important things, but not serious just for the sake of being serious,
or something like that - a lot of 'seriousness' in the box world is
there for nothing more than to stop people from getting closer to
the truth, or for trying to give old institutions or things that conceal
the truth some 'gravitas'. We have to pretend, for instance, our
elected MPs and stuff are honorable people to be accorded all re-
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spect!!!! - no matter how obviously they are lying, or how stupid
they obviously are. Like a certain 'president' to the south of us. Or
that the Canadian media are actually honestly trying to do a good
job for us, and all the 'journalists' do their very best for we people,
no matter how blatantly they spin and lie about things, or don't
talk about other things. Actually, this was part of what opened my
eyes to the whole box thing - once I learned the truth about a few
things, like the big money supply scam in Canada, and then real-
ised the media never talked about this, but at least the upper level
people had to understand this - well, it was a Eureka!! moment, as
the guy in the bathtub might have said. And everything else fol-
lowed from there - it doesn't matter which light switch you turn
on, once the lights are on, a lot of stuff becomes pretty obvious.
What is less obvious is why so few people understand what is hap-
pening to them in Canada - I think this will be the second part of
the thesis.

I met your husband, Mr Bigelow, a few days ago also, out at
Georgetown - I was really impressed with him too, the way every-
one looked up to him, yet how natural he was with everyone - re-
ally, you are all just the kind of people I want to be part of - the
kind they are supposed to have in Canada, but when you scratch
the surface with politicians or many other leader-types there you
find lies and insincerity and greed and all the other bad stuff (there's
a lot of good people too, of course - but they don't run the place,
and they don't want to talk much about the two-faced sorts who
do, for some reason). Here, well, I started with cynicism and disbe-
lief, thinking you'd just be more of the same, being a part of Canada
and all of course, but now I see that you all seem to be real, and this
Green Island really is a new way of doing things - a way that I like
very much, and want to be part of. I've already thought of a title for
the book I will write later about my road to PEI - sorry!! Green
Island - "The Road to Damascus Passed Through Green Island" -

Virgil Paul (the name I have taken for my new existence here
on Green Island, signifying in a way the epiphany I have gone
through, I hope you don't think me too pretentious for doing this...)

====================
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Dear Virgil,
I've looked over your proposal, and it looks like a great idea

and a good start, it's the kind of study we've needed for awhile but
for some reason noone has got around to yet - maybe the karma
has been waiting for you like you've been waiting for us!

I think we'd be happy to have you, set up an appointment with
the department secretary in a week or so, and I'll get a couple of
others and we'll talk about where you're at then - you sound ok
now, but sometimes people get amazingly enthusiastic about some-
thing like you are here, and then for one reason or another cool off
in a few days (you don't really sound like that - I was just mention-
ing it, it has happened a couple of times). A couple of things off the
top of my head for you to throw in your mixer - remember, the box
is not homogenous, we are not all equal cows, it is in every way
like a small and more or less complete world of its own, where the
inhabitants can rise to the upper levels and live well or sink to the
lowest and die of disease and poverty - and all of the struggles we
go through are real enough, our goals and dreams and struggles
and successes or failures real enough, the sandbox or farmyard
analogies are just that, analogies, and do not reflect the reality thor-
oughly or the multi-layered complexity of the modern situation -
many, or most, people do live real lives within the box, never real-
ising that they are in a controlled environment.

This of course again works to the advantage of the controllers
of the box. Many or most people are quite alright with this, they
have fallen victim 100% to the years of indoctrination - lifelong,
really - bombarding them from everywhere and really think their
lives are lived in the 'real' world, and they have no ideas or dreams
that extend beyond the box and are no more aware of the box than
your average cow is aware of the greater world beyond her barn
and field, and can and many do live happy and full lives in this
box, as a well-treated farm animal seems to live a happy enough
life, as long as their dreams and desires are limited enough, their
vision constrained enough, their inclination to ask ‘why’ having
never awoken.

And like your average cow looking around her field, the aver-
age Boxian will look at you as if YOU'RE the one out of touch with
reality when you try to explain this concept to them. In modern
Canada, the box is only a problem to those of us who raise our
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heads a bit from the life of grass cropping and the milking routine
and open our eyes a bit and see a more distant shore, who see the
box and have some understanding that we are being held in chains
in many ways, and want the freedom to go further, to look for
whatever lies beyond this box, to get rid of the overlords who treat
us all like expendable plastic toys of no value and steal and de-
grade our lives at the merest whim .... but first we have to find a
way out of it, which involves waking a whole lot of people up to
the real situation, and the controllers are quite adamant that no
cows get out of the field which means doing all they can to stop
them learning about the real situation.

You or I or any other individual will never do this alone - only
a great, knowing and concerted WE will ever be successful with
tearing down the walls of the box, which is what we are trying to
start or perhaps be a catalyst for here. Read up on Kuhn's 'para-
digm shift' if you're not familiar with it, it's the kind of 'societal
mind' shift we need to accomplish, like an iceberg tipping over, it's
all such a huge thing, and our efforts seem totally fruitless, until
one day that proverbial straw arrives, and the whole things goes.

Think it through carefully, Virgil, when that berg tips, although
the end result may be better, there's going to be a hell of a lot of
disruption for awhile too, a lot of things in the air that are going to
come down god only knows where - including those who currently
run our society who are not going to slink quietly off into the good
night somewhere, but will try to land on top again, as that is the
place they are used to, which they have occupied for many centu-
ries overall, if not forever. Sorry for all those mixed metaphors -
rewriting keeps me busy when I do my own papers, believe me! -
Good luck, Virgil, welcome aboard if you stay (I think you will,
you have taken the major steps to opening your eyes and accepting
the truth already, and one does not really go back once you've gotten
through that door, anymore than the adult goes back to believing
in santa claus), it's a tough row at times, as my Mom used to say,
but the rewards of freedom and knowledge and feeling good about
your life are well worth it

- Brittany

(PS - and never lose sight of an important old piece of wisdom
- it's not so much the goal that counts as the journey - don't let
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yourself get discouraged when you meet what seems like an end-
less and hugely deep well of resistance when you talk to folks back
home - this is part of your journey and your learning, and it will all
make you stronger and wiser as you deal with it.)

====================

THE BOX: A Study of the Hidden Superstructure of Modern
Western so-called Democracies

(Sure it's a pretty nice farm - but don't confuse being a cow with
being the farmer)

Introductory proposal for a PhD thesis by Virgil Paul
submitted to Athenia University Department of Sociology

What is the Box?

"The Box" is a metaphorical construct to help one envisage a
rather complex situational matrix in a simple framework.

"The Box" refers to metaphorical walls within which most citi-
zens in our Canadian democracy live. The same box analogy could
be applied to most countries in the modern world in one form or
another - the particulars differ, but the underlying rationale remains
the same in all cases - the control of the majority of people by a
minority, with the majority working to create the wealth of a coun-
try, which the minority control. Many have wanted power and
wealth throughout human history, some few have always attained
that dream.

These rulers have controlled 'the masses' in one way or an-
other for most of known history, but the innovation with the Box(es)
of the last century is that the people are generally unaware that
they actually have behind-the-scenes 'rulers' who are unaccount-
able for their actions yet exercise decisive influence in major policy
and social areas over the actual way the country is run. In modern
western countries, the people fought for centuries to reduce the
omnipotent power of 'the king', and eventually a certain compro-
mise was reached called 'democracy', based on 'the rule of law',
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which the people were allowed to believe meant that they actually
controlled their countries through the 'representatives' they elected,
and all citizens, rich and poor, were subject to the same laws. This
was an intentional ploy by the rulers to get the people to accept the
way things were, whilst still being effectively ruled. When the rul-
ers are obvious, and hated, such as in dictatorships or unpopular
monarchies, the people plot and clamour for a more 'democratic'
form of government, and the overt rulers are apt to be deposed and
probably hanged when a popular and powerful people's leader
manages to organise a successful revolution - but when the people
already believe they have 'democracy', they might grumble, but
the rulers remain secure if they are behind the scenes and the peo-
ple believe their only problem is electing poor governments.

This is 'the box' - those who actually control the major direc-
tion of our country operate outside the box, the people exist inside
the box with their 'democratically' elected governments. The peo-
ple can toss the Liberals and elect the Conservatives at any given
election - but when any meaningful decisions of either 'party' are
actually dictated from outside the box by the true rulers, it makes
little difference. The parties do have superficial differences and con-
siderable motivation to make the charade believable (winners' perks
following an election are much better than losers' perks, for those
at the upper levels who understand the true nature of the farce),
and engage in great mock debates about various issues, but it will
be obvious to anyone who has studied Canadian history for the
last 30 years that both parties have been pursuing a corporate
agenda, and the wishes of the people have meant nothing mean-
ingful at all.

The maintenance of this great lie of democracy obviously re-
quires the support of the media, and control of the education sys-
tem - consolidating this support is what has been happening over
the last 30 years or so, the time called 'the neocon reactionary revo-
lution' in Mr Bigelow's earlier paper.

Not everyone in the media, or the education system, or other
societal institutions that form the box such as religious people or
lower level politicians understand what they are doing - many mid-
level journalists or teachers or MLAs must actually believe in what
they are doing, and have no idea of the greater god they serve - this
is a strength of the box. Those at the upper levels must, of course,
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be aware of the greater game they play - and do so willingly, be-
cause for the senior box mandarins life is much better than for the
lower level workers. And these senior mandarins play the impor-
tant role of making sure that noone who understands what is hap-
pening gets to positions of influence in box maintenance roles such
as teachers or journalists or lower level government elected repre-
sentatives. This would not be very difficult to do, once control of
the media is solidified, for anyone wishing to speak out about the
true rulers of the country, the farcical nature of the 'democracy',
will simply be denied a forum for his or her opinions, and to the
extent they use alternative media to spread such ideas, can be ridi-
culed at any necessary length from the mainstream media which
most people have been trained to rely on as honest and telling eve-
ryone all they need to know.

Well, that should be enough for now - obviously a great deal
of fleshing out is needed to demonstrate some of these rather shock-
ing allegations about some of the bedrock ideas most people have
about their country and lives - but it seems, after my talks with
many people here, that the country is at a cusp of some sort, and
what happens over the next few years really is going to determine
if we progress into a better and better future for 'We the People', or
if we continue on the course we appear to have been on for the last
30 years or so, a course which is leading very inevitably to a new
feudalism, where you have a handful of educated and powerful
rulers leading lives of luxury, and a great mass of serf-like, unedu-
cated peasants manning the assembly lines that provide the wealth
for the rulers.

I want to contribute to that awakening of the people, to that
positive (for us!!!) vision of the future that we are so close, it seems,
to losing forever.

That vision that you have found here on Green Island, but that
it seems people in other western countries have missed somehow,
and are teetering at the edge of a great abyss, that once fallen into
they will never be able to get out from, if the true nature of this Box
is as I believe it to be.

Virgil

====================
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No problem can be solved by the same consciousness that cre-
ated it. We need to see the world anew.

- Albert Einstein

====================

The faithful witness, like Socrates, Voltaire, and Swift and
Christ himself, is at his best when he is questioning and clarifying
and avoiding the specialist’s obsession with solution. He betrays
society when he is silent… He is true to himself and to people when
his clarity causes disquiet.

- John Ralston Saul

====================

Do not go where the path may lead; go instead where there is
no path and leave a trail.

- Ralph Waldo Emerson

====================

I know of no other safe depository of the ultimate power of
society but the people themselves and if we think ( the people) not
enlightened enough to exercise that control with a wholesome dis-
cretion the remedy is not to take it from them , but to inform their
discretion by education.

- Thomas Jefferson

====================

You may feel like a voice in the wilderness, but it is your voice
we are waiting to hear… you are the determining factor.

- Neale Donald Walsh

====================

The most potent force for change …is the growing recognition
of millions of adults that their own impoverishment came, in a large
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measure, from their schooling.
- Marilyn Ferguson

====================

To arrive at the simplest truth requires years of contempla-
tion.

- Isaac Newton

====================

We don’t have to make human beings smart. They are born
smart. All we have to do is stop doing things that make them stu-
pid.

- John Holt

====================

I'm trying to free your mind, Neo. But I can only show you the
door. You're the one who must walk through it...

- Morpheus

====================

(A couple of early comments from Virgil’s AGORA page on ‘The
Box’)

Yea But - the problem with your thesis is, that Canada really is
a great country - it's only a few malcontents (like yourself) who are
too lazy to work doing all the bitching, it seems to me .....

Two points here: 1) The thing is, Canada was once a great coun-
try, and looked to have a great future. As the corporate revolution
was instituted (check out **the paper by S Bigelow** from a few
years ago), it was a necessary part of the plan to maintain this be-
lief, whilst taking that great future away, and slowly chipping away
at what gains the people had made the previous decades - at least,
for most of us - the plan was to make the future great for the rulers,
of course, the elite who actually ruled the country, but that meant
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making the future considerably less great for the common people -
there is only a certain amount of real wealth in the country, and the
more the rulers take for themselves, the less there is for the rest of
us to share around. And that has been happening - look around
you, the crumbling health care system and infrastructure and edu-
cation system and many other things, the increased violence and
stress in our society, the dumbing down movement, the increasing
world insecurity. Certainly you could argue that the increased prob-
lems in the world are causes of the increased problems in Canada -
or you could argue the other way - the taking over of our society by
the reactionary forces of the rightwing wannabe emperors have
caused the problems (as I explain in the thesis, this has been hap-
pening all over the west, ‘coming out’ as it were with Reagan and
Thatcher, and then Mulroney in Canada, although starting in the
decade or so prior to these leaders).

and 2) You need to remember also that for a few people at the
top, sure it's a great country, they don't lie when you tell you this. If
you are one of the 5% or so at the top of the social-income scale,
you have no complaints at all, it really is a great place, safe with
lots of toys and entertainment available if you have the money, no
work drudgery, no money hassles, lots of interesting vacations, etc
and etc - the high-paid athletes or entertainment people, the media
personalities who run the tv and radio shows, the upper level poli-
ticians and business people, and so on. And who do you listen to
on the media? These people, of course, who have good lives, and
tell you about them, with all giving the idea that their wonderful
lives are sort of the norm here. But what if we heard a bit more on
the media from the actual majority whose lives are less good, and
for many or even most of them a great deal less good, a bit more
often?

And in useful context, of course! - that is to say, we do hear
regularly from people having trouble getting medical care these
days, but the spin is that the health care system is failing because of
incompetent socialist management in times when The Market
Rules!!, which is of course the message the neocon spin people want
you to believe as they deconstruct our society - but what if we heard
a bit more about how the medical system is stressed and failing
because the people who have taken over our government have very
intentionally defunded the medical system to the point of collapse,
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in order to reduce their personal tax contributions to our country
as they weaken our society overall, our ability to oppose them, and
that if taxes were restored to sustainable levels, then the medical
system could be functioning as it was always meant to - efficiently
and promptly as a modern world class health care system for all of
us? And what also of people we never hear from on the radio or tv
- for instance, the millions of people taking some kind of mood-
altering drug because the stresses of modern life are just too much
to bear? There are far more of these people than wealthy hockey
players or tv stars in Canada, so why aren't they on the radio tell-
ing their stories more often, with socially aware people talking about
WHY they have these problems and what we can do to fix them?
Yes, I know we get a story once or twice a year about these people,
but we get feel-good stories from the well-paid radio hosts and
their privileged guests about how wonderful life is here every day,
every day, every day. You need to ask yourself if the view pre-
sented by the media is actually reflective of life as you know it - or
life as those running the box want everyone to pretend it is.

That's the Box in action.

====================

The aim of public education is not to spread enlightenment at
all, it is simply to reduce as many individuals as possible to the
same safe level, to breed a standard citizen, to put down dissent.

- H L Menken

====================

The first problem for all of us, men and woman, is not to learn,
but to unlearn.

- Gloria Steinem
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Chapter 24

The One VI

A
s The One finished His/er questions, and Shurbullie sat
weeping, again unallowed to cover his face to hide his
shame exposed for the world to see, and share the shame

for the role they had all played in allowing this minor soulless mon-
key-monster to take power in the world's most powerful country
and run amok for so long, the white noise effect began to cloud the
rending area again, and suddenly Shurbullie just seemed to spin
away into the distance, his tears flashing away in the great void like
freezing rain blowing past a streetlight in a high wind at night on a
deserted street in your town.

One of those tears did a flip, started whirling and spinning and
dancing in the void, growing rapidly until there was a vision of Jus-
tice floating back the other way, and for a second as she sped by we
could see her turning her covered eyes in the direction of the bal-
ance. A small dark figure with the silhouette of Shurbullie was now
seen on the tray with the Faro and the priests of many colors and the
black icon, and the scales tipped noticeably to that side. A small
reddish tear could be seen slipping from under the blindfold of Jus-
tice as the great Eye in the Sword opened briefly, impassively, look-
ing directly into the heart of everyone in the court room once again,
leaving an uneasy feeling of shame at these things that had been
done in our name, with little protest from most, and perhaps a small
measure of fear of justful retribution in its wake.

There was to be no 'poor victim earthlings let me help you' sce-

Give me control of a nation’s money
and I care not who makes her laws.
- Mayer Amschel Rothschild
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nario here, we felt - more of a 'how in the hell could you have sat by
so quietly for so long and let these monstrosities occur if you're not
monsters yourselves?!?!?!' situation developing. If we had not rec-
ognized it before, we were helped along the way a bit - in every one
of the horrendous killing scenes, it was not the leaders doing the
killing, it was the common people - there were few leaders and many
servants. Were the servants to be allowed to slip through the net
saying they were just following orders or something? We were get-
ting the message that it was not going to be quite that easy.

And then She was gone again.

Shield
Shurbullie was gone, a flashing trail of tears and wails follow-

ing him spinning into the depths of nowhere where he surely be-
longed for all time, his intentional, scornful evil deeds far far be-
yond the bounds of any compassion or excuse. Still, for all his stat-
ure in the modern world of lies and shadows and pretension and
television, the One sure hadn't kept him on the stand for long. But I
suppose there wasn't much else to tell beyond variations on a theme
- the evil was widespread and deep and stretching back far in time,
but every place you scratched it you found the same things - lies
and greed and stupidity oozing out like putrid puss from a gangre-
nous wound, with one huge audience of blind sheep with their heads
up each other's asses pretending it was a fine sunny day and an-
other group, equally blind, swinging swords and firing guns and
dropping bombs and killing everything in sight at the behest of a
small group of sheep with wolflike fangs standing behind them all,
laughing at the pain and screams. The banality of evil indeed. Al-
though the deeds were terrible, there was little of interest about those
who perpetrated them, although a trip through the psychology of
such minds might be of use some day in trying to understand our
history and psychology better, with the object of doing something
about it all - maybe I'd suggest it to the neuroshrinks at Athenia,
who were on the cutting edge of most things these days. With suffi-
cient protection of course - nobody knew how contagious this stuff
was, but it was certainly widespread so precautions would certainly
be in order.

There wasn't much transition time after Shurbullie popped out
and in. The One turned his/er head skywards, as if thinking or look-
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ing for guidance or just stretching tired neck muscles and taking a
breather, lifting a large hand to comb through the beard a few times,
but only for a moment or two. C/Korporate Americ/ka would surely
have disapproved - not even time for a flurry of commercials, alert-
ing everyone to what was really important in their lives, sandwich-
ing the infotainment provided to attract their attention for those with
things to sell. As Shurbullie suddenly, and somewhat unexpectedly,
given how we had just seen him a few seconds ago, reappeared in
his seat amongst the suits (a rather noticeable gap appearing be-
tween him and the other suits, alone in every way now, although I
noticed as some motion attracted a glance over the next few minutes
the gap closed again, bits of whispering taking place - fish swim and
plotters plot, I suppose, and leopards don't change their spots, if
that’s not too insulting to leopards), there was a subdued but im-
pressive flurry of activity as the Void did some spinning white noise
variations with the flashing Tao spheres, and as the snowstorm-like
confusion cleared -

- taking Shurbullie's place in the rendering area was a slim, eld-
erly sort of man, the very definition of 'class' as we understood it in
the west at least from the pervasive 'high society industry' from the
tips of his gleaming black shoes to his thinning but perfectly groomed
short white hair and his red accessories, tie, handkerchief, Astairian
walking stick, although he wouldn’t be doing much dancing today,
blood-red ruby ring on the little finger of his left hand. I thought I
had seen him in the area where the 'defendants' were located, and
sure enough there was an empty seat at one of the tables. In the
rendering, he was apparently some hundreds of miles above the Earth
- like one of the awe-inspiring early Apollo pictures, we could see
the stunningly beautiful blue-green planet revolving slowly below
him, blue water and white clouds dominating this vision of our home
world. The One seemed not to operate at random - I wondered what
the significance of this scenario was. We were not long in getting the
picture.

And the One was up to something different too - instead of the
great ethereal godlike presence, s/he had assumed the shape of a
modern businessperson, a female dressed in a sharp male-style busi-
ness suit, and the scenario reminiscent of a courtroom - although we
could see no other people, where the new witness sat had all the
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appearance of a witness stand, expensive wood, railing around the
box, little gate in front - and the One paced back and forth in front of
this stand as s/he asked his/er questions.

The One spoke; the new witness met his/er glance calmly, ob-
viously not that awed, which said something about his own pres-
ence, as if his entire bearing was not enough.

"Mr Midas Shield. President of the Board of Directors of Shield
International Holdings and various other banking and corporate in-
terests, notably in the so-called media and defence industries of your
world. You or one of your compatriots host the Davos Forum and
Bilderberger meetings each year, and quite a substantial number of
less-well publicized private meetings with high-level government
officials in many important countries. Your combined property and
financial holdings are, individually, the largest in the world."

A short pause. No reaction from the man identified as Shield,
beyond, after a few seconds, the slightest raising of the eyebrows,
evidently meaning something like, "And your point, then?"

"Mr Shield. I think you are intelligent enough to understand
my previous warnings about lies. I find having to prove I am seri-
ous about these prescripts a bit troublesome, but I expect you would
find them moreso. I hope I shall not need to pursue such a course
with you.

"So let us begin. I wish to briefly explore your role, as the titular
current head and representative of not only yourself but those who
preceded you and of whom you are the current exemplar, in the
dark lies that dominate this civilisation on the brink of disaster to-
day, and the role you have played in disseminating and enforcing
the belief in such lies. Many people lie, of course, but the greater the
earthly power of the liar, the greatear the impact of the lie, or lies,
and you, Mr Shield, are about as powerful as powerful gets in the
modern world, thus your lies have further reach than most others,
perhaps all others. Let us identify you as a Banker, as the previous
witness was a President, or Ruler, or 'decider' if you care for small
humors, and the one before him thought of himself, or at least wished
others to think of him as, a god. Kings and gods and bankers - the
great evil triumvirate of the modern world.”

I could see the man frown a bit at this last, eyes narrowing just
a bit, straightening a bit, becoming slightly more watchful.

"To establish your position - you and your compatriots regard
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the planet as pretty much belonging to you, do you not? The man
we just questioned briefly is one of your servants, is it not so?"

I had heard of this man called Shield, and his family and wealth,
but had never seen a picture before that I recalled, even with my
voracious reading over the years. All I had known was that he was
involved with international banking somehow - his family and bank-
ing went back hundreds of years, or something - unlike politicians
or movie stars there was never much in the media about people like
him. But it was obvious from the first he was some orders of intelli-
gence and erudition above the previous witness. And true power as
practiced in human societies as well.

"Well, we have wide-ranging interests, certainly," he answered,
quite coolly, not apparently bothered by either his location or the
One or the thinly veiled warning or the sanctions against untruths
we had all seen so recently, "but I think it would be somewhat of an
exaggeration to say 'we' regard the planet as 'ours' without being
considerably more precise as to whom you are actually referring.
Indeed, there is no actual 'we', you should be clear - those I am asso-
ciated with have certain places where our influence is, shall we say,
considerable - but there are many others who regard large sections
of 'the planet', as you put it, as theirs, you see, where any 'we' I
might be associated with do not have that much influence, at least
directly, at all. There is an ongoing interplay, changing from year to
year, from decade to decade, from century to century, as some hold-
ings weaken or other lesser players achieve a certain - ah - status
and enter the big game, and the small handful of truly powerful
interests around the world engage in an endless power struggle of
sorts at levels unknown to most of the peoples of the world, where
from time to time some fall and some prevail, and change happens.
But 'we', in the sense of those I am involved with personally, do
control significant parts of it all, yes. And that sad creature you just
finished with - well, one would hardly concern oneself with such
people even for cheap amusement, but yes, we have some signifi-
cant input into those who control his activities, who write his speeches
and formulate the policies he promotes. There are others as well."

"Would this area of, shall we say, primary influence, include
North America, Europe, and Australia, with some significant input
into parts of Asia, South America and Africa?"

A moment's silence. He seemed an astute man, and may have
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been considering his chances of getting away with a lie, and not
liking the odds. Or not. Perhaps he always measured his words care-
fully before speaking.

"Yes, that assessment would be approximately correct, although
please understand that there is considerable - ah - tension in some
places, as others wish to increase their already substantial power,
which would entail, of course, a reduction in the power of others,
which they, of course, resist emphatically - it is, as I said, a grand
game indeed, several orders above chess in terms of complexity -
and, of course, the consequences of poorly considered moves are
considerably more severe."

"And the rewards of winning considerably more appealing and
gratifying, no doubt. And how is this considerable influence prima-
rily exercised, Mr. Shield?"

"Well, that depends of course on who you are talking about. In
many lesser developed places which are of interest for various rea-
sons, we normally simply employ warlords of one type or another
as our agents, who rule through terror and violence, modes of con-
trol which are more in the background in developed countries, al-
though always available if necessary.  In other semi-developed coun-
tries we work through international organisations we control such
as the IMF or World Bank and other IFIs - International Financial
Institutions - they wish money for development, and access to mar-
kets, which we provide, for a price, of course.

“The more developed countries are controlled through the poli-
ticians we control - noone moves in the upper corridors of political
influence in our countries without our support, you know. And we
control, of course, through such people, the financial policies of these
countries, and thus the economies, through our 'high priests' in the
central banks and other places whom the people have been taught
to look up to as some sort of alchemists who must never be ques-
tioned, enforced by our economists, who we have encouraged to
turn a relatively simple counting exercise into a massively complex
shell game, all the better to discourage any attempts by the common
people to understand what we are doing - our power is currently
based, of course, not unlike the religious people with whom you
spoke previously, on belief in spirits of one type or another, spirits
of mammon whose ethereality could quickly be exposed if anyone
cared to do so, if truth and science had even half the following on
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this planet that myths and superstition do among the common peo-
ple. And at the bottom, these average people, of course, in a more
practical physical or macro-sense, are controlled quite directly
through money in various ways. We have, after many decades, gen-
erations, centuries, I suppose, of constantly grown and growing in-
fluence, created a society which is almost entirely dependent on this
fictional thing called Money, and after various enclosure movements
we have arranged it so that there are almost no holes or places left
where one who might wish to be free can hide from the necessity of
using money - and thus as the controllers of the money, the issuers
of most of it, we control pretty much everything else. Hardly rocket
science, as the saying goes, but most effective."

"Yes, I believe it was one of your forebears who made the rather
astute comment, 'Let me create the nation's money, and I care not
who the government is, I shall control them' or something to that
effect."

"Indeed. My Great Great Great, I think, Midas the two, the first
to have the Grand Vision, you see, to see beyond his city and even
country to a wider dream. He was a true visionary, and I think he
would have approved of what we have accomplished - he was un-
sure that his heirs would have his drive and persistence and dedica-
tion to the job at hand, but I think we have all done well, with one or
two small detours, and he would not entirely disapprove of our ac-
complishments today in the modern world."

"MmmHmmmm. But this idea of 'issuing the nation's money'
now - do not the people of most countries believe that their govern-
ments issue money, and banks are there simply as a safe place to
save their money, or to borrow if needed from the accumulated sav-
ings of those banks, or perform various other financial services?"

"Well, yes, of course they do - but then the people of most coun-
tries these days believe all sorts of nonsense - they believe what we
want them to believe, actually, in most cases, as we control all of the
major sources of information, from their schools through their news-
papers and the television shows they watch and the speeches of their
politicians and the words of the commentators who tell them about
the world they live in. If we wish them to believe certain things about
money, as others wish them to believe certain things about higher
powers, and others wish them to believe - well, various things - we
simply see to it that the means are in place to ensure they believe
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those things, with few questions - much of what they believe is, of
course, puffery and flimflam, and could easily be destroyed like the
bubbles of emptiness they are by intelligent people so determined
to do so - which we also prevent, of course.

“But as to your question, for our own purposes, we have taught
them in various ways to never think about the origins of money, but
merely to accept it as necessary in their lives, and controlled by other
forces which are never questioned, much as others have trained them
to never question the existence of their god, whichever one they have,
as the air they breathe around them, and engage in the petty games
we provide for them to distract and amuse them, to acquire a pit-
tance to survive on for themselves while creating the wealth for their
rulers. The bottom line is, of course, they have been trained not to
think about where the money comes from - and so they don’t. Our
influence, our control, is very solid at this time, much moreso than
in centuries past, or even earlier this century, when there was a much
higher degree of skepticism and intelligence among the people as a
whole."

"Yes, we'll look at the whole 'education' thing a bit more in a
short while. But the banks and the money that you use to control
everyone - how, briefly, have you attained this vast influence?"

The banking man pursed his lips for a few seconds, thinking.
"Well, how do you describe 500 years of plans and great games

briefly, the endless number of facets involved in the control of a
human society whilst keeping them thinking they control themselves,
like the most simple-minded hubristic teenager? Bring on a biolo-
gist, and ask her to describe the biology of a tree briefly!

“Money has always had power in our societies here on this
planet, as far as we know, although obviously written records for
most of our history are in short supply. But since the days when
some object that carried some wider agreed-on value began to re-
place simple barter, in whatever form, those who could do things to
make money prospered. And, of course, again we do not know for
certain, but from what we know of human behaviour and current
practices we can say with some confidence, those who were willing
and able to steal substantial amounts of that money in one way or
another prospered as long as they were physically powerful enough
to do so with impunity, or they were not caught or when their loot
became substantial enough to become a law unto itself, which money
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does, at a certain point."
"Yes," replied the One, "but I don't think we need to go into

millennia of speculation. Why don't you skip ahead to the time when
you can speak with a bit more certainty - the time, for instance, to
which your family has traced its entrance into this whole situation?"

"Yes. Well, again briefly, various of my ancestors, and some
number of their current compatriots - you mustn't think there has
been no struggle, as there has always been a struggle amongst those
who perceived the great game, as we call it, and vied for entry into
this most amusing of all human activities, and most rewarding, to
emerge from the nameless and numberless herd and become a true
leader - progressing from rather humble beginnings over several
generations. In the beginning of course, for my family, well as far as
we have found, we go to a time when the western world was di-
vided into various rather primitive and violent local fiefdoms and
kingdoms, long after the fall of the great Roman Empire, in the days
to which you might trace the roots of the nation-states of Europe
that were slowly developing. Well, the nobles and kings who wished
to wage war on each other required money to pay their soldiers and
for supplies and so on - the ‘money’ at this time was, of course, usu-
ally primitive coins of precious metals, or other valuables such as
jewelry and golden goblets and suchlike - and my ancestors had
managed through business dealings of various sorts to accumulate
extra money which they would loan to the nobles, with good assur-
ances of sufficient interest with the paybacks to ensure a good profit,
thus further increasing their wealth.

“And others wished to borrow money for various purposes, of
course, and did, and the interest flowed to the coffers. You might
wonder that the violent, armed would-be kings or nobles did not
simply kill the gold-holders such as my ancestors and take what
they wanted, but my forebears were not simpleminded men and
were naturally well aware of this possibility and hired men of vio-
lence of their own for protection - the king was all-powerful to the
peasants, but the nobility were not that far removed from him in
terms of their own power, in many cases, and the nobility included
those of sufficient wealth to be included in the higher circles. But I
think you can see, even that far back, that there were those who
would rule as the lower animals, through simple violence and fear,
and a somewhat more intelligent strain of human development,
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which saw ways to control people without direct violence, a di-
chotomy which still plays out around the world, although, of course,
the ultimate control will always be violence. Even today, but I get
ahead of myself and that perhaps is a different story, although one
almost as interesting as this one, I think, if I read your purposes here
today arightly.

"And then at some point around the same time - there's always
a synergy of effects and events involved in any great world-chang-
ing enterprise, I think - others who had also accumulated wealth, in
some smaller but still notable amounts, wished a safe place to store
that wealth since it was not great enough to command personal ar-
mies but great enough to be a serious temptation to certain people
with little regard for honest labour, and since my ancestors had safe
places - in the natural course of events, of course, others who may
have wished to pursue similar courses, but did not have sufficiently
safe places, had not long their wealth! - they accepted that money
for storage - with, of course, a small fee for their trouble. (Nowa-
days, of course, banks solicit deposits and pay interest rather than
charging a storage fee for safekeeping, but that was not the original
arrangement).

“All of this is simple enough, in the way of normal human in-
teractions in a complex society - but we note the cleverness of my
ancestors - people wished to borrow money, my ancestors profited,
people wished to give money to my ancestors to save, my ancestors
profited! - the hub of a very busy and profitable intersection. Some-
body inevitably had to occupy such a place, as money became more
commonly used, and then, again naturally, accumulated in certain
hands in sums much greater than those needed for the day to day
transactions of the peasants.

"But my ancestors also came up with a couple of notable sorts
of breakthroughs beginning back then as well - their own ‘eureka!’
moments, as it were. The first breakthrough moment is simple
enough for us to understand now, for we are familiar with it, but it
was quite revolutionary at the time. As more people required more
money, certain of these bankers started giving 'bank notes' rather
than the actual gold to the loanee. This was, as I said, quite a revolu-
tionary step, when you think of it - it took some time to sell the idea,
and there were growing pains as there are with every new endeavor,
but eventually these 'paper promises' came to be widely honored
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and accepted. And these bank notes were then passed from hand to
hand rather than large quantities of hard to move, and visible and
open to theft, gold or suchlike.

"And then, the truly revolutionary notion, the discovery of the
very keys to the kingdom, as it were - they got the idea, as bankers
will, that while they might have, let us say for the sake of a simple
figure, a thousand dollars worth of gold in their safekeeping, which
they had been loaning out prior to the bank note idea and thus could
never loan more than they had - BUT - but if they were issuing sim-
ple bank-notes, mere pieces of paper that supposedly represented
that gold, for those who owned that gold to trade among themselves
and others - why, what was to stop them from issuing more notes
than they had gold????

"Well - the answer, of course, is, there was nothing to stop them
at all, as long as they were sufficiently careful to keep what they
were doing quiet so the actual owners of the gold - both real and
secondary - didn't all come demanding things the banker didn't ac-
tually have, which might have been embarrassing or, in those days
of many swords and few sheriffs, somewhat more uncomfortable.

"And thus it all started - the whole business of creating money
from nothing, but charging interest on the self-created money the
same as the interest on the real gold-based money - and the poten-
tial for truly unbelievable profits, leading to equally unbelievable
power. The door to the universe was found and breached. And we
have never looked back. "

Shield seemed to be enjoying his brief foray into memory and
telling of the cleverness of those in his early family history, to judge
by the slight smile on his face, his leisured telling of the story. Over
the next few minutes he gave us a short tour of European history,
and the earliest forays into 'democracy', with parliaments populated
by and large by those who had formerly been the nobility, and how
the power of money had grown, and with it the power of the bank-
ers, as they assumed the role of national money-suppliers through
various corrupt politicians who were looking out more for their per-
sonal bank accounts than the common weal, as such people have
always done and continue to do to this day. And came to more re-
cent times, as the One directed the conversation back to modern
Canada and the modern world.

"But we are primarily concerned today with the case of this Green
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Island which has been the catalyst of our presence today, and how
other events relate to it, and have led us here today. You have told
us your version of how the 'democracies' developed, pseudo in na-
ture though they were and remain, so now let us look a bit at a pe-
riod of time in the 1970s, as they count time in this era, and the
country called Canada, where we can trace many of the roots of the
situation we are dealing with at this time."

"Well, you must understand first that in the world, now and at
that time, Canada was something of a backwater, of little impor-
tance to anyone except themselves, a pretty debutante perhaps on
the arm of her powerful protector to the south, but one whom stayed
in the dance hall when the men talked of important things behind
closed doors. But they were part of the general problem we faced,
and the solution applied. You see, after the Second World War - "

- Shield glanced up at the One to see if s/he understood the
reference, and saw no puzzlement so carried on -

" - after the War, the people in America, and Canada, and other
western countries, were considerably upset at the extent of the de-
struction they had been led into, and were demanding an end to
such things, and other improvements in their way of life, and it was
felt that as part of the experiment we and other elite houses were
conducting in the western countries at that time, the experiment of
control through propaganda with force as a secondary tool, rather
than the other way around as we were doing, or was being done I
might say as we were not in control of many such places yet, in
other places, it would be advisable to grant them some small things,
some pensions, increased living standards, better education and
health care, more open communications and media, things like that,
to keep the people from demanding even greater changes of a more
substantial nature.

“And also, to be honest, we ourselves were somewhat weak-
ened by the monster we had unleashed as well during the great strug-
gle and conflagration of the first half of the last century, although
we had opened various doors which would provide great profits
soon, and were spending time fighting with others in the grand game
and reconsolidating our positions, and did not want to get involved
in a confrontation we might well have lost with the peasantry, as it
were, such things can be quite unpleasant when allowed to get out
of control as various players have found over the years, so limited
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our involvement somewhat - a few important removals and distrac-
tions were all we really did, but it was enough to keep a generally
not-too intelligent bunch from going anywhere too dangerous, or
where we couldn't bring them all back from. You should have a talk
with the person who first saw that popular music could be used as a
marvelous weapon to control young people and turn them away
from true action, whilst thinking they were great revolutionaries! - a
brilliant, brilliant man. But not my story.

"Such corrections as happened in the 20 years or so following
the end of what is known as WWII have occurred various times in
history following periods of great disruption, such as the Black Death
period, or the Reformation period following the first wave of great
European wars, or the so-called industrial revolution which threw
great upheavals into the game. So we allowed the new common re-
formers to make some progress, but were back in charge by the later
1960s, by which time this 'democracy' thing was getting somewhat
out of hand, and the people were getting much too free and intelli-
gent overall, and expecting far too much for themselves.

“In a series of meetings involving leaders from all the western
countries (the real leaders, that is, not the politicians the rabble be-
lieve to be their leaders, who do as they are told or quickly become
former somethings), we agreed on a general strategy to roll back
this nascent 'actual' democracy that was threatening our - ah - 'pseudo'
democracy - the most natural of which was simply reducing the
money they had, upon which most of their freedom and recent ad-
vances had been based. It is no secret that people have a hierarchy of
needs to fulfill, and as long as they are having trouble fulfilling the
basic needs, such as food and shelter and minimal security for their
families, they won't have much time to get more educated and think
about higher needs, and they are much easier to control through
careful apportionment of such necessities, and getting them fight-
ing with one another over life’s basics rather than working together
in a common cause.

"So we simply attacked their money supply, which we control-
led anyway, so it wasn't too difficult to arrange. Given the level of
intelligence of the people - not great, but still high enough in many
after 20 years of more or less open education - we had to provide
believable excuses for our actions whilst still maintaining the demo-
cratic fiction that the people still controlled their countries - thus we
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formulated certain policies and undertook a massive propaganda
operation through the media, of which we also increased our con-
trol substantially during this time, as it was through that media that
so many ideas dangerous to us were disseminated, and we had un-
fortunately lost some control over them during this period. But no
ruler could allow his rule to be publicly undermined in such a way,
and we moved quickly to re-consolidate our control here.

"So to make a longer story short, we just started reducing the
income of the governments, which would include the Canadian one,
of course - I understand it was one of the more 'progressive' ones,
certainly moreso than our heartland in the USA. We started with a
reduction in tax income by staging a corporate protest which could
be sold to the people as improved competitiveness or some such
nonsense, and then started the government borrowing money from
our banks to make up the shortfalls rather than using their own banks
as they formerly had - and with a couple of interest rate manipula-
tions later on, ‘suddenly’ the governments found themselves pay-
ing huge amounts of their income in interest charges on these debts,
and telling the people they had been too greedy in the past like little
children, and they had to cut back, and so on. Laughable nonsense,
a scam of the first order, but few of the peasants understood that,
and of course our media would never give the people any useful
information along these lines - would indeed suppress the few who
saw through the scheme and wanted to wake up the people - ha!
wake up the people, what a laugh, like talking to cows. And we also
began the whole 'big government is bad!!!' movement then, which
the fools bought into hook, line and sinker, as the saying goes - their
only protection against we powerful who rule the world is a govern-
ment of their own to form a united front against us, but we con-
vinced them that such a thing was bad. Really. Fools all, as I said."

"But to go back just a bit, to your money creation, isn't that a
little, shall we say, counter-intuitive, Mr. Shield? Why would a sov-
ereign people not just print what money they needed themselves,
under appropriate safeguards and whatnot, rather than borrowing
from private banks and running up this huge debt?"

"Well, naturally, a sovereign people who had any idea what
they were doing would do just that." A thin little grin.

"Let's go into this money thing just a bit more right now. Surely
you do not personally print the bills and coins people carry in their
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pockets...?"
"Well, things are different in different countries, of course - we

manage the Federal Reserve in the United States on our own, al-
though many mistakenly think the government owns it, more of the
work of our media and so on, but in Canada the government retains
control of the ‘legal tender’ printing presses, having opted, I sup-
pose, for ‘good government’ at some time in the past rather than the
US model of the ‘right to the pursuit of happiness and liberty’ or
something, which those people have surely interpreted in ways not
everyone approves of. But the bills and coins most people are famil-
iar with, of course, represent no more than 2-3% of the money sup-
ply of most modern nations, including Canada. The rest is credit,
virtual money created at the sole pleasure of the banks - there used
to be some limits on that credit in those years following the Great
Crash of 29 and the depression, but as we undertook to consolidate
our power anew after around 1970 we even had those limits removed
- again, with no need to tell the people about it, who would not have
understood anyway. And credit, of course, carries interest payments
and debt to all. To the tune of trillions of dollars per year, even in a
relatively unimportant place like Canada. It costs us virtually noth-
ing to create most of this money, bits and bytes in computers - and
the interest we charge is pure profit. Considerable pure profit."

"Trillions. That's a lot of zeroes. But the people are taught that
when they borrow money from a bank, that money is simply the
savings of others, that the bank mediates into loans, and the interest
charged thereon is your fair profit against the interest they pay out
on the savings..."

"Heh heh. The people, as I have said before once or twice, be-
lieve many foolish things. Such transactions are a miniscule part of
our business, quite obviously, to anyone who has the faintest idea of
what money is all about."

"And the major part of your business?"
"Loans to governments, as I said before, and major consumer

things like mortgages, and big player speculation - it is inflationary
to run up the currency supply, but there are big gains to be made
during the resulting crashes, for those of us holding collateral. Again,
we have created the completely perverse fiction in the minds of the
people that governments punching some numbers into a computer
and creating their own circulating money is a bad thing but allow-
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ing banks to punch some numbers into a computer and then bor-
rowing the same amount of credit at interest is fine. These people
have been trained well to believe anything, apparently, if told it
enough times, by people they have been taught not to question. "

- and here we saw briefly floating through the Void some fig-
ures speaking - there was Shurbullie in a television address - "See, in
my line of work you got to keep repeating things over and over and
over again, to let the truth sink in - kind of like catapulting the propa-
ganda, if you see what I mean..."

- and a fattish sort of man in a Nazi uniform - "If you tell a lie
big enough and keep repeating it, people will eventually come to
believe it. The lie can be maintained only for such time as the State
can shield the people from the political, economic and/or military
consequences of the lie. It thus becomes vitally important for the
State to use all of its powers to repress dissent, for the truth is the
mortal enemy of the lie, and thus by extension, the truth is the great-
est enemy of the State."

- and back to our own speaker -
" .. so when the government faces a shortfall in the public ac-

counts for some reason," Shield continued, "such as reduced corpo-
rate taxes, rather than instructing their central bank to issue them
some credit, at zero interest, or simply create a reasonable amount
of money to provide for public works and the natural necessary in-
creases required in the national money supply, as any sovereign
people with any clue of good financial management would indeed
do, they now come to us, as instructed of course, and we simply
make a few entries of computer code and 'loan' them money, at prime
interest rates of course - noone is ever told that in this case we effec-
tively create the money, rather than the governments. Then for the
'work' of creating this money, for the taxing job of punching some
numbers into a computer, the people pay us back through their taxes,
year after year after year. Hahaha - it's quite wonderful. As close as
anything humans have ever invented to perpetual motion - the peo-
ple keep working, and they keep passing over their money to us via
'their' governments and this ‘service charge’ - “

- and here for some brief moments there was a scene in the
taowindow of a farm yard, with a couple of farmers leaning on a
fence, watching a great black bull atop a compliant cow, head down
and front legs trembling from the rather vigorous ‘servicing’ -
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“ - forever and ever til death do us part. As scams go, nothing
will ever touch this one. Well, excuse me, I suppose the Faro got in
with the first and perhaps best as you have already looked at, and
those who came after refined it considerably and they do have great
influence in this world as well - but we're right up there with them
now, and about ready to replace them, I think - many have noted
that banks and shopping malls are the new temples in this world,
and dollar bills and gold pave the path to heaven on earth with those
who control this money - the new high priests indeed. The spiritual
life of people, and the temporal - one god with a cross, one god with
a dollar sign. Both false gods of course, kingdoms of dreams, drug-
induced unrealities, but I think the common wisdom is that we are
the more powerful these days. God is a bit old hat - Mammon is the
Supreme Emperor these days, although the various gods are quite
useful in creating conflict when the people need to be thinned or
given distractions to keep them from dangerous ideas. We have, if I
do say so myself, done quite well the last few centuries."

The One looked a bit sad.
"Surely it was not all quite so simple as you portray? Were there

none who fought this slow death of their collective spirit, who pro-
tested this usurpation of their collective heritage, some even per-
haps who understood this ‘grand game’ and scam you were perpe-
trating on them all?"

"Oh, of course there were, and are, from the Luddites to the
hippies and the current anti-globalists, all of whom saw quite well
what was happening, in the broad strokes at least and often in the
particulars as well, but all were controlled and marginalised in vari-
ous ways through the media, from violence to our current preferred
method of having their fully indoctrinated fellow citizens ostracize
them and render them ineffectual - what fools they are, casting aside
those who would save them and lead them to a better world, em-
bracing those who enslave them - selling their souls for a few shek-
els. You asked for a brief history, and histories rather generally tell
about the winners rather than the whiners, if you will. But always,
of course, there were some who protested, who saw what we were
up to, who tried to educate and lead their fellow citizens away from
the path leading to - well - to the New World Order we have imple-
mented today. Heh heh heh - forgive my laughter, please, but if you
could only see how easy it is to repeat a few lies a few times, dangle
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a few gold coins in front of a few eyes, invoke the name of some god,
mammon or jesus or freidman or a dozen others, and convince these
creatures that night is day, that ignorance is truth, that chains are
freedom - haha, that they are truly the masters of their own ship and
anybody who talks about bankers is a crazy conspiracy theorist
hahaha!! - "

- and a wall emblazoned with an obvious rendition of Big
Brother, framed in golden dollar symbols and with a flowing white
gown adorned with purple like a high priest of some religion, orating
with bluster from a high stage behind a huge podium and a waving
fist to a field of uniformed two-legged creatures with the heads of
sheep cheering and adulating the Great Leader, skimmed twirling
merrily across the Void -

" - you might find some amusement in it yourself - for all that
they all possess that great human brain, for most it is of little more
use than boiled cauliflower, as someone once said. I do recall when
I was younger and just a trifle childishly idealistic, as some are for a
time, being somewhat bitter at how stupid so many of them were, as
my 'fellow humans' - I was somewhat unsettled that we should carry
essentially the same genetic heritage, those porridge brains and
myself - but I came to accept it, and understand that perhaps it was
not such a great crime I and my fellows in the Great Game were
committing at all, as I once feared. It might, indeed, be the greater
crime not to take advantage of them, those who so apparently de-
sired nothing more than to have someone treating them like the sheep
they seemed to desire being treated like, go here, don't go there, do
this, don't do that, yes master, no master, three bags full sir - I have
come to understand, insofar as we may understand such things, that
it may well be that those such as myself are truly serving the evolu-
tionary pathway, taking the paths available to a higher possibility,
selecting against the herd-inclined stupidity and passivity so preva-
lent in the species, that can lead nowhere but to extinction, some
sort of de-evolution.

“And given their sheeplike status, their cowlike acceptance of
what happens around them and to them, up to and including pas-
sively accepting being periodically forced to go and kill each abomi-
nably in large numbers, against every natural instinct - forced! - many
embrace such barbarism! - well, it is no great stretch at all to assert
that even though we have apparently assumed a mastery over them,
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and the argument is made that they would be much better off if
allowed their freedom - why, one might equally argue that left to
their own devices, these pitiful creatures who have such a great brain
right there in their own heads to explore the very mysteries of the
universe, but seem incapable of using it, would still be in their
Neandertal caves, or even worse, all eaten by the predators of the
wild. It is hard to give any credence to any argument that such a
creature as we saw preceding me would have survived at all in the
true wild, let alone attained any type of civilisation. Surely you can
all see that?"

The Banker sat tall in his chair now, eyes somewhat challeng-
ing, having engaged the battle with what he evidently thought a
decisive argument. The One was not finished, however.

"The power of the Collective is great, but even so we cannot
with any confidence predict the endless permutations of 'what if
another path had been taken' situations, or the mysteries of evolu-
tion," said the One, somewhat thoughtfully - I was a bit surprised s/
he was not being a bit more harsh with the Banker, but s/he seemed
willing to engage Shield in talk. I suppose there was some mutual
respect happening, as when two people who disagree with one an-
other can at least respect the other's sincerity of vision or belief and
intelligence, and see that they speak from a reasoned position rather
than spouting some falsehoods to justify their own greed. Or per-
haps s/he had other plans - I suspect that s/he was capable of some-
what more levels of game than the banker, and lulling an opponent
by apparent weakness is an old ploy.

"But nonetheless we see what we see," continued the One, "and
we see what Is - and what we see now is that whatever the use or
nonuse these humans have made of their brain over the millennia,
and especially the last century, which is our concern today, such use
has been somewhat less than self-directed, as they have been led
and forced into slavery by those such as yourself, through violence
and coercion and lies, lies, lies and more lies. This also is undeni-
able, as anyone who can see beyond the dungeon that has been con-
structed for them with heavy bars made of lies and lies and more
lies can clearly understand.

“Those who saw first, who through some natural ability found
themselves at the front of the emerging species, might have helped
their fellows rise to the light, rather than deceive them into dark
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cages and so pervert their brains they forged chains for their own
limbs and even worse then lead their very own children into slavery
as if there was no other way - what an offensive act in the eyes of the
universe, to enslave one's own young, or others of one's own spe-
cies! And even if the actions of the first enslavers was less intelli-
gent, less knowing, such cannot be said of the later enslavers, who
had the finest educations available and who knew well the lies un-
der which the masses of people were living their impoverished lives
- who knows what use they might have made of those brains had
they been given the opportunity these last few centuries to grow,
rather than being shoved into cages at ages too early to understand
what was happening and resist, but being indoctrinated and brain-
washed in the ways of unresisting animals, and then leading miser-
able lives as beasts of burden pulling the golden chariots of kings
and bankers, and being forced to slaughter one another mindlessly
like animals in cages, a terrible affront to all that is good in the uni-
verse!

“Who knows what they might have achieved? We have seen
flashes of beauty and glory in your history, but much of it constructed
from the very blood of those enslaved souls - truly, is it not so, that
all great art, all great paintings and music and literature, comes from
these tortured souls reaching for the light, creating a vision of a dream
of a better world, and not from those who have made themselves
wealthy by stealing from these people? And now, again we see some
things that your race might strive for and accomplish in the small
Green Island that has brought us all here today, small things achieved
through the indominatable spark of light and goodness these crea-
tures carry in their very souls, every last one of them. “

The One paused for a moment, perusing the ‘defence’ table, and
the banker - “Well, perhaps not every last one, but certainly the great
majority!

“But then we also see that the Kings and Bankers of this world
were determined to destroy this small light of hope in its very in-
fancy, to casually destroy it lest it disturb their false thrones - what
would you have to say about that, Banker? About the many, nay the
countless! dreams, great and small, you have destroyed cruelly over
the years, as your ancestors gathered their gold, and spread their
lies, and turned the pure dreams of the people into the darkness and
pain of the satanic mill in the name of this gold, into the endless
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slaughter of the battlefield in the pursuit of this gold, into the de-
struction of this endlessly beautiful planet its very self, all in the
name of the pursuit of this gold?!?"

A tone of hardness, coldness, anger, permeated the voice of the
One as s/he spoke the last words, and the atmosphere around Shield
was growing darker and there was an almost tangible, threatening
electricity to the air, as if a thunderstorm was moving in, and he was
sitting a little straighter in his chair, the casual complacence gone, a
little more alert, perhaps just a bead of sweat appearing on his finely
coiffed brow, realising that things may have just turned serious,
possibly dangerous, no doubt thinking of lightning and tongues, as
the lady lawyer seemed to be growing a bit in both size and pres-
ence, and the Visage of the One could be seen around he/r and
through she/him and in the Voice s/he spoke with, and no longer
engaging in idle intellectual explorations, but unmistakably carry-
ing a deeper, darker message, at least for he who was the receiver of
the words.

"We - I - I am not sure there was a specific question there, can
you be a bit more clear, I do not want to say something that causes
you to think I am trying to avoid the truth here ...."

The banker was unmistakably starting to show strain at last, as
his face was showing the sheen of perspiration and he tugged at his
collar as if it was becoming too tight.

"The question, Banker, was simple, and do not play games you
cannot win. Did the Green Island file, in any way, shape or form,
cross your own very desk recently or not? Has the attempt today to
remove this government had anything to do with you?"

The Banker realised the ice under him had suddenly become
very thin, in many ways, apparently, as he again reached up to tug
at his elegant collar. He did not, however, try to lie.

"Yes, I believe I did see a file concerning this Green Island re-
cently..."

"Don't skirt the truth too many times, it displeases me that peo-
ple dare believe they can fool me. And why would a file concerning
this small Island in the North Atlantic come to the personal atten-
tion of one of, if not the single, most powerful person in the world?"

"I - ah - we - ah - there was some concern about some new bank-
ing programs that were being initiated in this place. And some of
the other things they were doing became noticed by some of the
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other elites as well - "
" - and - " prompted the One after a few seconds of silence -
"- and, well, it was decided that such things should be stopped

in the bud, as it were, and firmly enough to provide a small message
as well to any others thinking of similar things..."

With no warning the Banker's elegant modern witness chair was
suddenly in a much darker chamber, now a chair of death with ropes
and chains and ominous and frightening sharp instruments gleam-
ing dimly in the torchlight in the stone chamber. The One was still
in the lawyer garb, but briefly we could see a ghostly aura around
her, a blackish aura suggesting a bulky body with a misshapen
shaved head, with long large arms holding metal instruments....

"One would require an exceedingly large book, Banker, would
one not, to record the names of the poor souls who have passed
through chambers such as this because they threatened or displeased
you, because they somehow threatened your control of this money,
the gold you worship so much?" hissed the Voice.

There was great fear in the Banker's eyes. "Yes, my lord, a very
great book indeed.."

- we were given a zoomout view as we faded away from the
chamber wherein the Banker lay chained. Outside of the door, which
slowly and rather ominously creaked open as we watched, from our
vantage point high overhead, we could see a legion of humanity,
having in common the marks and scars of violent physical abuse
and haunted, hating eyes.

The Banker caught the eye of the One as the One spoke to him a
final time, "Well, Banker, it is always just that the punishment fit the
crime. I think that your days here are numbered, one way or an-
other, but perhaps we can arrange at least in your mind to have you
spend some time with some of those you have provided messages
to in the past who might appreciate a small chance to return your
favors - I am sure that for such a special person we can arrange some
extra lives, some extra time ....."

- and just as the banker and the chamber spun away and disap-
peared into the Void, I thought I could hear - no, it is better left
unsaid at this time.

We noticed that the Banker did not return to his seat at the suits'
table.
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Chapter 25

The Freedom Science

All for ourselves, and nothing for other people,
seems, in every age of the world, to have been the
vile maxim of the masters of mankind
- Adam Smith

M
y dearest Fidel, Greetings and Strength to the Revolu-
tion! May it (and you of course!) endure forever! I send
this tonight, although it is necessarily incomplete in de-

tail, and lacking the reflection of time that gives insight also, as I
know how anxiously you await to hear new things from this jour-
ney, a journey I know you longed to make yourself but could not
leave your bed for the extended time required.

It has been days now since I sent my last email, and a great
deal has happened in that time - I have wanted to write, but the
days have been so full, and I have felt too tired by the time I man-
aged to find a few hours for sleep to organise my thoughts enough
to compose a letter! But I have felt I must write soon, and at this
moment some new and rather notable companions I have met have
all gotten themselves off to their next destination, and it is a peace-
ful and beautiful late evening in a quiet coffee and wine bar at the
top of the lighthouse-turned-guesthouse where I am staying, over-
looking the sea with the beautiful full moon overhead, and my mind
is racing with things to talk about, so let me begin, even if I do not
find time to finish this evening. I have always found that one can
rest the thinking and direct talking and absorbing circuits in the
brain by using the parts of the brain involved with the more reflec-
tive thinking and writing thoughts down parts, for some odd rea-
son, as a good run through the jungle used to help prepare one for
more pedantic activities - a curious thing, one of the things that
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made me think to follow the medical profession at one time, and I
would return if I had more time now!

And maybe one day I will get a chance to visit the new univer-
sity here again, the one I believe I told you about called Athenia,
where I have learned they are actually doing some interesting re-
search on this very idea - and many other things - I can see my
short visit there already last week was far too superficial - lacking a
good guide! But I ramble, and again write long sentences as others
have so often complained of, although you my mentor have ever
been my better at this talent as well and I know have no trouble
following my train-of-thought rambling, as we used to talk so -
noone exceeds your oratorical skills skillfully navigating the end-
less interconnected paths of your mind, and few can follow! The
soon-to-come full report will, as always, be book-length, from my
voice recordings records plus the journal and email additions - you
my friend are one who can understand the need of some of us to
record the smallest details! - who knows what may be of impor-
tance or use for later readers or posterity, or to fend off those who
would create false histories and lies to denigrate us? But for now,
let me begin by telling you about an interesting encounter I had on
the way here, something that had a very direct bearing on what I
have come here to do, that being of course to see if we can learn
new things that might assist our own great struggle - these people
have come very, very far in a few short years - although of course
they started far ahead of where we did economically and with a
solid ship already constructed, and primarily had to remove a bad
captain and reconfigure the navigator, and turn to the light instead
of the dark as it were, and they have not had the terrible enmity of
the global berserker furious at having its bloodsucking snout re-
moved from the veins of our peeople on their case since the begin-
ning (although there are signs that might be changing - more in
good time! or bad, as the case may be...).

I had this most interesting encounter on a new transportation
device they are testing here, a great innovation here in modern
times, although not itself a new invention - I met my new acquaint-
ances on a Zeppelin of all things!!

To save time here, let me tell you, in case you notice some de-
ficiencies in my general descriptions, as I know you love details!,
that much of the conversation is simply transcribed from a rather
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marvelous modern device they have, a computer program that tran-
scribes tape recordings! - what a wonderful time saver! - it is not
perfect, of course, and must be proofread, but still a great, great
timesaver for those still somewhat new to this typing machine. Like
this email, which I have often found can be like a stream of thought
journal, where you let your thoughts flow freely - it may not al-
ways be the stuff of great literature, but at least it serves as a record
of things, of one's thoughts at a period of time, which we can al-
ways edit later.

So then - let me begin thus:

I had completed my meeting with the revolutionaries in the
small town called Victoria here (hoho did you get the small joke
my mentor? I met of course in the open with 'legal' citizens’ council
members - but they are ALL revolutionaries here now, according
to all definitions of the word!! - but here they are not meeting in
secret mountain hideaways but in village meeting halls all over the
Island!! - we can be certain our friends to the north are very un-
happy with all of their programs, I think! imagine their snarling
jaws threatening our small home for so long, and now this prick in
the arse from an even smaller isle northwards!! - may we hope the
prick, small though it is, contains potent venom and causes great
discomfort to that huge bloated arse! - the very idea of outlawing
not only poverty but also the kind of theft of workers' work that is
necessary to acquire great personal wealth as the capitalist gang-
sters have been doing for so long must be like a huge slap in the
face to Wall Street and their White HQ hoho I love it!!

But of course, they do not see themselves as true revolutionar-
ies in the way we understand the idea, of small bands of armed
fighters in a jungle looking to overthrow a bad dictator of some
sort, as we understood ourselves to be those many years ago, such
exhilarating times! - but times are very much different now in many
ways, and the conditions that must be changed very much differ-
ent too, but still, their revolution is in some ways as great or even
greater than what we have done - we KNEW our enemies clearly,
yet in these modern times the enemy has learned lessons of the
Princes of old in combination with newer techniques of psychol-
ogy and ascended through stealth and mind control and an unbe-
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lievable degree of citizen indoctrination, and thus is very, very much
harder to detect, but here they seem to have done it, to have ripped
the velvet glove from the iron fist, to have pulled back the wizard’s
curtain, to have thrown revealing paint on the unmentionable bear
in the living room and exposed its snarling, slavering fangs for all
to see and stand against - a great example for others, which is un-
doubtedly one of the things the capitalists are so concerned about,
for once the light has shone on a big lie, it starts to disintegrate very
rapidly).

Yes, we had some discussions concerning the setting up of an
exchange program (truly, my Fidel, you misled me a small bit
(hahaha - we should know better, if anyone should!, to attach any
credibility to the assertions of the world mainstream media!)! - I
had thought that our medical people were close to world-class, well,
they are of course, they are! - but my friend, we have limitations
related to much of the amazing new technology caused by mon-
etary limitations, which they seem to have overcome here, and my
comrade, they are doing things here on this Green Island that we
have only dreamed of! - with only a few short years of making
their people truly free to do research, and encouraging and fund-
ing that research rather than milking every worker and allowed
research study for the maximum tribute for the overlords - AND -
they are most receptive to the idea of sharing what they have done
with us as well, and sending some people to talk with ours and
learn what they can (it was such a good experience, Fidel, the Dream
in actual action, people just wanting to live a good life and share it
with others rather than playing the gangsterish 'King of the Castle'
game, winner take all!! - here the people have stood together against
the imperialist bullies and gangsters finally - truly comrades, truly
welcome in the Bolivarian Revolution we have been working on
for so long in our southern America)! - but I will leave the details of
that for my longer missive to follow shortly, I hope to have an af-
ternoon free this weekend!).

But to get back to the story I especially wanted to relate to you
today, at the end of our talks, my new friends told me of these
zeppelin balloons that crossed the Green Island regularly, and I
have seen and marvelled at a couple of times and vowed to myself
to experience before leaving this fine place, and one of them worked
with the zeppelin administration in a nearby village and said that
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there would be a zeppelin touching down there in a short time,
only a few miles from where we were, that was going where I
wanted to go next, and if I was interested, we could go and see if
there was any chance for me to find a seat on it.

Well, of course I was interested!, so we strolled down to the
Victoria Wharf, the center of administrative things for the town
where the various shuttle busses stopped, to wait for the next bus
to this Hunter River, where the zeppelin was to touch down. Victo-
ria is just a perfect little picturesque town, with storybook-like old
wooden and brick houses. It was originally an old fishing village
on the Northumberland Strait that separates Green Island from the
mainland, and still has a few lobster boats when the season is on
(although the season is now over, they keep live lobsters in things
called 'pounds' for the 'off-season', and I had the most delicious
lobster dinner you could imagine last evening!, although my heart
was lighter and ready for filling with good feelings because of my
dining companion, but that is also a story for another day!), but
many other small businesses as well, such as an excellent little
theater and many local crafts - actually, the crafts here are much
more used as real things than as decorations, as the pace of life is
slower and not everyone is happy with a mass produced item, or
even worse an item produced in some third-world country by very
poorly paid craftspeople then sold in the west for extortionate prices.
But that again is for another story! This lovely little town is a 3x3
chequerboard in streets, surrounded on the three non-water sides
by fields where crops grow and animals graze, with the street to
the top left of the board going north to the main highways and this
Hunter River where we will soon be going, and the street along the
water side becoming a shore road, going east along the shore and
eventually to Charlottetown, a lovely drive through quiet hills and
woods that I experienced on my trip here in the morning.

So my friend and I took the shuttle to this Hunter River, or
actually the zeppelin airfield a few miles south of town, a drive of
only a few minutes. As we approached, I could see the great zeppe-
lin was just maneuvering in to 'berth', as my friend called it, at a
rather large platform constructed along the side of a building of
about 4 stories in height, with the cabins at the lower platform and
some fastening hawsers at the midlevel to secure to fastening posts
at the upper level of the berthing building to keep it all secure as
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passengers or cargo embarked or disembarked. They have quite a
sophisticated system for this - I was wondering about the huge
lighter-than-air craft being buffeted by high winds, which I have
experienced myself here, and others have told me are more the rule
than the exception, and thus being difficult to handle, but appar-
ently, in order to make the whole operation as efficient as possible,
the zeppelin simply drops a couple of long very strong cables once
they are near the berth to waiting workers below in a large 'staging
area', and those cables are then attached to great winches located
where they want the ship to come to rest, and it is carefully but
quickly and efficiently hauled into position, and then fastened with
hawsers to the berth, just as a ship would be to a watery pier, with
the same security.

The ship itself was, is!, quite a magnificent thing, as I saw as
we approached. resembling in general shape the great zeppelins of
the pre-WWII days from Germany that stopped production and
use after that horrific fire we have all seen the pictures of; they tell
me there is less than zero danger these days of a repeat conflagra-
tion, as they use a different mixture of gases and materials now
which actually retard fire rather than feed it - and the pressure is so
low in the huge air cavity that even if it is punctured, the ship can
still sail on for many hours, the gas escapes so slowly - far safer
than anything else we travel on, they tell me.

But it is much more sophisticated in every way than the great
airships of that time. The GIZ Gandhi, as this one is named (they
have references all about the Island to famous people and things of
the past - part of the education of their citizens, I am told, to make
sure all are aware of the great traditions which they try to follow),
is about 180 yards long, and about 25 yards tall, the great bag itself
painted a lightish green with black lettering here and there, and
the long cabins underneath, which stretch about half the length of
the whole vessel, very modern looking, silver and black and stream-
lined with a lot of window space. It's not a perfect circle in a cross
section, but more of an oval shape, taller than wide, which is more
stable, someone told me. The long cabin underneath seems to be
almost built right in to the lower section rather than simply hang-
ing.

As we pulled into the parking lot, with the shuttle bus kiosk
where we got out of the vehicle, my friend noticed the managers of



  525Chapter 25: The Freedom Science

the station with a small group of people, and we walked over to
join them.

"Harry! Helen! Good afternoon!" called my revolutionary
friend, "How's things today? - " - he turned to me, and introduced
the Snepples, the managers or something like that of the zeppelin
field.

The Snepples in turn introduced the three gentlemen they were
with, who had, to judge from the snippets of conversation I heard,
been examining the great airship with the same kind of wonder as
had I on the drive in. We had barely shaken hands and exchanged
the normal pleasantries when there was a voice calling from the
wide door that led into the airship terminal a few steps from where
we stood.

'Hi!! Helen and Harry! I heard you have some new guests to
replace the ones who left here a few minutes ago? If so, please let's
get moving, eh? I have a schedule to keep to, you know!"

The speaker was a tall man in a black suit, with a long greyish
beard, and black eyes that I could see were piercingly intelligent
even from this distance.

"Oh, Captain Jules!" replied Helen, starting to walk towards
the speaker, gesturing at us to come along, "Yes, we do have some
guests - four by the appearance of things, if that's ok with you?"

"Yes, that's just right, actually, as we just lost four so have one
table of four free now. Please come along, then, we leave in about 2
minutes!"

And so I met the three gentlemen I was to spend a most inter-
esting couple of hours with.

The boarding of the great blimp - oh, you must excuse me, I
was told somewhat emphatically by one of the people looking af-
ter us all earlier that the zeppelin was not a 'blimp' but a zeppelin,
the difference being the amount of fixed frame inside the balloon,
much for the zeppelin and little for the blimp - was no more in-
volved than boarding a quiet train on a quiet morning at a quiet
country station, although I set foot on the short ramp leading to the
wide doors with considerably more excitement than I had ever
boarded any train before, at least in recent years. A young man
dressed in a uniform of green coveralls and white shirt with a GIZ
Zeppelin crest prominent in several places guided us politely to a
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free table about halfway to the front of the airship; there were per-
haps 20 such tables along the length of the spacious cabin, 10 per
side, all with a wide window view. I hardly had time to examine
the interior, although it appeared very well appointed, sort of a
cross between a modern train dining car and a somewhat larger
ocean vessel lounge, as seemingly within seconds of finding our
seats, with hardly a whisper of sound, we were suddenly rising in
the air, and watching the ground fall away below us.

"Oh, look, Thoreau, the school!" said one of my new compan-
ions, a smaller gentleman in a rather oldish clothes to a taller one in
a long coat, "and the children are waving!"

- and he waved back for a second, and then lowered his arm
with a sheepish sort of grin, "Oh, bother, they can't see us, of course!"

- and the other two chuckled along with him.
"Yes, it should be a beautiful journey, as the Snepples prom-

ised," said the other tall man, this one with reddish hair, "The Is-
land is small enough that we should be able to see from coast to
coast, and the hills and bays should be quite interesting from the
air. I have flown over it enough times, but never had a chance for
this more leisurely sort of trip, at lower altitudes. Look - there's the
north shore already, Rustico Bay, and New London, and Tracadie
- and Malpeque!"

We spoke little for the first few minutes, as we simply took in
the lovely vista appearing before us of the rolling hills and streams
and many sights of a living human-natural community, all sur-
rounded by the ocean, as the zeppelin rose to a height of perhaps a
thousand feet, where it levelled off. We were moving forward at a
quite good clip - as I looked back, I could see the Hunter River
Airfield several miles behind us, and we'd been flying only a few
minutes. And as the initial thrill wore off, we all started looking at
one another.

I recalled something I had seen more than once, and spoke to
one of my new companions -

"I say, you were introduced as Mr Bigelow, I believe - you
wouldn't by any chance be 'the' Stephen Bigelow, would you? Your
face does look like the ones I've seen in the paper of the leader of
this new country - "

The man smiled at me, nodding, "Well, I am Stephen Bigelow,
but please watch the 'leader' talk - as you should know if you've
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been reading enough to recognise me, all decisions are taken very,
very democratically here, and I am little more than, perhaps, the
mouthpiece of the sovereignty at times if one is required, or some-
thing like that, a first among equals, perhaps, although even that
could be a bit pretentious, as anyone here can speak their mind
about anything anytime, and I certainly speak for noone else other
than myself most times..."

"Oh, of course, I quite understand," I said, smiling in delight,
"but it is still a great pleasure and honor to meet you, after reading
so much about you in so many places - and so very lucky too that I
so serendipitously find myself on the same train - heh heh, sorry,
ah, zeppelin - now that is quite a coincidence of another order alto-
gether!. I do look forward to this opportunity to ask you a couple
of questions about some things here I have been curious about!"

"Well, my pleasure entirely," he replied with a smile, "as that is
what I am doing these days anyway, with my other guests. And
you have a certain familiarity of face yourself - would you be .... "

Well, my friend, around about then a very charming 'Zeppelin
Hostess' named Rhonda June interrupted us to take our dinner or-
ders, and we spent a few minutes doing that, and I had a small chat
with the one called Henry who, if you can believe it, turned out to
be Henry Thoreau the writer, whose essays we have shared often
in the past. He was quite entranced with the scenery we were pass-
ing over, 'the naturalist in him coming out' he said, with some low-
lands close to the great Island bay called Malpeque, and he alerted
me to some of the quite beautiful bogs that (he said he had read in
one of the many brochures that were available on all travelling con-
veyances) were frequent along this part of the Island, telling me
how such things were full of the most wonderful life if one had
time to spend some time in close observation, which I hope to do
now that he has me interested in this too - maybe I can extend my
trip a few days, with some other types of education in mind. We
were continually in sight of the sea with its small bays, or small
estuaries that are the mouths of the numerous small rivers that flow
into them along the way.

Our conversation began during this time - as educated and
curious men, engaged in their lives and society, as I quickly found
all my companions were, our conversation was wide-ranging and



528 Green Island Book I:  Greenways

lively, first as we waited for our meal with a pre-dinner drink (wa-
ter only for Thoreau!), and whilst we ate. As well as answering my
questions, all three gentlemen were most interested in what I had
to tell them about our own 'green island' project, if you will, once
they learned of my past and my interest in this Green Island, and
they had many entertaining things to tell me about their own ideas
for such idealistic places as we have spent so much of our intellec-
tual lives in, and they also.

Well - I won't try to remember every detail, as the conversa-
tion was a bit sporadic, around the dinner which was another ex-
cellent Island meal, and some hungry travellers attending to it, and
then frequently interrupted by one or the other of us pointing out
some interesting thing below or off in the distance - it is such a
marvelous experience travelling like this! - but will only include
some of the more interesting parts of our conversation, while leav-
ing out details that one might expect if I were composing a book of
some sort - I know you are more interested, my friend, in meat
than in ice cream, so I will do my best to be a good provider for
your appetites! I did beg permission to record our talk for my tran-
scription program, and there were no objections although I did
promise to provide Stephen with a copy for his own history collec-
tion. As it happened, much of our conversation was about econom-
ics, which I found to be highly informative and interesting. They
deal with money and things of economics somewhat differently
here than in the other models we are most familiar with, the capi-
talist model or the one we thought of as socialist, but I am now
starting to think that perhaps our economic ideas were consider-
ably under-developed, and we missed a very important part of or-
ganising a society in a way that is good for all the people and not
just the few. But I shall let Bigelow speak for himself, from the tran-
scripts - you shall have a complete copy soon, of course, but for
now...

So, once the dinner was ordered, and we settled with our pre
dinner beverages of various sorts, I began with the first thing that
came to mind.

"So you're a leftist sort of government then, in opposition to
the rightwing capitalists who seem to be running most of the world?"

"Not exactly - that's more media framing, as over the years the
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people have been conditioned too equate 'left' with bad things like
Stalinist Russia or Mao's China, or other somewhat ephemeral but
fearsome things like mountain guerillas with AK47s shooting peo-
ple and so on - it's all part of the modern indoctrination, and media
spin. It's a longish story that I'll try to not get carried away with,
but the governments here in Canada have indeed been growing
more and more right wing for several decades, but they don't want
to admit that as 'right wing' also has bad connotations in Canada,
so the media, who are controlled by the same people who control
the governments, simply do their 'reporting' based on the unspo-
ken fiction that the right wing policies of the new governments are
centrist, and therefore true centrist becomes defined as left wing
from that perspective. It's all very Alice in Wonderlandian, of course,
with the Red Queen defining things as she wishes, but that's our
modern world, with the media's main motto being, to all intents
and purposes, spin, deception and lies 'r' us, at least for anything
truly important about world affairs. Actually, using any realistic
sort of measurement, we're very centrist in nature here on Green
Island - I don't see how you could call it anything else, when all
decisions of any consequence at all are taken by what amounts to a
plenary of all the people, after lengthy discussion and the fair air-
ing of all perspectives on any issue - so those extremists on either
the right or the left tend to cancel one another out, and the final
decision winds up somewhere in the middle, where most of the
people are, whatever the issue. And in a place where we prefer to
at least look for the truth as much as possible, we don't go along
with calling centrist, leftist, no matter what fictions they try to force
on people in the mainstream press of upper Canada or that great
land of lies to the south of us."

He smiled as he finished, “Sorry to be so long winded, but it is
something that has annoyed me for a long time, this framing of
anything useful and good for We the People as ‘leftist’, and it has
been quite effective in getting many people who don’t know much
better to vote against their own interests, time and again. They ac-
cept that kind of framing in most places - here in Green Island we
do not.”

"Mmmm, I do agree - definitions of things like this are quite
important, and often not discussed as they need to be, and we re-
ally could spend a lot of time just defining some basic terms in the
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modern age, and how such things are used to manipulate many
things - it is a dangerous advance on the simple but often blatant
lies they have told about our own small struggles the last few dec-
ades, as I am sure you are aware. But still, your free healthcare,
your state control of your larger industries or certain businesses
here - all commonly seen as policies of the left, aren't they?"

"Not exactly - again, one needs to watch one's language, think
a bit about what one is saying. These things are called 'leftist' by
rightwingers, who, as I said, nowadays control the mainstream
media and most western governments, and who are, as I said, push-
ing a very definite agenda, and using long-indoctrinated western
ideas about so-called 'leftist' governments to add a bit of subcon-
scious prejudice to their 'arguments'. This is a very important de-
velopment in modern control of the state, that attempts to appear
democratic whilst still retaining control. Over the last few decades
they have managed to turn the idea of 'the left' into something most
people feel, without thinking about it, to be undesirable, associated
with failed economic experiments, or socialist-in-name-only gov-
ernments such as Stalin's Russia or Mao's China, as I mentioned,
but they are the most obvious examples, and thus of less validity
more or less by default than the rightwing laissez-faire doctrines of
the neocon movement.

“It's interesting, in an aside, that the mainstream media, all
very firmly on the right or far right of the political spectrum again
by any sort of reasonable measurement, very studiously avoid the
use of the words 'right' or 'right wing' when describing such things
- the impression they leave, not at all accidentally, is that they are
actually the norm, the center, and the so-called left are somewhere
off on the edge where few people are - the reverse is actually much
more true - most of us with what might be called a 'leftist' orienta-
tion are actually somewhere close to the center, sharing the same
ideas as most people in any advanced western society, and it is the
neocons who are far off to the right of the political map accusing us
in the center of being far left - but with their media control, and
their understanding of such things as framing and spin, they have
done a good job of hiding that and making some quite false beliefs
about many things dominant in the general public. We have coun-
tered most of that here on Green Island through various ways now,
but those false ideas still dominate most western media and think-
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ing. It may sound as if I am getting overly concerned with seman-
tics, but often such things are important - there's a new idea that
has been going around for a few years called memes, and words
are attached to memes, in this way. People hear a word, and attach
a full mini-philosophical meaning to the word - and if you are suc-
cessful in attaching a 'bad' subconscious meaning to a word, as they
have with 'left' the last few years - then the battle is half over before
it has even started. Few people who call themselves 'progressive'
seem to understand this - but that is why even though a strong
majority of Canadians agree with 'leftist' policies, they vote for right-
ist governments, and thus against the things they really want. It’s
all manipulation, by the people actually running the country
through their tame media - identify parties looking for policies to
help the people as ‘leftist’ and thereby persuade many voters to
shun them without further thought, and parties which are actually
enacting policies against the interests of the people with no label at
all, other than ‘strong on economics’ or ‘fiscally responsible’ or other
such like things, rather than ‘rightist’, as they would be in any hon-
est media.

"Just think about this for a minute, in terms of health care shall
we say, in Canada the last couple of decades when the rightwing
governments have been doing their best to dismantle what was
once a world class system. How many people actually want single-
payer, government-administered health care in Canada, after hav-
ing it since the 1960s? A high, high percentage, upwards of 80%,
every poll consistently shows that, and has for years - and remem-
ber too, that is a high percentage after years of lecturing from the
right wing media and rightwing business groups and rightwing
'think tanks' (I tend to think of them as anti-thought tanks) that we
can't afford it and it is inferior to other systems such as the Ameri-
can system, and even the government, following the rightwing
agenda of those who control it, slashing funding for the healthcare
system until it is in considerable difficulty, with long waiting lists
for many things, many people unable to find family doctors, insuf-
ficient seats available in medical schools, and so on, all due to the
funding cutbacks - and still, even after years of this trying to
destabilize the system and make it look bad by those who want to
get rid of it, the great majority of the Canadian people still far pre-
fer it to the alternatives the rightwingers are pushing. I think that



532 Green Island Book I:  Greenways

says a lot about a lot of things - but insofar as right wing or left
wing or those kinds of labels, since most people want this I think
you would have to say it is a centrist policy, not a leftwing policy -
and those who are currently labelled 'left wing' all support this
health care system plan, while it is those on the right wing who are
arguing against it. It is also rather telling, if you are able to engage
in some out of the box thinking, that private health care insurance
as a national policy is NEVER called a right-wing policy, yes? When
was the last time you heard of the right-wing health care policies of
the Americans, and that they are well to the right of every other
major western democracy with such policies - and Canada now,
somewhat tragically for its citizens, not that far behind?

“And yet the people continually vote for one branch or an-
other of the corporate party which is dismantling health care, and
refuse, for whatever reasons, to vote in any serious way for the
party the media have successfully framed as a 'dangerous left wing
socialist party!' in the minds of many Canadians, even though it
has the same policy goals as most Canadians themselves! So, I guess
all I am really saying, is that you need to try to keep in mind that
what you read in the media these days actually bears little resem-
blance to the actual situation of on-the-ground opinion in Canada -
what you read in the non-Green Island media is what they want
the people to believe and do, and the media and politicians con-
tinually harangue them and scold them to go in that direction.

“And pretty much any other current issue is the same - the
right wing media just lie about and spin everything in one particu-
lar direction, and eventually, because there is little or no disagree-
ing commentary allowed in that media, the people eventually, usu-
ally very reluctantly, allow themselves to be herded along. But you
should never regard this herding as indicating that the people ac-
tually want to go in the direction those herding them want them to
go. One of the great things in the last few years has been the Internet,
where people are finally getting a chance to read about things from
the other side - our policy here on Green Island of supporting pub-
lic health care, of supporting a newspaper and television channel
that offer perspectives from that position, and our AGORA discus-
sion board, have seen support rise here to very close to 100%.

"And the businesses you mention as ‘state-controlled’ are the
same - we prefer to leave as much as we can in private hands, we
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have no desire to do any kind of state control of the entire economy
- but some things, which are necessities for people these days of
some sort, but that are very big and complicated operations, well,
it just makes more sense to do through the collective organisation
of we the people - a power service we can rely on, a rail service,
policing, postal or health care services, overseeing a reliable and
safe food supply - things like that. We do them collectively, and
have no private monopolies controlling the necessities of life, charg-
ing outrageous rates for inferior services because people need them
and have nowhere else to go, while raking in huge profits and drop-
ping whatever service they do provide to areas that don't show a
profit, and so on.

“Government provision of services is only a problem where
you have corrupt governments, as almost all current secretive west-
ern governments are, to a greater or lesser degree, no matter how
well the media try to conceal the true situation - here, with the open
government system, corruption is basically impossible, and at all
times, through public supervision by all of the people, we get the
highest quality service at the most reasonable price. There's a
synergism at work here too, you know - many if not most people
are proud and honored to be able to truly serve their community,
doing not just a good job but an excellent job - but in the capitalist
system where the only reward is money, people are much more
inclined to become very cynical about everything, and to use every
opportunity to steal and rip people off rather than provide serv-
ices, to have bad attitudes and slack off and things like that. Not all
of them, of course, as I have said before, what we do here evolved
from a kind of mixed 'capitalist democracy' system, but the capital-
ists have been going backwards in recent years, as they get ever
stronger and 'democratic' ever more in name only, with all this pri-
vatisation and maxing profits for shareholders while screwing the
public in any way they can find to do so and having to have people
in high places who understand such things, and we are going for-
ward, very much the other way."

"Your money also intrigues me, Mr Bigelow, or Stephen, yes,
we have found this to be a considerable problem in our own efforts
to slay the capitalist berserker - I read that you have sort of cut the
banks out of the loop, and the government creates the money itself
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- but isn't that creating the serious danger of inflation, and other
serious problems, according to all modern accepted economic
theory?"

"Well, like so many of the modern 'received wisdom' things
non-Green Island western societies function on, somewhere between
much and all of such ideas are, again, spin and lies from people
who have a very serious interest in having people believe such things
- the media and government and banks, all controlled by the very
capitalists whose praises they sing, so such songs ought to be re-
garded as nothing more than the siren songs and propaganda they
actually are. Their talk about governments creating money is noth-
ing more than another such lie, and a very perverse lie at that. It is,
actually, the banks which currently create most of the money which
also create inflation and other problems to do with the monetary
supply, and a well-run democratic government is much, much more
responsible, at least for We the People.

"You have to get your brain outside the box and think things
they don't want you thinking - such as, how can you NOT have
inflation, when 98+% of your money supply is based on debt, that
is borrowed money, as it is in Canada, for instance, and of course
all borrowed money carries interest that must be paid, year after
year after year? It's like saying you had a wonderful time swim-
ming but can't figure out how you got wet! Inflation is built in to
the system, and it has definite uses as well as the obvious profits -
that is to say, for instance, inflation 5% per year, worker’s wages
going up 1-2% per year, leads to certain very predictable outcomes,
such as can be observed in Canada since the 70s.

"Now, when we create our own money here, through a bank
controlled by we the people ourselves, why, we understand that it
is nonsensical really to charge interest to ourselves, so we create
debt-free money, and thus that endless pressure you find in capi-
talist society to acquire more money just to pay interest is not there,
and thus the need for endless growth that is at the bottom of capi-
talism is not there - and thus no innate, inescapable, more or less
irresistible inflationary pressure such as with bank-created debt
money on a national scale. Certainly if we had some economic half-
wits running our bank who thought they would print a million
dollars for all of our citizens, inflation would become a problem -
but that's another mainstream economics-bank driven myth to
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maintain their golden goose, and of course we operate our central
bank with a board of directors and shareholders which includes all
of our citizens, and although we have a few not-so-bright ones on
either extreme, again, most people are pretty smart, and have their
feet pretty firmly on the ground, and nothing gets out of control.
We compile a great deal of economic information with our modern
information gathering techniques - all of which is available to eve-
ryone to look at, of course - and interpreted in various ways by
various people who share their perspectives and insights with all,
and through such an all-inclusive process, we believe the best deci-
sions get made - the best decisions, that is, of course, for we the
people, which would not necessarily be your best decisions for a
small group of wealthy 'investors' who had a 98% monopoly on
money creation whose primary concern was short-term
maximisation of their profits, and otherwise providing themselves
with an unlimited credit supply for speculative endeavors around
the world, thus inflating the money supply far beyond what a nor-
mal society requires - serious inflationary pressure again, but from
banks and investors, not government. Our prosperity and success
here, with no huge bank debts hanging over our heads and all the
related things that lack of debt means, is a pretty clear indicator
that what we are doing is the right path, I think. Or you merely
need examine the financial history of Canada, when, for instance,
from 1945 until the early 1970s, when the government was control-
ling things, all was fine, and then following that period, when the
government got taken over by the neocons and turned over the
money creation power to the banks, we have had nothing but prob-
lems.

"In the western banks, however, where things are done with
great secrecy, by people who often if not always let greed color
their decisions, and the need for ever-increasing profits for that uber-
group of parasites in that society called 'shareholders' or 'investors'
and their vastly overpayed lackies such as CEOs - well, very often
they do very stupid things, they gamble and lose a lot of money, or
create more than they should, and cause no end of problems in
Canada and other places where they are influential. Just as one for
instance, the Canadian government had to undertake major bailouts
of Canadian banks in both the early 80s and early 90s due to some
very bad decision making by those banks - which caused the Cana-
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dian people no end of grief - which, for that matter, they are still
paying for - the entire Canadian National Debt which has cost the
Canadian people over two trillion dollars directly and further huge
amounts indirectly was very directly related to the bank bailouts -
although, of course, again, this is something you will never read
about in the mainstream media, or hear about from your main-
stream economists, whose job is, of course, related to mushroom
farming in every sense of the word."

"??Hmmm???"
"Oh - it's an old saying - mushrooms are grown in the dark

and fed manure - somewhat like your average Canadian citizen, in
various respects such as where money comes from, a few things
like that.."

"Ahh, of course, haha, I see. But money is also based on confi-
dence to a large extent, no? And how can people have confidence
in a new, untried idea like this?"

"A good point, and certainly confidence was a problem at first
- but again, we were allowing for that, and no instant overnight
changes were tried - as an old saying says, things are much too
important to act in haste. We still were functioning basically on
Canadian dollars at the beginning, but as lack of that money had
always been a problem here on PEI, we just began to supplement
that supply with our own, not just created based on nothing, but
based on creating value for the money by getting the many under-
or unemployed people back to work rather than giving handouts,
of course, and having them work at building or maintaining infra-
structure, such as the train line or wind farms.

“We set up the computer credit-debit system for the Green Is-
land Currency, and slowly people began to take advantage of it,
especially, in the beginning, those who had little to lose and much
to gain. But slowly, and then more quickly, people began to see
that we really were increasing the overall prosperity, as people were
working, and the money we created here we kept here rather than
having great amounts of it siphoned off constantly and sent to banks
or creditors or franchise headquarters or investors or other
vacuumers from away, and that itself increased the confidence fac-
tor in a very positive feedback loop as people could see for them-
selves the great advantages of creating our own currency rather
than borrowing the money we use every day (which is really, once
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you think about it a bit, quite an idiotic idea for We the People,
although, of course, as is any scam, great for the scam artists). We
provided lots of information for everyone, of course, as a true and
open democracy must, and quickly enough people began to un-
derstand what we were doing, and once you understand this you
see very clearly how it is the only way for a sovereign people to
organise their economy - and now, of course, most people prefer
Green Dollars, as they understand the many problems with bank-
created debt money, and how sending huge amounts of money
that represent our own work to foreign investors might make them
wealthy, but only keeps us poor and working working working so
others become rich - as always, overcoming the old capitalist lies
about such things through citizen education was a pretty central
part of our success."

"But a society needs money for many things - if you are dis-
posing of investors and banks and that huge supply of established
money and credit, that whole system, how do you finance large
projects like your railway here, or building large production facto-
ries, that are, in normal societies, done by large companies which
banks and investors will lend large amounts of money to...?"

"Well, naturally, we lend ourselves the money, within certain
limits - again, the difference being, well a couple of differences,
first it is interest free, as we have no need to make money on the
money, which reduces the overall cost substantially, and secondly
any such projects are much less expensive to begin with, as we do
not allow secrets here when dealing with government finances, and
the secret processes in capitalist countries encourage, indeed are
designed expressly to enable!, various forms of cheating, everything
from windfall profits to cutting corners in the construction process
to expensive wining and dining trips for those who are making
decisions about loaning money or supporting projects, not to men-
tion that true devil, compounding interest - all of which must be
paid for, in the end, in terms of government finances, by those tak-
ing out loans and the taxpayers ultimately responsible for paying
for those loans, and their years of compounding interest.

“Just as a brief thought experiment, I ask my students when
we talk about this to think of this - now that you understand that
private banks create 98% of the nation’s money supply as interest-
demanding debt, what further effect do you suppose it has on that
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money supply, and the rate of inflation in the country, when you
consider that bank investors routinely, in the ‘modern’ world, de-
mand  a ROI of at least 15%, and expect 20%? - it opens interesting
doors. And there are many other doors to be opened - banks creat-
ing large amounts of money for nothing more than speculation,
and etc. And why would our government deregulate such people
almost completely? Interesting places ....

“But to get back to where I was. Here we go through the entire
process, again, as a meeting of all the citizens - first the proposal to
build the railroad, as an example, is raised by someone, and gets
either instantly dismissed or people start talking, it gathers sup-
port or not, and finally if, or when, we decide it would be good to
do this, we then see if we can figure out how to pay for it, if it is
feasible, etc - remember, in this process, we have a lot of smart peo-
ple here, and they all get to talk and share their ideas - less smart
people get to talk also, of course, but we find that in an open and
expansive process, the bad ideas get left behind, and the best pre-
vail - quite obviously the reverse of the secretive capitalist govern-
ment process, where the only concern in modern days is maximis-
ing how much money some capitalists are going to draw from the
public purse - as responsible financial programs, very, very bad
ideas all.

“And we discuss that, and decide that we can pay for it, via
such and such a process, and then we hire people to oversee the
process, and it all gets done - quite expeditiously again as there is
no need for secret meetings and vastly unnecessarily complicated
arrangements to arrange the graft (while making it all appear legal
and aboveboard, with highly paid lawyers contributing large per-
centages to the final accounting with endless maximum billable
hours to further confuse the process with the ten-dollar words and
expensive suits and offices covering the cheap criminal ideas of their
masters) and things like that - and always, here on Green Island,
the result of such an open process, with well meaning and compe-
tent people involved, is the best quality for the least amount of
money required, with the best material and workmanship done by
honest laborers and managers, and nobody makes obscene profits
and nobody gets killed because some contractor wants to send their
kid to an expensive university or because some investor is demand-
ing more ROI causing someone, somewhere in the process, to cut



  539Chapter 25: The Freedom Science

corners unsafely. Democracy is so much better than capitalism, in
every way, at least for We the People - the capitalists aren't too
thrilled at losing their Prince Edward Island serfs and fiefdom and
titheings, but you can't please everyone hoho."

"But isn't that a bit contradictory? You said there is no state
control of everything here, but there is some sort of state process to
decide who can get loans or something? Seems a bit cumbersome,
if I have to go to a state bank and ask for money to take a vacation
or something, rather than a normal bank that is designed to deal
with such things - ?"

"Oh, well, of course I am only talking about government
projects, things we the people as a whole deem as necessary, such
as the railway, or other public infrastructure or necessary services.
If a private citizen wants to do something, they go through any
normal channels they wish, including interest-bearing loans or
bonds from whatever source - with, of course, the proviso that pri-
vate banks or other lenders cannot anymore create money and lend
it out, but must stick to the traditional ideas - if they function as a
mainstream bank, and have X dollars of deposits, then they can
lend Y dollars in loans - no more. They are, of course, not accepting
this new way of doing things on Green Island without some seri-
ous arguments, which we will be hearing more about in the
upcoming court case - but they are in a bit of a bind when they try
to argue publicly against the new system, as we insist they must
like everyone else rather than having secret meetings with govern-
ment officials to press their case as they do in other places, as they
want to retain the 'right' to create money as they have in the past -
but at the same time keep that money-creation function secret from
the public, as it has been, and the new Green Island press is also not
playing ball about that sort of things like the mainstream Cana-
dian press used to, and still does.

“People aren't that happy when they find out that private banks
have actually been creating all or most of the money they have been
lending people, rather than just lending the deposits of other peo-
ple, as the popular myth always had it, and making their huge
profits from this - and not only creating huge profits, which might
be acceptable or defensible, but causing huge amounts of problems
in Canada as the governments have said they have no money but
must also borrow huge amounts from private banks, and then pay
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huge amounts of interest to these private banks who have created
the money. It really is quite indefensible for a government to do
this, which has, I might say, been one of the strengths of the new
Green Island government, and one of the main reasons we have
the support that we do, is that the people were so outraged when
they learned about the theft that had been going on for years, per-
petrated in a great conspiracy by government, banks and media
against them, against us all. Something we understand now here
on Green Island, but appears to be still completely under the radar
in mainland Canada, to the great detriment of the people there.

"You really have to get your mind outside the box, as I said, to
understand what we are doing. Just think of one central advantage
we have here (and 'advantage' is a bit of an understatement, kind
of like saying a fresh and strong 20-year-old woman has an advan-
tage in a foot race over an 80-year-old cripple strapped to a bed
somewhere, really!, there is just no comparison, when you consider
not only the money problems in capitalist society but the fact that
most of the mushrooms, haha citizens! have no idea of the actual
situation in which they live, in terms of who controls the money
and their government, and thus the decisions made about their so-
ciety) - we do NOT have a giant money vacuum hovering over our
heads 24/7/365, skimming a substantial portion of everything we
do, everything we create, through that endless interest paid on
money created by banks - all the money in circulation here stays in
circulation here, essentially, which includes allowances for savings
- but we do not have to continually create more and more and more
of it to feed the CFA (come from away) investor-parasites, or the
bankers and their interest payments with their money-sucking
snouts inserted directly into the money system of our body politic,
like a never sated 5-pound mosquito constantly sucking blood from
your body and siphoning it into big jars and passing it around to
his friends etc and etc as you desperately try to produce new blood
every day, every day, every day to replace what is being stolen."

"Mmmm - when you explain it like that, it becomes quite clear,
and quite grim sounding. So - you've removed banks entirely from
the money-making system then? No more loans? Or what have
you done with them?"

"Well, as I said, we've returned banks to what is supposed to
be their advertised function - they are places where people can save
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money safely, or get other financial services, paying bills, foreign
exchange, things like that - a normal business with normal profits,
rather than the massive and endless windfall profits that arise from
creating money - they aren't happy of course, and are fighting like
hell, but as I noted before it's a rough fight for them, as they cannot
rely on any public support at all considering the huge scam they
have been perpetrating on everyone for years, so they are using
more hidden channels - the banks are, of course, a central part of
the upcoming court case about various people trying to have our
whole system overthrown, but that's a story for another time.

“For now, the ones that have chosen to stay open here can make
loans - of money they have on hand only, of course - we keep a
close watch on that - they could easily cause inflation if left to them-
selves, by flooding the economy with cheap money - and we know
well they are very capable of such destabilization intentionally -
it's a very popular banking trick to periodically destabilize an
economy, and then go around collecting all the properties that they
can foreclose on - something else the capitalist press doesn't EVER
talk about, although history is full of such examples. But if people
choose to take this kind of loan at interest, then they are free to do
so - not many do, of course, considering the downsides of bank
debt, and other financial options of we the people here, based on
the Green Island dollars, and our fully computerized debit-credit
system, which anyone registered can access. Why pay a substantial
amount of interest, for years and years, doubling the price of your
house, when you can borrow the same amount of money essen-
tially interest free, for nothing more than a small administrative
fee, in Green Dollars from a Green Island Bank?"

"But you need new money from time to time, as your popula-
tion increases and so on? Where does this come from?"

"Oh indeed, we have an ongoing monitoring system, as I men-
tioned, that watches the general number of people here and popu-
lation growth, and the increasing value of the societal assets upon
which our true wealth is based and thus the proper supply of money,
and natural growth, and so on, and raise the credit limits, includ-
ing cash in circulation, accordingly....

" - sorry to interrupt, but you say you base your decision about
how much your money supply should be on your societal assets? I
don't believe I've heard this idea before - "



542 Green Island Book I:  Greenways

"Well, it does seem to be a new idea, but we talked it all over
when we started the Green Island money supply, with a number of
economists - free-thinking economists, that is, or alternative econo-
mists, not your in-the-box academics who do nothing more than
parrot old ideas and neoconwetdream fairytales like 'trickledown'
as if they were somehow factual and spend their careers creating
vast, complex Goldbergian models to ‘prove’ the unprovable - in a
big discussion of everyone here, and as usual the best ideas came
forward, and were widely recognized as the best ideas.

"Actually, although the entire subject of money is quite simple
in its basic concepts, it can get somewhat complicated once you get
beyond the simple means of exchange-store of value things, and
there are a lot of conflicting ideas. But we started from the basic
idea that in modern society money is the big controller of people
rather than the other way around, a tool for people to use, as a
rational society would behave, and thus those who control the
money control the society, essentially - and we did not want banks
or money controlling our society, but as tools for us to use, not the
other way around. And for such a simple-seeming thing, just a
means of exchange to replace the necessity of bartering for every-
thing on a direct level, it has become very, very complicated - and
we figured that most if not all of that complication was to insert
various layers of mushroom food between we the people and they
the controllers over the years, recently becoming more and more
sophisticated as the scam extracts more and more of our wealth, to
stop us from seeing what they are doing and continue milking the
golden goose, if you'll excuse the mixed metaphor.

"You are probably familiar with the old ideas of gold-based
money, which seem to be the major system offered in opposition to
any kind of fiat money, but it doesn't take much open discussion to
understand that basing a system on gold is simply a way to ensure
that the money supply remains under the direction of a small, any-
thing but disinterested clique, who use that power for their own
great profit, as we have seen time and again throughout history
and into the modern world. But when thinking about money, you
really need to get to some roots, and think about what is the value
of money based on, and how does it remain stable? Well, we figure
the value of money has to be based on something, there has to be
that security - as we have said, you can't just crank up the printing
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presses and start churning out money, or it quickly all becomes
valueless. But gold or something like that will not do - there is only
a limited supply of gold in the world, and most of that is owned
anyway - so if you base your money on that, then you automati-
cally give control of it to those who own the gold, and that's a bad
idea right off the beginning. And likewise just printing up a bunch
of money and telling people to use it in their exchanges with one
another is full of risk, it's just too arbitrary and subject to abuse or
simple bad decision making or even outside influence, not for the
good of we the people here most likely, as we have seen with the
commercial banks and their endless bubbles. So you need some-
thing tangible to base the money on, or how much of it you have in
circulation. A lot of money in your pocket is meaningless if there is
nothing you need that is available to purchase - but equally there is
something wrong if the stores are full of stuff that people need, but
noone has any money to buy anything. And formerly it was the
banks who were given the very important task of mediating this
situation, which they have done fairly well in the modern world in
some senses, but in a much larger and more important way since
the beginning of the modern deregulation in the early 1980s, they
have also abused their privilege greatly, by regularly creating far
too much money for nothing more than rampant speculation by
some very highly placed gamblers; and also the system is, as I have
explained, quite untenable in the long run, as the people have to
pay interest on all of that money, every year, and this slowly but
surely sees all of the real property in the country taken over by the
banks as they get collateral instead of money.

"Mmmhmmm???" I waved my hand a bit, frowning, to indi-
cate I was not quite following something here ...

"Oh, yes, I suppose I talk too fast sometimes, and get ahead of
myself, or forget you may not be familiar with all the background -
you’ll have to remind me to show you the AGORA GI FINANCES
page before you leave, where this is all explained in much more
detail - the new theories of our Green Island economics. Well, you
see, rampant inflation is actually quite inevitable, at least with the
system Canada has been following since the great deregulation of
the 70s, and along with this the inevitable turning over of all the
real property in the country to those creating the money. Inevita-
ble.
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“ When banks create 98% (give or take!) of your money sup-
ply, and demand collateral and interest - well, where does the in-
terest come from? They create the principal, but not the interest.
Time comes to pay interest, and although all the players shuffle
around the money, eventually, like a big game of musical chairs,
someone cannot find interest, and collateral goes to banks. Every
year, a lot of people cannot find interest and collateral goes to banks.
Every year interest, every year collateral to banks. Over time - well,
you can see where it is heading, I am sure. The slow, but ever faster,
turning over of all property in your society to the banks - or, more
correctly, of course, the 'investors' who own the banks. All for the
privilege of being given the right to create money out of thin air.

“And we need to remember, as well, that this is something of a
new thing - prior to the 1970s, the Canadian government had cre-
ated a certain amount of the Canadian money supply, and other-
wise kept a rein on the banks, so things were quite stable until that
time, and it was with good reason the Canadian currency was highly
regarded and stable. This current situation only began in the 70s,
and gained speed through the 80s and 90s as the hydra grew more
powerful and out of control, both in the power of the banks and the
ascendancy of the rightwing governments and enchantments of the
people via their mesmerising and propagandistic media so they
were apparently unaware of what was really happening, until the
financial meltdowns began in the new millennium."

I nodded my head. A light had gone on, and I was not liking
what I was seeing. I thought, my friend, I had understood the evils
of the capitalists, but this was a new perversity, and perhaps the
biggest of them all - truly a cancer growing unseen in the bowels,
but which would kill mercilessly, and inevitably. Bigelow saw I
was now with him again, and continued.

"So here, we started with the old system of Canadian dollars
that worked reasonably well in its own way, in certain respects, as
people trusted it so it was pretty stable, but was still subject to this
great sucking vacuum, this endless treadmill we were on driven by
the fact that all Canadian money, or most of it, is issued by private
banks as debt that must be repaid with interest, that we had to get
rid of - so what to do? How to wrest control of our money away
from these banks? How to get away from the crazy idea that con-
trol of OUR money, as we the people, is in private hands, private
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hands whose own profits are obviously their priority, rather than
the wellbeing of we the people, beyond, at any rate, keeping us
healthy enough to continue working their golden goose treadmill?
How to decide how much money to issue, and on what basis? (and
leaving aside, for the moment, questions of how to defend our-
selves against the obvious attacks we were inviting from these peo-
ple to protect their golden goose...)

"So - let's think for a second, we said, or a few weeks and many
hours of discussion among many people - how do we figure how
much money we need, how much money it is appropriate to be
circulating in a society, to keep everyone happy and busy and work-
ing and consuming and keeping all the wheels turning, without
creating inflationary pressures of too much money chasing too few
goods, that old bugaboo that is true enough, as long as it's not used
as a 'shut up and leave the economics to us' device, which the old
bankers and their sycophantic economists always do? Well, we fig-
ured, for a start - how do you judge the net worth of an individual?"

And here he looked over to me, as a teacher waiting for an
answer - an odd feeling for one of my years and experience, Fidel!
- but I could see I was in the presence of a Master of his subject, so
felt no slight -

"The net worth of someone? Well, the value of his or her prop-
erty, I suppose, and their savings - "

" - yes, and - ?"
" - and? Well - the value of their reputation to some extent too

- perhaps the value of their knowledge somehow, their future earn-
ings potential - "

"Yes, exactly, we decided pretty much as you say - their physi-
cal assets, their knowledge, their reliability reputation, plus their
future potential is a pretty good place from which to start. And we
came to believe that that same sort of valuation can generally ap-
ply to a society. We start here, at a certain moment in time, and at
this beginning time, the amount of cash money - paper or in com-
puters - that should be circulating at any given time should have
an approximate relation to the value of the physical property that
exists in that society, and with some consideration given to the gen-
eral reputation of that society for honesty and trustworthiness and
the future potential, with some allowances made for depreciation
of property over time, of course - it's a bit of a job to get that evalu-
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ation, that societal economic calculus, figured out, but quite do-
able, really, when a good ballpark figure is all that's really needed,
and you have a wide range of corrective feedback loops continu-
ally operating throughout the system - and it is a substantial fig-
ure, and allows for reasonable growth based on real value - but far,
far more reliable, in the end, than simply letting speculative bank-
ers crank up the printing presses, or computer accounts, for no other
reason than to go off speculating in the world currency markets,
which has proven over and over what a disaster this is for almost
everyone."

"Well, notwithstanding your caveats, I must disagree - surely
it's a simply undoable task to estimate the entire book value of the
physical infrastructure of a society, and then relate your currency
supply to that ..?"

"Well, as I indicated, we don't demand or expect perfection at
all, or any kind of absolute precision. We have, here on Green Is-
land, gotten rid of the capitalist beancounters who wanted to quan-
tify everything down to the last tenth of a cent so they could calcu-
late ever better ways of justifying appropriating, or stealing, as much
of a society's assets for themselves as they could based on allowing
the citizens who created everything the minimum they could get
away with and appropriating the rest, but we have stopped all of
that, and as I said, all we need really is a ballpark figure - the amount
of currency and credit cannot be controlled to the last dime or dol-
lar, nor would any sane person really want to try, but it just has to
stay in a certain range to be sure there is enough but not too much,
sort of like the blood in your body, as an example - too little you are
unhappy, too much you are unhappy, but there is a range within
which things are fine. There are indeed many variables, and con-
stant fluctuation of most of them - but as a ballpark figure is fine for
our purposes, all we really want to do is to ensure that our cur-
rency is supported by something tangible, and not floating on air -
if we have our feet on the ground and understand generally what
we are doing and what the basic parameters are, we can deal with
things, at least that is our belief, and we have done so, so far. It's
just the confidence thing that any currency must ultimately rely on
- the people using the currency must have complete assurance that
when they give some tangible property, or their labour, and accept
the currency in return, they must be sure that they can get some-
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thing of equal value when they go to spend that currency - and as
long as the currency and the assets of the area in which that cur-
rency is being used are more or less congruent, and we have no
private banks injecting huge amounts of currency into the pool for
the very purpose of disturbing that balance through inflationary
processes that they will ultimately benefit from - well, time will
tell, as the old saying goes, but everything so far indicates we are
on the right track. We'll undoubtedly need fine tuning as we go -
but we're all prepared for that, expecting it, really."

"Well, the odd thing to me is that I have never heard of such a
thing, and I have done a lot of reading on economics and suchlike
- if it is so much superior to other ways of currency management,
why aren't other places doing this?"

"Well, if you actually try to find out about currency manage-
ment in Canada or the US or other places, or through standard
accepted economic theory, you will find nothing more than mostly
closed doors with "Nothing Of Interest Here Citizen!!" signs, and
then a huge amount of bafflegab if you actually try to persist, be-
cause as always, the winners write not only the history books, but
the economics books and any other books they need to retain their
position - and it has become quite apparent that the entire modern
economic system is actually a system of power moreso than simple
economics. You'll find no economists in any Canadian university,
for instance, who would dare to talk as I am here - and no main-
stream economics journal or newspaper which would publish any-
thing he or she wrote if they dared to write anything. And it's not
because the ideas are crazy, as I think you agree. The system being
used in the western countries and most of the world is more of a
non-system, really, with the banks nowadays essentially creating
money at will - and that is no accident, I think, as it leaves it open to
complete manipulation by those who control it for their own ben-
efit - every boom and bust cycle is boom for the elite and bust for
the common people, and while changing that is good for we the
people, it is putting controls on the elite, which they do not want."

"So, to go back a bit - you mean you have an open computer
system that tells the worth of all the people on your Island? That
sounds pretty Big-Brotherish - "

"Well, not everything a person has, just substantial property,
and really, there is nothing we have that every other government
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doesn't have as well, such as real estate records, or automobile reg-
istration, net worth statements for businesses, tax records, and that
sort of thing. Big Brother is present in the use to which information
is put, not the information itself - the main difference again is that
we are arranging our data in different ways for different purposes,
and are open and honest about things, which is good at stopping
fraud and crooks. In Canada or the US, for instance, or wherever,
there are property taxes to be paid, and thus the government knows
where pretty much everyone who owns that substantial property
lives, yes? And real estate records are open to the public.

"It's related quite directly to that great sucking money vacuum
they don't want people to ever think about - nor do they want peo-
ple actually realising that 90% of the wealth of the country is owned
by less than 5% of the people - the 95% of the people who actually
create most of that wealth through their labour only control around
10% of it - the rest, well, as I keep saying, is just stolen by those
running the place. Here - we kicked the thieves out, and the result-
ing wealth of we the people is obvious. We own the railroad, and
the zeppelin service, and other things, so it is free for us or the serv-
ice given at a very low price to meet some costs only, and main-
tained at the highest standards of safety and efficiency and con-
venience by people who work for their community and are proud
and happy to do so - if we allowed these things to be owned by
private 'investor-parasites', they would think of nothing but increas-
ing their ROI, and our safety and convenience would be greatly
less, and the fares charged at the maximum possible - as always,
anytime you let investor-parasites into your life, you lose and they
win, in every way. We think we have inoculated ourselves pretty
thoroughly against them - pretty well everyone here understands
now what a terrible drain they were on all of us for so many years
in virtually every way, and we're all pretty alert about not letting
them back in.

"You have to not forget also, of course, that, as with Canada or
other modern countries, the great bulk of our money is not paper
circulating money, but electronic money, simply changing from one
account to another when transactions are made between the peo-
ple or businesses owning those accounts. And again, the difference
is, the people we pay to monitor such things, and ensure the sys-
tem functions honestly and efficiently, are paid employees of Green
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Island - meaning they are not taking some percentage from every
transaction to send to investor-parasites off-island and diminish
our money supply, requiring us to work more and compete more
to create more value to replenish that money supply for them to
parasitize - what we produce, by and large, we keep here, circulat-
ing like the blood in a healthy body - which means we have to
produce much less than if we were feeding a herd of parasites as
well, as is done elsewhere in the world. Again I stress, it is the re-
moval of that huge money-sucking parasite from our system that
makes all of this possible, and the sooner the rest of the people out
there get that figured out, the sooner a bit of sanity is going to re-
turn to this planet, as it has here on Green Island."

"Mmmhmm, it seems quite good, really, as you describe it.
But moving a step beyond the money creation, then, how do you
ascribe value to things? How do you decide what a pound of fish
or potatoes is worth, or a person's labour? - if you do not have a
market to mediate between all of the competing interests?"

"Oh, I never said anything about not having a market - of course
we have a market, it is the very basis of all human interaction! But
again - we have an honest market, not a gangster capitalist market,
not one compromised by the money-sucking machine, or powerful
monopolistic interests skewing things in various ways, or through
secret fraudulent deals between wealthy people and government
officials to favor one group over another - when our government is
a committee of the whole of we the people, and everything involv-
ing its finances and whatever regulations are established is open,
then such things become impossible. I'm reminded of the old
Gandhian quote, paraphrasing as he spoke of democracy, but when
you ask 'What do you think of the market then?', I can only reply,
'Lovely idea, we should try it some day!' - and, here in Green Is-
land, we are. Again, the fabled western 'market', like almost every-
thing else, is a media construct and a lie - they talk about the theory
which is quite alright, but what goes on in western countries in
practice is nothing like the theory at all - it's a corrupt, fraudulent
mess, whose only purpose is to continue funneling the money of
the workers upwards into the bank accounts of the wealthy.

“The very notion that a multi-billion dollar enterprise stretch-
ing over half the globe competes fairly with a mom and pop busi-
ness in one town on a level playing field is a fantasy, quite obvi-
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ously - but like the emperor's new clothes, noone in our society
seems to want to acknowledge that. Here on Green Island - well,
we have no emperors of any sort, and thus the wealth we create,
we keep. As you can see, it works very well - at least for us, al-
though, of course, the wannabe emperors aren't all that happy with
what we have done.

"So, in a most natural way as described by Adam Smith, a man
once again whose ideas are the subject of a lot of lying by the neocons
and elitists, prices and wages are set by our Green Island market -
and here, with many small participants all pursuing their own in-
terests but with the interests of the community in mind as well
through their participation in the Green Island committee of the
whole, and a government of the whole to protect us from outside
capitalist predators who are always on the look for unwary econo-
mies to plunder, a pretty fair system to all is the result. But again I
have to stress that it's key that we have no uber-layers of any sort
distorting things - no big companies that can influence the labour
market by their size, no citizens are born into a 'work at the mill or
die' situation, no banks or investors sucking all the cream out of the
system and requiring more and more work in some endless tread-
mill fashion to replenish what has been stolen, or dictating the over-
all shape of the economy vis-a-vis workers and owners by whom
they choose to loan money to, no pseudo-uber-government arbi-
trarily setting standards and regulations that favor some and
disfavor others or try to create a Big Sister society against the wishes
of most of the citizens, no World Trade Organisation doing its best
to reduce every common citizen of the world to the lowest com-
mon denominator worker bee in the interests of the predator class
being allowed to endlessly enrich themselves - well, many things
like that, all in favor of capitalists in modern society, all in favor of
We the People on Green Island."

"But surely you are not saying you have no standards, no safety
standards or food standards or health standards or anything?"

"Well, we do believe in caveat emptor to a large degree, the
best protection for everyone is intelligence and personal responsi-
bility in adult citizens, but we the people have agreed on some things
in a majority way, and passed some laws ensuring that businesses
adhere to some health and safety standards, and we also have regu-
lations to ensure that our market is not perverted by goods from
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outside which were produced with government subsidies or what
amounts to slave labour. We're also pretty strict about things like
truth in advertising, and discouraging predatory behaviour on
unsuspecting victims - in a fairly open and honest society such as
we have here, people tend to trust one another and take them at
their word, and that is something that a certain class of people like
to take advantage of, so we've passed some laws to try to stop that
kind of thing, the lowlife predatory class from away, usually, who
think they see vulnerability in our honesty and can sneak in and
make a killing and run before getting caught. But the best defence
as always is an intelligent citizen, and communication between us
all so word of people who try to abuse our openness and honesty
gets around pretty quick. A public dressing down and being forced
to return any stolen money with a very public apology is usually
enough to discourage such activity in those of our own citizens
who retain some old ways, or those too young to understand the
value of decent behaviour to our society as a whole.

"And as for wages, well, again in private businesses wages are
set by some personal bargaining - the main thing to consider for
the business owner is that he or she is using someone else's time,
and that is what must be paid for - how much do you think your
own time is worth? - or someone else's? Obviously not all things
people do are worth the same money, and that depends to a large
extent how exclusive their skills, such as they are, are - a brain sur-
geon has obviously put a lot more time into learning his or her
profession than a ditch digger or someone who cuts hair, or a strong,
experienced 25-year-old will probably provide a better potato-dig-
ging service than a small 10-year-old who has never done such
things before or an aging gramps and is thus worth more to the
employer - but there are always limits to the differences in the
amounts such people should be paid, and there are other things
that need to be considered as well, depending on the situation.

“On Green Island, for instance, you will never find, anymore,
a situation of a common factory employee making barely enough
money in a full week of hard work to pay for the cheapest food and
substandard housing, while the exalted CEO takes home a million
or two dollars per week, plus a bonus of tens of millions at the end
of the year and a golden parachute of hundreds of millions after a
couple of years of driving the business into the ground - such things
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are common in Canada or the US, but really they're signs of a se-
verely dysfunctional system, a system based on various kinds of
elitism and fraud and lies and corruption and rule by your secre-
tive uber-elite, which we have basically managed to get rid of here,
through the open we-the-people government system.

"In Canada, for instance, after two or three decades of increas-
ingly right-wing governments, with so-called 'free' trade agreements
that allowed import of cheap goods produced by child labour or
slave labour, putting hundreds of thousands of Canadians out of
work, many, many people are forced to take low-paying jobs be-
cause they have no other work, and government support for out-
of-work people has been cut to unsustainable levels in most places
- which is, of course, as capitalist theory acknowledges, good for
the makers of useless widgets who rely on a cheap work force, but
bad for everyone else.

“Here, we think that is a very bad reason to work, because you
have to, at a job you dislike, because you will literally starve or
freeze to death if you do not turn yourself into a wage slave at
some job you hate - that is a predator style of society, a few preda-
tors sustained by many prey, and here we are trying to create a
human society to sustain us all as best we can. Here, we have estab-
lished simple dormitories with simple food that anyone can use,
and never work if they don't want to. The capitalist propagandist
screams in feigned horror that half of society will become bums
swilling beer and watching tv all day if such policies are imple-
mented, but that is nonsense, as we have shown here, as long as
people are given a chance, and not forced into soul-destroying ghet-
toes from birth. Most people want to work at something, for per-
sonal satisfaction, and because they value their reputation as a good
community person in an open society such as we have here, and to
contribute to their society as well as to make some money to buy
things they want or need and be independent of any handouts.
Few people use the common facilities, but they are there for the
few who need them for whatever reason - and most people work at
something they like, or something they choose freely to do because
the money suits them.

"And also remember, always, always, always remember the
main strength we have here, that without that huge sucking ma-
chine over us requiring endless growth, endless running on the
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treadmill just to stay in the same spot, we produce all we need with
very much less work, so work is easier to find, and you don't have
to do so much of it - and everyone here is quite happy to spread it
around, share everything. You don't need a job for life here, to give
you some security - here we have security because we are our own
bosses, because, again, we don't have to worry about that constant
drain of our resources. Here we spend time creating good things,
and have ample leisure then to enjoy those things as a society - in
capitalist society, people work even harder to produce good things
as well, of course - but then the capitalists simply arrogate most of
the good stuff to themselves, leaving the workers to wake up to a
new day and an empty cupboard, so must begin anew, every day,
every day, every day. When you understand that, you understand
a great deal about the problems of modern society, the unhappi-
ness so close under the surface of so many people, the huge amounts
of money spent on various drugs to hide the despair of the
Sisyphean task they are charged with. And you also understand
the basic path needed to escape that hellish society - as we have
begun here on Green Island."

"So you just threw aside all the bad old capitalist stuff, and
invented an entirely new and better way of doing things then?"

"Well, in some ways, but we shouldn’t be too hasty in dismiss-
ing everything that went before. There were many good things
about the prior society, about current Canadian society - don't for-
get, the whole thing has been developing over a long period of
time, and a lot of good people have managed to do a lot of very
good things - it is, really, in many ways, a very good, advanced
society, with many desirable things. There has always been a strug-
gle between the would-be elite, and the many we-the-people citi-
zens, and although things have ever ebbed and flowed, by the 1960s
in Canada we the people were doing quite well. But the parasite
class, like any parasite, never sleeps, and it kept fighting back and
getting greater and greater influence in ‘our’ government, so by
the 80s and 90s, along with the help of the newly deregulated banks
of course, creating far too much money and causing inflation which
always affects the poor much more severely than the rich, was suck-
ing a huge amount of the value of everything straight out, so the
people were beginning to struggle and work more for less, when
they should have been happy and prospering, working less for
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more. So all we have really done here is banish that parasite class
from our government at least, and stop the excesses of the banks,
and try to adjust to the new situation, which I think we have been
doing quite well, although there are always side effects of any sort
of drastic action like that - the parasites do not go from such a nour-
ishing host quietly, to be sure, and there is fighting and pain to get
that snout out of the blood supply, and scars afterwards. But most
citizens here, and most places for that matter, really want to work
to support themselves and their communities, and live peaceful,
happy lives - and here we are trying to do that, without the capital-
ist slave drivers stealing from us and creating conflict and violence
and fear and uncertainty to further their own ends."

"????"
"Oh yes indeed - that is part of the whole scarcity and compe-

tition thing - more and more the corporate rulers are pushing the
idea of regarding your neighbor as a competitor at the small pot
which is all that is left after the parasites feed, rather than a com-
panion at a large and plentiful pot with no parasites, which is what
we should be doing. Such ideas are also very central to the con-
tinual promotion of this nonsensical terrorism they have been pro-
moting the last few years - if you're worried about suicide bombers
in your midst, you're also going to be less concerned about corrup-
tion and fraud in your government - you want them to protect you!
- and you're also going to be less questioning when they start say-
ing you need to always carry a personal ID card so the police can
check you at will for no reason at all and things like that that they
are doing in Canada and the US these days - a truly free people
would be most unwilling to let police stop and question them at
will - but a people convinced there are terrorists all around lurking
and hiding under every park bench will be much more easy to con-
vince that such things are necessary.

"And equally, of course, in terms of our little talk today, such
people who are concerned with simply getting enough to live on
for they and their families from the meager and decreasing pot will
not be questioning whether the economic policies of the govern-
ment are sensible or not - they are more concerned with going to
their jobs and getting their little bit of pay so they can buy their
little bit of food and go home to their little bit of a house and hide
away for a few hours - it is, after all, better than having no food or
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no house, and they know that when jobs are scarce they are lucky
to have a job, and when the government is short of money there is
not much support available for people with no work, so it is alto-
gether better to keep quiet and not complain in such a situation,
and to regard your neighbour as a competitor rather than fellow
oppressed citizen - it is, quite simply, repression, although the me-
dia, all part of the same system, never spins it in such a way."

"But - if I might change the subject just a bit - what of the inter-
national banking system - surely you do not envisionage such a
system as you use here for the entire world? I don't see how it could
ever work, or even be put into place - "

"Well, I expect you are right there, it would be very difficult -
but it is up to the people in any particular country if they want to
continue to be ruled by banks and other elite continually stealing
from them, or if they wish to take control of their own countries,
which must first involve being in control of their own money. I
don't think there would be any problem at all between two coun-
tries with open governments arranging a mutually satisfactory and
fair exchange process between them - we have done so with a cou-
ple of Nordic Union countries already, and perhaps we can talk
about doing some exchange between your country and ours - I am
sure some trade could be beneficial to both of us, as we have differ-
ent commodities we each have in plenty and are scarce in the other.
Again, as with everything, you remove the parasitic bankers and
their desire to turn every human transaction into another way to
take a percentage for themselves from the equation, and things start
to work much, much better - and so with our currencies, which
might fluctuate in value, but only slowly, not overnight as the cur-
rency speculators desire for their own profits. Strength is in diver-
sity, as we all understand, and so it would be with many strong
but diverse economies - economies led by We the People, of course,
not the predator-capitalists, who will cause trouble for everyone
around anywhere they find a rock to crawl out from under, as the
cancer they are will always attempt to metastasize, as they always
attempt to control everything by any means possible, spreading
misery and violence wherever they are allowed to root.”

I must confess, my friend, my head was beginning to spin a bit
with all of these new, and amazing, ideas, and perspectives on world
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events, but fortunately I had a ready reason to bring our discussion
to a close without begging for mercy, something a mountain war-
rior never likes to do, as you know!

"Well," I said, reaching out to grip my mentor's arm, "I see by
both the time and the descent of this wonderful airship that began
a few minutes ago, and what appears to be another zeppelin berth
just a bit ahead, that we have almost arrived at our destination. I
wish to thank you profusely for what has been quite a new and
illuminating perspective on what has always been known as 'the
dismal science'...."

"Hoho!" smiled Bigelow, along with me, "Well, I hope you will
forgive my rambling on like a lecturer, but this is greatly important
stuff - two central things to a functioning democracy are first, of
course, democracy itself, real, citizen-centered democracy such as
we practice here, not the farcical faux-democracies we see in Canada
and elsewhere these days, but secondly and just as important, a
good understanding of and control of the money and economics of
your country - if you do not control the money, you cannot control
the country, something the modern bankers obviously understand
well, but not, it appears, many of the citizens of these faux-democ-
racies of the modern world.

“But 'dismal'? I think not, not if we understand it properly, as
I have tried to talk about today. Like so much of our modern world
view, that is just another 'framing' put out by those who rule, to
keep people from going places and thinking thoughts the rulers do
not want them going or thinking! Here, really, you should see the
doorway of the Political Economics Faculty at Athenia - you must
be aware that this used to be what economics was referred to by
the great thinkers of the 19th century, but for some not really mys-
terious when you think about it reason, the modern rulers, as they
create a very unreal sandbox for their people to live in, have tried
to separate the two things - anyway, at the department in Athenia,
there is a great sign over the door that says - 'Political Economics:
The Freedom Science!' - and so it is, so it really is, and it is a com-
pulsory course for every student entering Athenia.

“As the old saying goes, the truth shall set you free - and few
things in the modern world are more important than understand-
ing the truth about modern economics, as I have been telling you
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today. And once you do understand the truth about money, and
modern banks, you will at least have the necessary tools to begin
the fight for freedom wherever you are."

The Freedom Science! How very true, my Fidel, how very true!
Let us see what happens now, with the new revolution! I know our
friend Chavez has been encouraging new economics, and now we
see our new friends on Green Isle have made this the very bedrock
of their freedom - the door to a new world lies before us, I am think-
ing!

And I am not alone at all - as the four of us made our way
through the great Zeppelin's door, where the captain waited to wish
us all a pleasant journey wherever we might go (so civilized! None
of the rushrushrush we see in so many places!), I took a moment to
shake his hand - I will certainly ride this vessel again, and try to
have a conversation with this man, which I am sure would be at
least as interesting as the one I have just completed.

"Captain Jules, I believe I heard our friend call you earlier?"
"Yes," he replied with a smile, "And I believe you are a Mr

Ernesto?"
"Yes," I returned the smile, "I regret we did not have a chance

to speak further during this short journey, as you appear to have
had a most interesting life, and I am sure have learned some very
valuable things - perhaps some other time? I am sure I will be
availing myself of this most pleasant means of transportation again!"

"Yes, perhaps indeed, we might both enjoy that - I have a well-
trained crew, and this beautiful craft takes very little care during
flight, so I always have time to mingle with the passengers. I be-
lieve you have spent much of your life searching for a better world,
and I have done the same, from the very depths of the sea to the
edges of space, and all around the world and even beyond, I have
been searching for something more enlightened than the grubbing
of piggies greedily grabbing at pennies which so much of the world
today seems involved with - and I feel most lucky to have found
my way at long last to this Green Isle, where it seems there are
many others who feel the same."

And that was the end of that, and I have relayed to you now
the high points of the conversation we had on the most amazing
air journey, around a most excellent meal - our other companions
added some comments and questions from time to time which I
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have not recorded here, as mainly I could see it was our comrade
Bigelow who was the master and teacher at this conversation - he
seems to understand the financial system very well, both in the
modern world and their new alternative one they have on Green
Island, and I now understand that economics is not something one
must deal with somehow, but is rather the very center of any soci-
ety which wishes to be free, and those who do not pay sufficient
attention to it throw themselves open to be enslaved by others, as
most of the modern western world has allowed themselves to be-
come enslaved by the bankers who control the money, and thus
control all.

I think I have a good grasp of the fundamentals now, and we
can always talk more with the people here, who are always willing
to help others become free of the corporate capitalist American
chains that so many suffer under, in any way they can.

So let us put this at the front and center of the New Revolution,
my friend - The Freedom Science!!!

Your truest comrade and friend, as always
Che



559

Chapter 26

EEE 6

The barriers are not erected which can say to
aspiring talents and industry, “Thus far and
no farther.”
- the Beethoven

There is no reason good can't triumph over evil, if only angels
will get organized along the lines of the Mafia.

- Kurt Vonnegut

====================

Voting is good, if votes are counted; but elections, in and of
themselves, rank among the less significant acts of citizenship and
activism. What counts the most is what you do, how you live, how
and what you think, and the courage, constancy, and truth you ex-
press in it all.

- Zbignew Zingh, Luffing the Leeward Sails

====================

"A Mississauga mother and her daughters and nephew were
left wide-eyed Wednesday evening as the helpless, tiny dog they
call 'Flyer' was tossed into the Credit River near Dundas St. W. and
Mississauga Rd. She was driving west at 5:45 p.m. when she and the
kids saw the driver of a black pickup 'holding the puppy by the skin
on the back of its neck. His arm was straight out of the window,' she
said. As the dog-tosser passed her van, 'he whipped the puppy over
the edge' without stopping, Jedlewska said." (true story, Toronto,
May 5 2006)
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JC - Do unto others ....

whoooeeee - same species ..........................

naaaaaaaaaaaaaa

====================

Letter home

Hi Mom and Dad,
Greetings from Green Island! - I hope you like the t-shirt - all

natural materials, produced right here on Green Island!
Sorry I’ve been so long in writing - I know I promised to sooner,

but it just got real busy real quick over here - it’s just an unbeliev-
able place! I really think Dad ought to come for a visit - he had me,
well, pretty worried, you know, with all that talk about commies
and terrorists running the government here - if he had of had any
other kind of evidence, I might not have come - oh well, we’ve been
through all that! - but really, Mom, it seems a lot more peaceful and
free here than back home - I mean, home is great and everything,
you know, but still - the people here seem to be quite a bit happier
just in general, and more relaxed - I talked to some of the kids you
know, we met at the beach like that you know, it’s really beautiful
up at Cavendish and all that you know, but they say that things
seem a lot better now too, than a few years ago, you know - their
parents are less stressed, not so worried about money all the time
you know - geez mom it’s really neat, they got this stuff called Green
Island Greenbacks or Greenbucks something like that, not like Ca-
nadian money, but you can spend it anywhere here - when I first
came over, like, I was real careful like you told me to be, and got all
my change in Canadian money and stuff you know, but now I take
the GIGBs like everyone else, it seems more natural, and supports
the local people and stuff - I don’t know mom, I’ve gone through the
A-stream in High School at home and even the first semester at UofT,
but I don’t seem to have learned much about money and banks and
all that - what little I thought I knew seems to be wrong too - the
kids here sure know a lot about economics and history and most
everything else - a lot smarter than kids back home - hey, the kids in
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Dickandjaneville High are pretty cool and pretty smart too, I know -
but still, you know - we sit around at night and talk about stuff here,
you know real stuff like governments and economics and how the
pop bands are really propaganda!! which you're not going to believe
this but is really a lot more interesting than talking about tv shows
and girls haha I'll tell you more about that later! - and there’s always
somebody on the net looking at stuff -

I know our government is really great mom and everything,
but I know you and dad have talked before about something called
the 'national debt' or something and what a great burden it is on
everyone - the kids here seem to understand it all a lot better than I
do, but they say it was all just a big scam by the government - geez
mom, I don’t like to think our government would do that, you know,
but the guys here seem to have answers for all my questions, you
know - and they say the government here prints its own money, you
know, so it goes to the people 'debt-free' they say, while back in
Canada, the government lets private banks print money and then
BORROWS it from them!?!?!?! - is that right mom? Why would our
government do that??

 - and then the people - like you know you and dad and our
friends and stuff - they have to pay the interest on that borrowed
money like forever and a day you know mom, big piles of interest
going straight to the banks and then they say they got no money for
doctors and schools and stuff you know, and you have to pay more
taxes for all that instead of getting a newer car that didn't break
down so much - I mean, if the government can print the money itself
- like, you know we always talk about responsibility and stuff - if
the government lets the private banks print say a billion dollars and
then borrows it from the private banks and has to pay interest - why
doesn’t the government just print that same billion dollars and NOT
have to pay interest to private banks - I mean, mom, like the kids say
- who is running the country anyway, the banks or our government?
hahahahaha - well - I don’t want to talk about that all day, I am sure
when you write or when I get home you can explain all that to me -
but I wanted to say I met a really neat girl name Anne here - she has
long red hair and green eyes and she’s just the NEATEST girl I EVER
met - her aunt and uncle who she stays with - she’s an orphan - have
a really neat little farm near the north shore and Cavendish here -

 - oh! hey mom - I gotta run now - Anne’s here, and she’s taking
me for a Lobster Dinner at some place called St Anne’s I think (no
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relation haha) - and I wanted to drop this in the post box before
leaving (Canadian stamp for 'away' delivery hahaha so regular price
- but local Island mail with Green Stamps is about half the usual
price and next-day guaranteed delivery from Alberton to Montague
and anywhere in between! - they sure gotta be doing something right
for that eh???hahaha) - so - I’ll try to write again soon - there’s so
much to talk about - Anne says she might be able to introduce me to
someone here who could give me a summer job - I’m thinking about
it seriously, because I think that Green Island has a lot to teach me,
and it’s already opened my eyes a lot about a lot of stuff - and you
know Anne, well, she showed me around their university here,
Athenia they call it, and it sure looks like something amazing, al-
though their entry tests are real heavy and I might have to do some
catchup stuff to pass, things we didn't do back home ....

Love ya Mom and say HI to Dad - and tell him to think about
you all coming down for a visit later this summer - I don’t know
where he’s been getting all his stories about commies and terrorists
and all that, if it's the CBC maybe you ought to try finding Green
Isle Cable on the net or satellite, but it ain’t the way it is here at all!!!!

Love ya lots - and BIG HUGS!!!!!!!!! - miss you Mom, really -

Virgil

====================

I have two great enemies, the southern army in front of me and
the financial institutions in the rear. Of the two, the one in my rear is
the greatest foe. The Government should create, issue and circulate
all the currency and credit needed to satisfy the spending power of
the Government and the buying power of consumers. Money will
cease to be master and become the servant of humanity. Democracy
will rise superior to the money power.

- Abraham Lincoln

====================

Geezus Mary, they're brainwashing the poor kid. I'm gonna call
the cops or CSIS or somebody about this...

- Virgil's Dad
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====================

FROM brit.gw@greenisland.ca
TO jdforrest@away.com
DATE June XX 2xxx 10:55 GIT (GreenIslandTime - not a bad

time at all)
SUBJ RE: oh no!!

Hi Julie my sister in law as good as the sister I would have
wished for if I ever had one!

Calm down sweetie!!! That sonofabitch is NOT getting
Greenways, EVER!! More later - gotta run gotta class!

Brit

(PS - if you guys got a few days free it would be great to see you
- things are gonna be busy here, and some extra hands and brains
would be welcome! - love ya sis)

====================

Sometimes I wonder whether the world is being run by smart
people who are putting us on or by imbeciles who really mean it.

- Mark Twain

(RM update: we got lots of both now...)

====================

Archives of the Old Thinkers Club, entry 1

Dear my friends from various internet places - has anyone else
noticed the rather odd phenomenon that most of we who are partici-
pating in these web sites and discussion lists talking about the things
that are wrong in our countries and world, and the great scams and
lies and things our governments are getting up to these days, seem
to be over 50 years of so of age? I think it has something to do with
the idea that we have somehow escaped the years of brainwashing
that has been going on with the sheep herd since the explosion of
television in the 60s and 70s as the Great Propaganda Tool of world
history - we are old enough to have started thinking before the tvs
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took over almost everyone's brains and turned them to mush - there
are many other factors of course, from sunday school to monday
school to peer pressure and LCD pressure, but I think they all rein-
force this central mode of indoctrination .... and it's all a great down-
ward spiral, getting dumber and dumber instead of smarter, like we
used to until this modern era got underway...

Me, I see it like - my beard is grey and my hair is falling out, but
my mind is bright and shining and looking for the stars - with so
many younger people I see the reverse, bright smiles and faces, minds
the color and consistency of old porridge, and about as interesting ...

- just a thought - any comments??

====================

June XX 2XXX
NU Stealth Sub Liberte
Gulf of St Lawrence

"Captain, we've intercepted some signals from an American
warship that indicates they may be planning some possibly hostile
activity concerning Green Island. Since there has been no public an-
nouncement of anything, we are concerned they might be up to some-
thing again. As you know, we have discussed this eventuality and
made contingency plans - it looks like it is time to activate Stage A of
those plans. Please locate yourself within close range of the Ameri-
can ship, quietly of course, and await further instructions. If things
happen suddenly, you are authorised to use measures such as we
have discussed in the contingency plans. At your discretion."

"Understood, Madame President"

====================

Rather than love, than money, than fame, give me truth.
-- Henry David Thoreau, 'Walden'

====================

The earth is not dying.
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It is being killed, and the people killing it have names and ad-
dresses.

- Utah Phillips

====================

...  you tend to forget now and then that about half the people
you meet live from one day to the next in a state of such fear and
uncertainty that about half the time they doubt their own sanity.
These are not the kind of people who really need to get hung up in
depressing political trips. Their boats are rocking so badly that all
they want to do is get level long enough to think straight and avoid
the next nightmare...

- Hunter Thompson

====================

Gullible’s Adventures in the Land of the Box People

Chapter ~34,568,542,094, Book 9

“Father, dearest Father,” spoke Gullible, one rainy day as they
partook of their lunch, Gullible’s a rather meager gruel, Father’s a
somewhat more luscious repast, as befitted the Master of the House,
“your ignorant but anxious-to-learn offspring is again puzzled by
one of the Great Revealed Truths of the Universe as elucidated from
your occasional lessons to this gullible grasshopper, and would be
most grateful if you could enlighten him again.”

“Certainly, dear Child, certainly,” replied Father, indulgent as
always.

“It is like this, you see, Dear Father,” continued Gullible, “You
have told us all that we must all, quite fairly of course, contribute to
the upkeep of our fair and pleasant surroundings, and I can truly
see that such is only just - lazy maggots should not indeed live lives
of  beer-swilling luxury with their 60-inch plasma tvs on the public
dole. However, the new system of the Great Houses, I believe you
have called it the Trickle Down Theory of Prosperity for All (GGFB
for short, GaGaForBrains - ed), now says that, while all must still
contribute, as always, yet indeed some of us must contribute more,
and some less. Now, dearest Father, your poor ignorant charge could
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understand this idea, if it said that those with the least to give -
those who, one might say, have partaken from the benefits our soci-
ety offers most lightly - should perhaps give a little less, thus allow-
ing them to enjoy perhaps one or two more bowlfuls of their fine
gruel in the course of a year, perhaps on special occasions, and per-
haps gain just a bit of strength that might allow them to lift a foot to
another rung on the ladder, after their endless days of toil in the
Fine Factories, and those with the most to give - those whom, one
might also say, have indeed benefited most greatly from the many
benefits of our Wonderful Kingdom and its Most Beneficent and
Wise Rulers - should perhaps give just a WEEEEEEEEEEEE little bit
more to show their appreciation for their great good fortune in liv-
ing in this Fair Grey Kingdom with its many Benefits, and in this
way, those of us with only gruel in our thin undeserving bowls might
at least have enough gruel to fill our little tummies of a day, while
those whose plates are overflowing with largesse need suffer no di-
minishment at all should their fat wallets contribute another coin or
two to the common purse. But, Dearest Father, such is not the ra-
tionale at all of the Fine New Theory; in fact, it would seem to be
quite the opposite, and says that those with the most to contribute to
the common pot should henceforward actually contribute even less,
while those with the least must give yet another spoon of their thin
cruel gruel! I am most afraid, Dear Father, that such reasoning es-
capes the poor tired brain of this wayward child, and I would be
most appreciative, as always, of your Enlightenment, Dearest Fa-
ther!”

Father had been listening to Gullible’s rather lengthy question
this day with an increasing frown, of concentration no doubt. When
Gullible finished speaking he was silent for a second.

“Yes, I can see perhaps where the uneducated mind might think
such a system contrary, “ he finally spoke, “and it is, of course, one
of the reasons we require all children to attend our educational sys-
tem for many, many years of their early lives, so they can appreciate
the fine details of such things, or at least learn to keep their small
mouths shut if they do not understand the finer points of what is,
after all, quite advanced economic theory that only the very finest
minds can truly comprehend. Alas, however, I am afraid many still
never learn. However, let me try to put it simply for you, so you can
walk the streets of our Fair Town with your head held high, in your
own Knowledge that all is as it should be. For as you know, your



  567Chapter 26: EEE 6

loving Father and all others of my station care deeply and truly for
our Children, and would do you no harm, no, never - have we not
told you so repeatedly, that ALL we do is for YOUR own good, ver-
ily it is so - truly, we make endless sacrifices and suffer greatly un-
der the burden we bear for you all!!! And it is for this reason we
have decreed that in the future we should keep ever more of our
vast wealth, for in this way we can spend it on ever greater endeav-
ours for ourselves, and by this way, by our spending our money, it
shall, under the guidance of  that mighty Invisible Hand that Guides
us All, like the raindrops that fall from on high, ever and inevitably
and endlessly trickle down to all of our children, and all shall be
happier. If we did not have that extra money, of course, we could
not initiate this grand Trickle Down largesse upon you all!

“And so of course with this New Understanding we now have
of our guiding light of Modern Friedian Economics, it would most
obviously be not only unfair, but indeed counterproductive! (and
we all know by now, of course, the immense value of productivity,
but shall leave that story for another day!), to expect us to contribute
more than a token amount to the common pot, as we are already
doing much more than our share by living as highly as we can! In-
deed, my Fair Child, since you show such alertness, I may share a
small secret with you - we are even now discussing this matter, as
many of our Grand Council feel that since we contribute such bounty
to the common weal by living as luxuriously as we can, we ought to
be encouraged yet further in our efforts to help the common persons
- perhaps our tax rate should be reduced to zero - perhaps even, my
Wonderful Wise Comrades in the BoredRoom are thinking, we ought
to receive a small token of appreciation from the government itself -
a reverse taxation, as it were, wherein those of us with the most
income and wealth will receive somewhat more than those with less
wealth - as those with less wealth, you will understand, contribute
less to the wonderful Tinkling Trickling Down that we Shower all of
our wonderful fine children with, each and every day of our and
their existence! Oh, it is such a fine idea, I must have a glass of cham-
pagne - you see how your challenging questions lead to even more
opportunities for the common people who work in the vineyards of
our fair land!!”

“Oh, Father,” said Gullible, the glisten of tears forming in his
eyes, “as ever you have enlightened me with your great wisdom. It
is indeed true that our Great Fathers of the Fat Wallets care truly for
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the welfare of your ignorant children, and it is only the very rudest
of them all who do not appreciate your Wonderful Golden Shower
each day!”

As Gullible closed the door of the dining room behind him, to
return to his job of cleaning the stables so that Father’s fine horses
should be clean and healthy when he wished to ride them, he stopped
for a moment, startled - he thought he had heard a great burst of
laughter coming from the table, and even a rather loud thump, ac-
companying the abrupt ending of the laughter, that was surely Fa-
ther falling off his chair onto the floor. Father must have come across
a funny story in the paper, he thought, or perhaps some of the cham-
pagne bubbles had gone up his nose - although never having expe-
rienced champagne - truthfully, never expecting to - young Gullible
understood that it sometimes made Father do or say funny things.

Truly, Gullible thought a few minutes later, content that his
Father was happy, lifting the shovel full of the dark, aromatic stable
shit, it is a fine world my Father has provided for us all.

====================

Come gather round people, wherever you roam
And admit that the waters around you have grown
And accept it that soon, you'll be drenched to the bone,
If your time to you is worth savin
Then you'd better start swimmin or you'll sink like a stone -
For the times, they are a changin.
- you know

====================

Giving money and power to politicians is like giving whiskey
and car keys to teenage boys.

- P.J. O'Rourke
====================

Succeeding in life?.....

A boat is docked in a tiny Mexican village. An American tourist
complimented the Mexican fisherman on the quality of his fish and
asked how long it took him to catch them.
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"Not very long," answered the Mexican.
"But then, why didn't you stay out longer and catch more?" asked

the American.
The Mexican explained that his small catch was sufficient to

meet his needs and those of his family.
The American asked, "But what do you do with the rest of your

time?"
"I sleep late, fish a little, play with my children, and take a si-

esta with my wife. In the evenings, I go into the village to see my
friends, play the guitar, and sing a few songs... I have a full life."

The American interrupted, "I have a degree in commerce, so I
can help you to be a great success! You should start by fishing longer
every day. You can then sell the extra fish you catch. With the extra
revenue, you can buy a bigger boat."

"And after that?" asked the Mexican.
"With the extra money the larger boat will bring, you can buy a

second one and a third one and so on until you have an entire fleet
of trawlers.

Instead of selling your fish to a middle man, you can then nego-
tiate directly with the processing plants and maybe even open your
own plant. You can then leave this little village and move to Mexico
City, Los Angeles, or even New York City! From there you can di-
rect your huge new enterprise."

"How long would that take?" asked the Mexican.
"Twenty, perhaps twenty-five years," replied the American.
"And after that?"
"Afterwards? Well my Friend, That's when it gets really inter-

esting," answered the American, laughing. "When your business gets
really big, you can start selling stocks and make millions!"

"Millions? Really? And after that?" said the Mexican.
"After that you'll be able to retire, live in a tiny village near the

coast, sleep late, play with the children, catch a few fish, take a siesta
with your wife and spend your evenings doing what you like and
enjoying your friends."

And the moral is:
Know where you're going in life... as you may already be there.

====================

We need a new meme or something in our collective psyche.
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Currently, after decades, or centuries in some ways, of feudal-reli-
gious-elitist-capitalist-etc propaganda, we all have this subconscious,
but very controlling, idea of this giant, powerful wealthy bear-type
thing astride the world, and the rest of us sheeps just dodge around
trying not to get killed, trying now and then to build little barriers
with signs "You can't go here Mr Bear" - which the bear may observe
for awhile, but kicks them down if it gets in a bad mood or feels like
it, and there's not much we can do about it. That is the meme, any-
way, and it's a very useful one for the bear.

Because in reality the bear is very much a wizard of oz type
figure, with a small band of ordinary men, just like us (haha well
sort of, they're considerably less than us, in terms of human ethics
and morality and suchlike), hiding behind a curtain creating and
maintaining this great monstrosity, currently called 'capitalism', and
keeping us all in fear through a lot of smoke and mirrors and - pri-
marily - propaganda from birth to death everywhere we turn about
the 'Great' Bear-god-Market, how good it is, how powerful it is, how
thankful we all should be for its foot on our necks.

So it is our job to pull that curtain aside, and expose the great
bear for the pitiful collection of sub-humans controlling it that it
really is, and turn the machine off.

And take back our planet for we humans.
For We the People.
And, like the Tin Man, realise we have always had a brain, and

like the lion we have always had a heart.
And then, after getting the wicked witch out of our midst, like

Dorothy find our way back to the land where we belong.
Green Island.

====================

You've got to be careful if you don't know where you're going,
because you might end up someplace else.

- Yogi Berra

====================

Well, it is essentially a bootstrap sort of operation - a lot of things
have to happen more or less at once, and the whole thing got mov-
ing.
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Sure it's very difficult, but then the whole corporate takeover of
Canada has been sort of a bootstrap operation too, with a lot of things
that had to happen to make it real, and those things happened. I'll
admit, of course, that the corporate takeover had a lot of advantages
we don't have - an essentially unlimited amount of 'legal tender'
being perhaps the first necessary element, and their complete lack
of morality being necessary too, considering what they were up to,
and of course a Plan - this did not happen by accident, they knew
what they wanted and how to get it, and did what they had to do.
But they also had the gullibility of the Canadian people to work
with - their understanding that most people in Canada were pretty
decent folk who would never even dream of something like the cor-
porate coup, the corporate takeover of the government, that they
were planning - and the corollary belief as well, that thus the leaders
they ‘elected’ could never possibly betray them, in any serious way.
The corruptibility of politicians was known, but nobody ever
dreamed that they would actually go beyond just accepting some
dollars and other perks 'in kind' or whatever (junket anyone?) to the
point of an ‘en masse’ sellout of the country, well beyond simple
'corruption' charges to the point where words like 'treason' and 'be-
trayal' would be much more appropriate. And of course the people
of Canada who might get exposed to the idea of what was actually
underway also had the classical, necessary mark trait - haha I’m too
smart for that to happen to me haha!! Stupid conspiracy theorists
hahaha!! (what’s that? Yes sir I’ll be there at seven AM sharp. Sir.
How high, Sir?)

The media and education systems were turned to their favour
over a few years, the country was shifted to a point where business
profits became the accepted sine qua non for the existence of our
society (the influence of the US helped here of course, and the putting
into place of a government and prime ministers who worshipped at
the altar of American Business/Capitalism), and then the gullibility
of the people in believing their academics and bankers when they
were told that a huge national debt had sort of materialised almost
out of nowhere that just had to be paid back. So the first big bootstrap
operation - the corporate takeover of the Canadian government -
was arranged, and accomplished, in stealth. Even now, over 30 years
later, almost noone understands this - and those who try to talk about
it are kept away from the mainstream media, and labelled as cranks
by that MSM if they ever get even the remotest exposure through
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internet sources. Such is the power of the Canadian system to indoc-
trinate its citizens, and the gullibility of those citizens, their refusal
to entertain the fact that they are indoctrinated about certain things.

Now we need to undertake a much, much, much more difficult
operation - the reverse bootstrap operation that will return the Ca-
nadian government to We the People.

====================

So - how do you rise to higher levels in the bureaucracy here on
Green Island, if you don't allow corruption and nepotism and that
kind of thing, the standard paths to power in capitalist society?

Well, it's not really difficult, in theory - it's just a matter of merit,
really, like the system works in theory elsewhere but is so screwed
up by capitalist money and their need to ensure that people who
will do as they are told by the capitalists rather than as the people
want or need occupy the major positions of power. Here, we do not
have that problem - the bureaucracy truly operates in the best inter-
ests of the people. The process is similar enough to what you have in
Canada - the worker enters a career of some sort, something that
they like doing or have an aptitude for, and are given certain tasks
to do, and if they do those tasks well, then they are given more im-
portant tasks to do, and if they do those ok, then more important
tasks etc. If you are given some responsibility, and screw it up - then
you go backwards some number of levels, depending on how im-
portant whatever you screwed up was, and either find a new career
or learn to do things better in this one. So the people most able to
deal ably and responsibly and honestly with their responsibilities
rise to places where that ability is important - which it is, in our
society, of course. So it's just a matter of the best rising to the top
here - no other criteria, really, are involved. Just merit.

And it's not a winner take all race, which encourages cheating
and that sort of thing, just a situation where those who can do some-
thing well, do it - there are no particular incentives to get to a certain
position such as great perks or power, as there are in capitalist 'de-
mocracy'. If there is any competition, it is quite friendly. So of course
the result is that things get done, and done well. No big secret - sort
of like things were in Canada during the golden years, before the
capitalists took over and everything got cancerous. As with every-
thing else, pretty much, it's just a matter of getting the capitalist



  573Chapter 26: EEE 6

bloodsuckers and liars and cancers and the rest out of the system,
and letting normal, good people do what they do best.

But the accusation is that socialists micromanage everything to
the detriment of the whole...

Well, that's just another capitalist lie, of course, surely you're
seeing a pattern developing? The only actual managing we do is to,
what could you say, ensure we have sufficient openness and ac-
countability in the processes to vaccinate ourselves against the capi-
talist parasites, who cause so much damage when they infest some-
thing. After that we just let nature take its course, because almost all
people just want to work together and make things better, when not
controlled secretly by the behind-the-scenes capitalist parasites,
which leads to all kinds of apparent contradictions in a system, such
as you see in Canada where the government says it really wants to
improve things, but then cuts hospital staffing and budgets so that
their capitalist behind-the-scenes rulers can profit from the result-
ing system failures, and lower taxes, and so on. We no more
micromanage everything here as those who spread the lies about us
say than you micromanage everything in your body to keep it work-
ing well - you do some basic maintenance to ensure that you are not
infested with some parasite or disease, and provide the tools your
body needs to keep you healthy, and after that, you just let your
body get to work, no?

Same thing here. Keep the parasites at bay, properly fund and
staff whatever system we are talking about, and everything is fine.

And no, it is not the socialist We the People who are parasites, it
is the Capitalists. Think about it. Where capitalism flourishes, you
see factories full of people running on treadmills all of their lives,
producing what Marx so famously, and correctly, called surplus
wealth, which is what the capitalists steal. Here in Green Island, no
treadmills, no capitalists, with the surplus going to enrich we the
people as a whole, thus this prosperity and happiness you see all
around you here. We have no billionaires, and we have no homeless
- just a lot of happy people in the middle somewhere.

====================

what we learn from history is that we don’t learn

====================
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Athenia Sociology of The Box 334
- the course will examine the way that the CBC radio has been

an integral part of the dumbing down of Canadian society during
the neocon ascendancy (see AS 212 crossref Cdn Hist 101), through
such techniques as replacing mature announcers with some gravitas
and intelligence with young bubbly types who prefer to see life as a
joke through their own shallow experience, reflecting the kind of
listener they promote as the 'average citizen', through replacing ex-
perienced journalists with propagandists, and through blatant
boosterism of neocon issues such as capitalism and closer ties with
the US, regardless of how most Canadians oppose such things. Some
discussion of how the Canadian people became so apathetic as to
allow this, and other things, to happen with so little protest.

====================

Dear FHTT mail list comrades,
Something bothered me a bit about the last offering from I

HATEITALL, and his (or her!) once again noting how much s/he
hates all the Hollywood feel-good propaganda movies.

I agree with a lot of what he says (let's just leave it at 'he' for
now, no arguing, it's a frigging male perspective!) - but I am trou-
bled somewhat too - I LIKE a lot of that Hollywood 'shit', and it does
make me feel good, even if I leak a few tears sometimes.

But I wonder why, too - I am NOT a supporter of the status quo,
as you all know, I think we are in a huge amount of trouble here,
and I know the role of Hollywood propaganda and the media role in
our oppression as much as anyone - so what is it with the good stuff
that they produce??

Well - how about this.
There's two major strains of stuff going on here, and as those

strains overlap, so does the audience, and their reaction - remember,
WE know the world is not black and white, and undoubtedly a lot
of the people behind the propaganda know that as well - they DO
want to convince as many of the population here that the world is
black and white, divided between good and evil, and that 'we' are
the 'good' guys no doubt, and a lot of the movies are made with that
in mind.

But there is another strain here, it occurs to me.



  575Chapter 26: EEE 6

Try this - they are imaging the world we WANT to believe we
live in - the dickandjane world they teach in civics classes, where
most people really love to get up at 7 am every day and go to their
'wonderful' job, and schools really do their best to give all the stu-
dents a 'great' education, and the politicians and president NEVER
lie!! ohmygodno!! (yes, there is the ODD 'bad apple', but such peo-
ple, after doing just a wee bit of damage, are exposed and turfed
out, and the dickandjane civics classbook world once again prevails
- etc and etc - the complete fantasy world they build for us with all
the propaganda.)

And that sort of thing feels good - it is the world we WANT to
live in, as I said - a completely fictional world, but one that many
people believe in, regardless of all the evidence of complete corrup-
tion and lies they see around them.

And the movies give them just that little extra bit of either rein-
forcement or doubt they need to stop them from standing up and
demanding that all the shit stop.

Just a thought for discussion!!!
C ( or K, depending)

====================

OGWA-SE-GETP-EPCTP 2,000-09-20-GMT+5-13:55++:

TOP SECRET TOP SECRET TOP SECRET TOP SECRET TOP
SECRET

EYES ONLY EYES ONLY EYES ONLY EYES ONLY EYES ONLY
EYES ONLY

IF YOU ARE STILL READING THIS YOU BETTER HAVE SUF-
FICIENT SECURITY CLEARANCE OR WE’LL HAVE TO KILL
YOU. SERIOUS NOT HAHA!!

FROM: POTUSSS
TO: COMNAT
RE: ROGUE NATION

John - as we talked about when you were here a few days ago, it
appears the rogue government of this 'Green Island' place is not go-
ing to allow free and fair elections like we always have here ;) ;)
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HAHA HAHAHAHA HAHAHAHAHA!!!!!!!!!!!! sorry it's just so
funny and my people there tell me there are some other pretty seri-
ous violations of international law going on, and probably teraist
connections as well ;) ;) haha, so we have decided to enact Home-
land Security Regulation 02-IUJ-998-BCNNN-FU and get rid of the
assholes - there have been some of the people from the former
gummint bugging us at lower levels to make some noise and help
them out, and I guess they're going to get their wish come true. And
the igloo gov (hahaha - man did you see that fucker turn red when I
said that HAHAHAHAHAAA - and he couldn’t do a FUCKING
thing about it except laugh with me - man I love this job!!!) is onside,
so we won’t have to mobilise the northern command to move into
Ottawa or wherever they live in that pissant colony - although some
of my Texas boys were looking forward to the experience, them
froggie chicks are supposed to be pretty hot heyhey for some real
men, they’re a bit disappointed and still hoping for action - anyway,
John, get your boat into their harbour or wherever it’ll fit, and be
prepared to put some men ashore, or whatever else you have to do
to make sure things go the way they need to go Friday. You know
the drill. We got a boomer swimming around nearby if you need
backup, but you should be ok. The idiots don’t even have small arms,
my security folk tell me!

Georgie A Weedick Shurbullie,

(sig: POTUS-ADYFFI (and don't you fucking forget it))

====================

...if voting changed anything, they’d make it illegal...
- Emma Goldman

====================

The answer, my friend, is blowin in the wind
The answer is blowin in the wind.....
- Bobby and Joan, and Martin and Emma, and a few others

====================
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The Onion Sperms
I think an analogy like this - we're all, we humans, like a bunch

of sperms, in a way, although in this gang of sperms we're not all
frantically swimming upstream like in real life - a lot of 'us' are just
sort of hanging round at the malls or watching tv or chasing broads/
guys, whatever, the billion and eleven things humans get up to - but
then there are a few of us kind of compelled to go swimming up-
stream towards 'the mystery', what is life, what is going on around
here, in various ways at various levels. And every now and then we
find some new answers, get some new insights. Somebody, or a few
together (the analogy isn't perfect!, I know that once one sperm breaks
through in the real situation, the egg barrier does a chemical change
that stops the other sperm cold - but go with the idea!!!) break through
the barrier into the ovum, the heart of the egg, that is. And eventu-
ally more follow along, the hole gets bigger or those who refuse to
follow die of old age and eventually we are all in the new level of
the egg. The thing is, the egg we have gotten to in the analogy is not
the end of the road, not at all - there is always another layer to the
egg, sort of like peeling back the layers of an onion. And there's al-
ways that gang of us out ahead, swimming into the mystery. I won-
der what happens when one of us is the first to break through the
last barrier into the real, final ovum. Maybe that person becomes
god or something. Or maybe it's like Clarke's 'Nine billion names of
god', and it all ends. Or maybe there is no end, it's just Prometheus
and the stupid eagle endlessly eating your liver.

Whatever, some of us have to do it. That's me. The little lonely
sperm swimming out ahead, trying to figure out what the fuck is
REALLY going on here, with the little grasping hands of the little
people dragging at my ankles trying to pull me back down to their
sheep pen man the metaphors are mixed here. But one thing I know
- whatever the purpose of life here is, it sure as FUCK is not working
for Korporate Amerika all the days of your life.

====================

You who are on the road
Must have a code that you can live by
And so become yourself
Because the past is just a good-bye.
Teach your children well,
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Their father's hell did slowly go by,
And feed them on your dreams
The one they picked, the one you'll know by.
Don't you ever ask them why, if they told you, you will cry,
So just look at them and sigh and know they love you.
And you, of tender years,
Can't know the fears that your elders grew by,
And so please help them with your youth,
They seek the truth before they can die.

- Crosby, Stills, Nash & Young

====================

Beezer had been strolling along the edge of the bay in the lovely
dark of the middle of the night, having heard some mysterious call
from space of the sort that dogs often hear, sniffing the myriad smells
of the wonderful edge where the sea meets the land, not sure what
he was looking for, but sure he would know when he found it - there
was always something to find for a determined dog with its endless
patience for roaming and snuiffing. At one point his attention was
caught by something out on the bay, and he sat down to watch for a
minute, big black head cocked to one side, eyes half closed, nose
raised and bobbing as it sniffed the breezes going by, which carried
far more interesting information than his eyes, at most times.

But it was his ears that came to the fore this particular time, as
he heard the muffled metallic clanking sound that often came from
manthings, sounds to be cautious of if made by strange humans, for
his size and teeth and general 'take no shit from anyone not family'
attitude could deal with most humans just fine, but he had learned,
as sentient non-humans do if they are to continue their genetic con-
tributions to the gene pool, that things that made such sounds could
be tougher than teeth and size and attitude altogether, and could be
dangerous as well. Not always, but the wise dog knew when cau-
tion was in order.

The sounds he heard tonight were not that unusual, but the
time was. Almost always the manthings that sailed across the water
were making their sounds in the predawn time, and through the
day - very rarely did he hear such sounds at this time of the night.
And there was something else about them that bothered him. Usu-
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ally when the humans spoke on the bay they shouted loudly at one
another, or talked in normal voices - as he cocked his head from one
side to another, he could hear what sounded like human voices, but
they were speaking very quietly, he could only hear a murmuring
sort of sound coming from the otherwise calm and quiet bay, but he
was pretty sure it was human voices, which was unusual - any crea-
ture trying to sneak around unnoticed was up to no good. And then,
with the almost full moon overhead breaking through a hole in the
clouds for a few seconds, Beezer saw a dark shape floating maybe a
hundred yards offshore, with moving silhouettes on it, and making
the odd muffled noise he had heard before, with perhaps a bit of the
very low human voice sounds as well.

As he put all of these things together in his doggy brain, Beezer
barked. Not a danger bark, just yet, not enough information, and
Beezer was the dominant sort of semi-intelligent alpha-male who
did not bark crazily at shadows in the ether or other, confident in his
position in the part of the world that was his territory, but an ex-
ploratory sort of bark - who goes there, and what is your business in
this time of peace, would, I suppose, be the human equivalent.

The sounds stopped, as the shape continued floating out towards
the mouth of the bay on the receding tide. Beezer watched and lis-
tened for another few minutes, barking questioningly once or twice
more, but there were no more sounds, and as some clouds passed
over the moon and even the dim outline of the shape disappeared in
the darkness, Beezer soon resumed his shore patrol, not forgetting
what had disturbed him, but not ready to wait endlessly for shad-
ows either. Other things were in the exploring doggy brain - you
never knew when you might run into one of those stupid cats that
always seemed to be lurking around, which was always good for a
little chase and adrenalin rush. He just loved it when he surprised
one of them sleeping or concentrating on some mouse or something
they were 'hunting' and 'WHOOOF!!!'-ed about a foot from their ear
and they jumped about ten feet straight up in the air eyes wide in
terror screeching like a banshee, fur all puffed out, claws extended
and legs windmilling in panic, tail straight up, and then hit the deck
running. What a laugh, he couldn't even chase the last one he was
laughing so hard he tripped over his own big feet and fell on his
side. To die for.

A dog's life - didn't get much better than that. He felt sorry for
the poor humans sometimes.
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====================

Somewhere high above Bay St, the night is late, some of the
older ones are reminiscing a bit -

"Hahaha! - I don't know, JB, the National Debt Scam was surely
one of the best - but I still think turning them crazy women into
women's libbers was a better one. Boy, the killer chess move of the
century, turning them on-the-verge-of-getting-dangerous Pankhurst
women into the greatest fifth column of all time. All of a sudden we
practically double the productive work force - and we don't have to
cajole them or force them or spend billions on propaganda - they
WANT to get into the assembly lines!! They DEMAND it!! They pay
for their own propaganda to get ALL the women into the work force
for us! And they think they're more free because of it! Fuck, hahaha,
sometimes I just don't believe how stupid all these people are - Here
boss gimme them chains - by god you gimme them chains! I DE-
MAND them work chains!! hahahahaha!!!! Now we're Free!!!!!!
HAHAHAHAHAHAHA!!!!!!!"

- and they partied late and laughed long in the Bay St Board-
room, as below them in the dark streets the free people made their
way back home to get some sleep so they wouldn't be late at the
office or shop in the morning - times were a bit tough right now, and
they just couldn't afford to lose that precious job. There’d be some-
thing on the tv to relax them a bit before bed.

And the bankers were content, and the investors, and the phar-
maceutical companies prospered, concocting the many pills of false
happiness for the workers to eat.

The Box rules. Oh, the Box rules.

====================
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Chapter 27

Brittany’s trial

T
he Charlottetown Courthouse - formerly known as the Henry
Davies Law Courts Building, and in the process of undergo-
ing a name change to the Green Island Central Fairness Council

which was being opposed by some influential people in the old le-
gal system, probably offended by the use of ‘fairness’ which had
nothing whatsoever to do with oldstyle ‘justice’ as known on PEI -
was located on the Charlottetown waterfront, on a street called Water
Street, which ran along the harbour from the Hillsborough Bridge to
the Old Armory at the mouth of the North River. It had been refur-
bished in the 1980s, and sported a copper roof that had caused no
end of leakage problems and was on the list of infrastructure up-
grading things to do some day soon. The interior had been leaking
justice pretty steadily and heavily before and after the new roof, an
old Island (and Canadian and Western 'Civilization') tradition that
was proving very difficult to do anything about, but the new Green
Island government was trying. We were actually pretty close to get-
ting a lot of problems fixed up, having most of our changes ready to
go as soon as one or two serious roadblocks were removed, but there
were still a couple of big days left in the old building this week.

Brittany entered the front door with Zistis Singhszinghs her law-
yer - she had told them she might as well appear alone and not take
up their time, as she felt that all their legal planning should be di-
rected towards preparing for the much bigger Green Island vs Gov-
ernment of Canada and Everyone Else case in front of the justices of

There’s something wrong, in the state
of Denmark ...
- Hamlet, finally catching on ...
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the Supreme Court of Canada that was suddenly looking quite im-
minent, but Stephen and the others had over-ruled her and, truth be
told, she hadn't argued that much - she did not have much experi-
ence in official courts, and she knew that very often such lack of
knowledge could cause problems, so having an experienced lawyer
you could trust, assuming you were lucky enough to know such a
rare beast although things were better these days on Green Island,
was nothing more than following proper precautionary principles
in such uncertain times. Singhszinghs was one of the senior partners
of Mulholland, Singhszinghs and O’Pater, one of the few relatively
honest firms on the Island (or in Canada for that matter), whose
partners actually believed that the search for justice should not be
subsumed to the search for Maximum Billable Hours to enable the
Final Goal of Large Bank Accounts in the service of the modern rob-
ber barons, leading 'investors' and large corporations. Unfortunately
here on the old Prince Edward Island - as in the rest of Canada -
closely related to the sense of greed that was so fostered and domi-
nant in the modern corporate world, the large bank accounts had
won handily over the search for justice, and although we had had
great success in opening people's eyes to many things the last few
years, the deeply entrenched 'justice' system, with much support
from the ROC and its bedrock of big money, was still far from any-
thing we might call 'green', in fairness or openness.

Brittany approached the secretary's window on the first floor,
gave her name and appearance info, and asked which courtroom
her 11:30 AM case was being heard in.

The secretary looked quickly down to whatever book she had
below the window, then looked up again with a small smile, "Court-
room number 3, dear, up the stairs and to the left."

Brittany and Singhszinghs were well enough aware of where
the assigned courtroom was, and found their way up the stairs
through the almost deserted large foyer in front of the court rooms
and opened the door to number 3. It was empty, and the lights were
not on. Brittany turned to Singhszinghs, a small frown on her face.

"Well - that's a bit of a surprise! I expected at least Black's law-
yer or lawyers to be here, and the court secretary should be setting
up by now..."

"Hmmm," answered Singhszinghs, "It is a bit odd. I don't know
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about the lawyers, but the court personnel are perhaps busy with
things for this afternoon - and if it's nothing more than some brief
formality, they wouldn't have much preparation just yet. Let's have
a seat, anyway, and get ready - they should be along in a minute or
two. Things are normally on time here, I'll give that to them all ..."

And they made their way to the front of the room, after switch-
ing on the main lights from the switch beside the doorway, where
prosecution and defendant - or, in this case, appellant and respond-
ent - desks were sitting waiting. They took the table on the left, the
normal respondent's table, and Singhszinghs set his briefcase on the
surface and opened it. There was not much inside - they had only
had less than two days warning, and the brief from Black's lawyer
had been rather short, indicating little more than that due to 'irregu-
larities' in the original transfer of the property known as Greenways
to Brittany, primarily some questions as to the legal status of the
respondent, Brittany, the appellant - Black - was petitioning the court
to have it restored to his ownership. Given that dearth of particulars
or specific charges to answer (the document Black and Hewlett had
given to Brittany two days before was not included in the papers
they had received, and Singhszinghs had thus felt they could not
respond to its contents beyond being ready with some discussion
about it should it become an object of interest to the court) they had
been unable to undertake much preparation, and had thus assumed,
after some discussion, that this morning's hearing would be nothing
more than some sort of formality, laying out some more specific in-
formation about what the grounds were for the attempted suit, and
setting a date for further legal proceedings. SOP in the courts of the
realm.

As they waited, Singhszinghs looked over at Brittany.
"Well," he said, "any last minute ideas yet about what all this

might be about?"
Brittany shook her head once again, as she had been doing a lot

of the last two days.
"No, Zis, no idea at all - everything went through the original

case smoothly, right here actually in this very court room if I'm not
mistaken, and there was nothing at all after that aside from working
out the visitation details, as I told you - you have all the information
I have, and I've heard nothing from either Black or Hewlett since
Monday. I knew that Black was unhappy with the awarding of
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Greenways to me, but that was ages ago, and he seemed over the
years to accept the decision of the court - I think his unhappiness
had a lot more to do with simply wanting to deny it to me, as he
knew how much I loved it even then, than for any great desire he
actually had for it himself - he never liked it much really as far as I
could see, high-rent apartment blocks are more along his lines than
marginal farm land way out in the boonies."

"Well, anyways, I don't think there's much to worry about to-
day - no court action can occur without a decent hearing, and before
there's any kind of hearing there have to be charges or accusations,
and pleadings and a defence, and a trial, all sorts of formalities to go
through - and we don't even know yet what actual grounds they
have for initiating this action to take Greenways away from you - as
we've talked about, in every legal way imaginable you are a Cana-
dian resident now and have been for almost 40 years, and the simple
fact you have not formally applied for citizenship doesn't hold any
water at all that we can find. I can't think that today will be any
more than some kind of arraignment, if you will, although you're
not being charged with anything - but a case where some lawyer
will present his client's case or petition before a judge, with the
grounds for that petition, and get permission to carry on or set a
date for further hearings or something along those lines. So I really
don't think you have much to worry about."

"Well, let's hope so, anyway," said Brittany, a brief smile on her
face, "as there's more than enough to worry about with everything
else - the case in front of the Supreme Court of Canada that looks to
be happening soon sure seems serious enough - there's some heavy
duty constitutional stuff going down, by the sounds of things, and
although we all figure everything is on our side - that may not be
how the Supremes see it. And those RCMP ..."

"Yes, well, let's leave that for later as well, one problem at a
time is enough, so let's get through this one first." Singhszinghs shuf-
fled the brief around the desk for a minute, then looked up at the
court room clock on the wall, which now said 11:37, and frowned.

"Damn, I don't like this, Brittany," he said, "I think maybe we
ought to go and see what's happening - I've never heard of an 11:30
case, specially scheduled as it appears, not starting on time, or at
least the court reporter being in the room and set up, and the bailiff
arriving and turning on the lights and whatnot, some activity of some
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kind should be happening here."
"Yea, I agree, let's go have a look around," said Brittany, who

had also been wondering with some concern at the lack of activity,
and Singhszinghs placed the brief back in his briefcase and they got
up and walked back down the aisle between the two rows of seats to
the door. Outside in the hall, they looked around, but there was
nothing happening out there either.

Not having any better ideas, Brittany took a few steps to court
room 4, and pulled open the heavy door. Inside the lights were on at
the front, although the spectator seating area lights were dimmed,
and as she opened the door she saw a judge talking with a lawyer
up at the front of the courtroom, who was standing between the
appellant table and the raised dais of the judicial bench at the front
of the courtroom.

"....that the documents I have provided are clear enough that
you can issue the order...." the lawyer was saying to the judge, his
words echoing a bit through the large almost empty room.

"But I want it understood that ....." - as the judge began answer-
ing the lawyer, he looked up at where Brittany was standing at the
open door. She turned and waved to Singhszinghs, and a second
later he grabbed the open door and then followed her into the court
room.

The judge lowered his head to look over the lower half of the
bifocals he was wearing, said something too quiet for Brittany to
hear to the lawyer in front of him, then turned to her at the door.

"Ahhh - is that you, Mrs Black, then?"
Brittany frowned, walking forward down the aisle between the

rows of spectator benches ('good term, spectator,' she thought as she
walked, for no particular reason, just one of those thoughts that come
into one's head at times, 'just like a freaking Roman circus in these
places sometimes') towards the small gate that opened onto the stage
area, where the plays were performed in the great theatre of justice
in Canada. "I've been divorced for over 7 years, Your Honor - my
name is Forrest, now, again ..."

"Ahhh - yes," replied the judge, "well, of course, that is one of
the matters at dispute here today. Mr Black's attorney was just in-
forming me of the many irregularities in the case...."

"Excuse me, Your Honor," interrupted Singhszinghs, who had
joined Brittany, the two of them standing rather hesitantly in the
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open area between the defence table and the bench, "are you sug-
gesting that you have been discussing this case with the lawyer of
the Appellant, without either the Respondent or her representative
present? Isn't that a bit irregular?"

"And who might you be?" quizzed the judge, looking down with
a small frown over his glasses this time.

"I am Zistin Singhszinghs," answered Singhszinghs, "and I have
been retained to represent Ms Forrest in this proceeding...."

"Your Honor," interjected the lawyer at the other desk, taking a
step towards the bench, "If I might interject here - we have had no
notification of any other attorney appearing here, and as I have in-
formed you, and as the documents quite clearly indicate, there are
matters of rather serious National Security concerns involved here -
it would be highly irregular to allow anyone not cleared by the Ameri-
, ah, excuse me, Canadian Secret Service people to hear what is hap-
pening here today... and someone evidently of non-Canadian ori-
gins as well - we have no idea who this is, or could be, your Honor
..."

"I beg your pardon!" began Singhszinghs, "I ....".
"Quiet!" ordered the judge, now a distinctly stern look on his

face, "Mr Maggotryzooble has explained the situation to me already,
and I have agreed with him - this is indeed a matter involving some
quite serious security concerns, and the National Security of Canada
could well be in jeopardy if unauthorized persons are allowed ac-
cess to this information. I have nothing here indicating your authori-
zation to appear here today, Mr - what is it? Singsing? - whatever, I
have no record of any authorized attorney for the defendant, so I
will have to ask you to leave now. Now!!"

"I must object most strenuously, Your Honor! This is highly ir-
regular! I - " - and he got no further.

"Bailiff!!" shouted the judge, face reddening a bit, banging his
gavel loudly on the desk in front of him.

"Your Honor!" barked a uniformed guard who had been stand-
ing beside a door at the back of the room, where the judge entered
and left the chamber, jumping forward to stand in front of the judge's
bench.

"Remove this man immediately!" said the judge, pointing to
Singhszinghs.

"This is highly irregular.... !" began Singhszinghs once again.
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"One more WORD out of you and you will be in jail for a good
long time for contempt of court!" thundered the judge, half rising
from his bench, "This is a VERY serious matter, as Mr. Maggotyzoots
has explained to me in detail, with very serious National Security
implications, and I will NOT have my court room used for terroristic
purposes! Bailiff!"

"Your honor!" said the bailiff once again, this time having crossed
the short distance between the bench and the defendant-respondent
desk where Brittany and Zhistin had moved to, where he took
Singhszinghs firmly by the upper arm (the bailiff being rather a large,
young man, crewcut blond hair, brown shirt with lots of impressive
red insignias stitched to it, and metal buttons and things, and
Singhszinghs being rather an older, smaller man, there was no ques-
tion of physical resistance). Brittany stood, eyes wide open in amaze-
ment at this turn of events, reaching futilely for Singhszinghs as he
was pushed unceremoniously towards the court house door.

Just before they reached the door, the judge's voice rang out
once again; the other lawyer had taken a couple of steps towards the
bench and spoken some words to the judge as the bailiff was doing
his work.

"Wait!" he said, and the bailiff turned with Singhszinghs.
"I am placing these entire proceedings under National Security

Directives as well - you will NOT say a word - not a single word! -
about what is happening here this morning to the press or anyone
else, under penalty of a charge of treason, do you understand me?
This is a most serious charge, I remind you!"

Singhszinghs looked the judge in the eye for a long moment,
and then at Brittany and back to the judge, before responding.

"I understand, your Honor," he replied.
"Very well - be sure you don't forget it or there will be conse-

quences, you can count on it! Bailiff! Continue - and place a guard
outside the door to make sure we are not disturbed again!"

"Sir!" replied the bailiff, and a second later he and Singhszinghs
were gone behind the heavy door leading in and out of the court-
room, leaving Brittany alone with the judge and the attorney for the
plaintiff.

Getting a grip on herself, and telling her that whatever was go-
ing on with Singhszinghs she - they - would have to deal with it
later, but for now she had to finish what was happening around her,
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do what she must to protect her Greenways, that she sensed was
now under an attack somewhat more dark and serious than she had
imagined, she turned back to the judge, who was watching her over
the tops of his glasses, lips pursed, frowning. The lawyer named
Maggotyzoots took a step towards the judge, raising an arm, his
mouth opening as if to speak.

The judge raised his own arm, turning to Maggotyzoots.
"Not now. Let's get on with this - we have other much more

important business to attend to today and tomorrow, all of us..."
He then turned to Brittany.
"Well, Mrs Black - or Ms Forrest, whatever, it hardly matters - I

have before me a rather serious document, indicating that you have
lied egregiously to the Canadian government, and through these
lies, among other things, obtained a rather valuable property here
on Prince Edward Island called Greenways, defrauding a rather
prominent Canadian citizen during the process of the said acquisi-
tion. Joseph Black, through his esteemed attorney Festus Maggoty
of Maggotryzoots, Drool, Vulture and Carrion, the premier law firm
of Bay St in Toronto recently acquired by Bashy Maggots of
Mordorhattan, the leading US law firm for the President of the United
States, no less, has brought these serious charges in front of me, and
presented compelling evidence as to the justice of his claim, and,
given the length of time this most unjust situation has already pre-
vailed, and the highly fraudulent nature of the original claim, and
the amount of anguish the appellant has already suffered needlessly
through these lies, I see no reason not to award him this property in
full, today. Can you tell me any good reason I should not do this?"

Brittany's mouth dropped half open, and her brain went all
woozy for a second at hearing the judge speak.

"I - I - what evidence are you talking about?" was all she could
think of to say, "I have no idea what lies Joe Black or his lawyers
have been telling you..."

"OBJECTION!" roared Maggotyzoots, leaping to his feet from
where he had only a moment ago returned to his seat behind the
prosecution-appellant table, "That is a slanderous accusation, action-
able at law!"

The judge frowned down at Brittany. "Sustained!" he said sternly,
"And may I caution you, Ms Forrest or Mrs Black, whatever, to be
careful what you say here - Mr Black and his lawyer Mr
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Maggotyzootses are upstanding Canadian citizens in Canada, and
you are leaving yourself quite vulnerable to some serious slander
charges if you continue to speak in this fashion and endanger their
reputations. Not to mention contempt of court, for bringing the ad-
ministration of justice into disrepute with your foul accusations!"

"I - I - well, your honor, how can I answer the charges if I don't
even know what they are??? I - "

"Mrs Black!" interrupted the Judge, "What do you mean, you do
not know what the charges are? Mr Maggotyzoots assured me you
were served with the appropriate documents earlier this week, in
plenty of time to prepare such defense as you might have, and he
has presented me with receipts as well for service! Were you or were
you not served with these documents? What is that I see on your
table?"

Brittany turned back to the defendant table, where
Singhszinghs's briefcase lay open, where he had placed it upon first
arriving in the room and had not been allowed to retrieve before
being escorted out, with the appellant brief there in plain sight on
top of it. She picked it up, and turned back to the judge.

"Well, if this is what you mean - " - and she read the full title of
it - " - I guess I have been presented with it. But it doesn't tell me
anything about what 'lies' I am supposed to have told to the Cana-
dian government or anyone else, or how anything has made me guilty
of this 'fraud' charge you're talking about ..."

"Enough!" roared the judge again, "I must caution you once
again, Ms Black or Mrs Forrest whatever, you are getting into very
dangerous waters when you accuse the court or honorable officers
of the court of preparing or sanctioning poor or misleading docu-
ments! The information in that document you have is all that the
National Security Advisors to this court deemed safe to release -
you do understand, Mrs Black or Ms Forrest whatever, that we live
in very dangerous times, and that the Security of Canada depends
on not allowing terrorists, who are hiding in every nook and cranny
and under every bed in our open society and terribly abusing our
great freedoms for terrible, nefarious purposes, access to informa-
tion which they might then use to Destroy our Great and Free Demo-
cratic Canada??? What objections can you, lowly ignorant citizen
that you are!!!, have against Protecting The Homeland?? Especially
when you dared to enter this court room with an Unauthorized Per-
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son who quite obviously would be One of Justifiable Suspicion in
our under-siege society?!? Are you then condoning the criminal,
terroristic cutting off of the head of our Great Leader, Ms Black??? Is
that what you are doing here today?!? I will not stand for it, I assure
you!!"

Brittany stared in some horror at the judge, wondering fleet-
ingly if this was just a bad dream of some sort, as he paused for
breath, half raised from his seat and leaning on his arms glaring at
Brittany, a drop of spittle dripping from his lower lip, evidently on
the verge of a major psychotic episode, and said nothing, now start-
ing to understand that simply getting out of this court room this
morning rather than being transferred to some dungeon somewhere
might be the best she could hope for - and Stephen and others cer-
tainly needed to be alerted to this festering monster that had sud-
denly appeared in their underbelly.

After a minute or so, and several deep breaths, the judge re-
gained his composure, and lowered himself back to his seat, straight-
ening his glasses, fingering his gavel lovingly while taking a couple
more deep breaths.

"Well, then, Mrs Black, as I was saying, can you offer me any
compelling reasons not to find in favor of Mr Black's suit before the
court today?"

"I am sorry, your honor," answered Brittany, not wanting to ig-
nite another outburst but having to say something in her defence,
"but having no idea of what the specific charges are against me, I
find it impossible to refute anything. But I would like to say that ....."

"Enough! Mrs Black," interrupted the judge, "If you have no
defence to these most serious charges - and it is evident that you do
not, and indeed if I might say so, cannot, since the evidence I have
before me indicates no defence is possible - I find that in these cir-
cumstances, it is evident to me that some serious irregularities, some
very, very serious irregularities, have been allowed to occur in the
Canadian justice system, irregularities that cry out to be immedi-
ately corrected. An outstanding member of the Canadian commu-
nity has been deprived of some very valuable - both financially and
personally - property for several years now, a loss based on a number
of thoroughly egregious lies it is clear to me, and this is quite enough
to justify this shortening of normal lengthy procedures and order-
ing you, the Defendant-Respondent in this matter, to undertake the
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immediate evacuation of the property known as Greenways, so that
the rightful owner, Mr Joseph Black, the Plaintiff, can resume the
enjoyment of his rightful property. I so find, and Order so made. I
will be generous, Mrs Black, and give you 72 hours to evacuate the
property. Mr Black has been denied his land for far too long - and I
have prepared appropriate documents to authorize the occupation
of Greenways by Officers of the Court this coming Saturday morn-
ing to ensure the return of this property to Mr Black. I would strongly
advise you to have vacated the property by that day, or there will be
consequences, Mrs Black, there will be consequences."

And with a long, fierce glare over his glasses, he raised his gavel
to finish the proceedings.

Never without courage even in the face of the worst adversity,
which this was, Brittany stepped to the front of her table, a docu-
ment in hand, looking to buy a bit of time to think, hoping that maybe
Singhszinghs was marshaling the posse or something.

"Your honor, please - I do have some evidence to present!"
The judge, frowning in annoyance, looked down at Brittany,

rather pointedly not lowering the gavel. "What is that you have?" he
questioned, gesturing to her document.

"We have prepared a history of my ownership of Greenways,
from the divorce proceedings in this very courtroom several years
ago, including the legal ownership papers, and evidence of the many
improvements I have made to the property, and so on, that I would
like to at least present. I do not know what information you have,
but at least you can compare it to what I have here - if there are any
irregularities, perhaps you can at least call for another hearing, where
you can determine whether - or which, that is - party is - um - giving
you more accurate information....."

"That's quite enough, Mrs Black!" interrupted the judge, "As I
said in my judgement, I am quite convinced I have full and clear
information concerning the history of this property and the indi-
viduals appearing in the case, and I have heard no reason to change
my mind, and you might remember you need to be very careful of
impugned slanders of honorable people, at least in this Canadian
court! If you wish to leave a copy of your brief with the court secre-
tary, I will look at it later - but my Order stands. So be it! "

And he slammed his gavel on the top of his bench, and rose to
leave.
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Brittany was not quite finished yet, however - her fine temper
was normally controlled, but there were times when the unbearable
unfairness of life just got to be too much, and things were said that
occasionally it was later wished had not been said.

"Your honor! I will be appealing this case, the documents will
be registered in this courtroom by the end of the day, and I will
NOT be leaving my property until these appeals have been heard in
front of a REAL court somewhere with a REAL judge! And don't
you people plan on having Black taking over my property anytime
soon - we haven't yet cleaned up this court system, but the police
here are Green Island police now, and I think you'll find a bit of
trouble in enforcing these orders through the GRIPPS police force,
who at least are honest!"

The judge, who was now standing behind his bench, looked
one final time at Brittany, over his glasses, a small enigmatic sort of
smile on his round, red, old face.

"Oh," he said, "I wouldn't be too sure of anything like that, Ms
Forrest. I think you'll find yourself, dear, that your little pretend
GRIPPs police won't be running decent people anywhere, anymore
- your little utopian socialist experiment is about to come to an end,
finally, and decent people will once more be running this Island, as
they ought to be. It won't be the GRIPPs, but a rather more legal -
and compelling - force who will be escorting you from that property
come Saturday morning, if you dare to still be there."

And with that comment, he turned and disappeared through
the door the bailiff, having appeared once again through the same
door during the 'proceedings', hastily pulled open for him, and closed
behind his broad black back.

Brittany watched helplessly, mouth slightly open in disbelief.
She turned to Maggotyzoots, who was watching her from his seat
behind his desk, fingers steepled in front of his face, and a truly
disgusting little smirk on his little hyena face, then turned back to
Zhistin's briefcase on the table, dropped her papers in it, closed it,
picked it up, and, head high, marched back down the aisle of the
court room and through the door.
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