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Dédicātiō




In memory of FringeWare:

One generation thence,

With great appreciation for (most) all involved,

Especially remembering those dear who’ve passed.



And those who strive to defend from

The gathering fiends,

Bloodlust Extrema intent on

Sacrificing our world upon their altar,



Thank you for your service.
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Act I






Act I:



Apriorism




In a polarized world of balance and strife,

We build our camps with walls so tight,

While shuttering the world in broad view.



What if we each in our own little camps got,

Just what we’d so dearly craved and sought,

Though at what cost, to the world around?



While a vibrant world about withered and burned,

Within our walls are we forced to learn,

To come to grips with something Other?
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01: a tie

HAWKE SAVORED ONE MORE SIP of espresso, scrolling through search hits on GitKnob.
His attention meandered between reading source code and listening to a news video play in another window.

“Welcome and thanks for joining us,” the reporter said brightly.
“We have so very much to cover this evening.
Live reporting from yet another horrific and truly devastating heat dome in India.
Plus updates about a simmering, somewhat smoldering, albeit slow-motion revolution in Iran.
This one led by the ZZA party, an acronym which in Farsi translates to ‘Women, Life, Freedom’ where their efforts after many setbacks appear now to be gaining traction.
Good stuff!”

He paused the video momentarily.
His favorite reporter and frequent source of leads, Rachelle Nadeau on RNnews, was covering current events as brilliantly as ever.
Albeit, this segment was already a few days old.
Hawke remembered something Nadeau had said, or at least thought he remembered something she’d mentioned, and was re-watching this episode to try to find it.
Somewhere, maybe.

The video had stopped in the midst of Nadeau’s intro voice-over about ZZA in Iran.
Hawke translated blurry protest signs in the background of the video frame.
“So intense,” he sighed, then let the video run again.

Feeling out of sorts, Hawke stared out the bedroom window while he kept listening.
Through the window facing town, morning sunlight scattered across newly sprouted hawthorn and redbud leaves.
These shimmers and sparkles heralded the start of another Spring.
A new Spring bristling with terrifying challenges.
Honestly, he felt exhausted, even though the day had barely started.
He’d nearly finished his first coffee, and mused briefly about going downstairs to start another moka pot.

Hawke recognized his mood, the uncertainty it implied.
Was it time to ask himself, what was he really doing?
Okay, reciting by the numbers…
Number one, he’s a good provider for their family.
Building on the dream shared with Caitlin, for their home and their life together.
Two, developing a solid career to support that, while making time to be a dad, and trying to be a good partner too.
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Three, he had sworn to defend the United States against all enemies, foreign and domestic.
Sworn to protect sensitive information about classified activities at work.
Four, watching over his tiny but mighty team at The Mohole
— “AI solutions for enemy logistics analysis and disruption” — guiding them and challenging them to excel.
Meanwhile, scrambling to keep them from getting sentenced to prison just for doing their jobs.
The stakes were that high.

Five, if he was being honest, he’d become quite interested in open source and returning to spend more time coding software.
It compelled him so much more than chasing after bureaucracy.
Plus, the realm of quantum AI was bursting open with opportunities.
Hawke didn’t want to miss out on those, buried under paperwork in a government job.
He was allegedly defending democracy.
That, versus something else…
Perhaps applying AI powers toward helping save the planet?
Truly, which represented a larger priority?
Which needed to be done first?
For the moment, he didn’t want to overthink it.
Must stay focused.

Realistically, there was one other driving force which helped make sense of Hawke’s life:
trying to figure out what the fuck was actually going on, from perspectives almost no one else might ever catch.
This was his weird trick.
His core motivation.
This was why his team had been given such important tasking, commanding enormous computational resources at their fingertips.

Right now, “What the fuck was happening?” had been growing increasingly complex, at a staggering rate.
However, something elusive, a potential key to the quandaries, held back just out of view.
It tugged annoyingly at the back of his mind.
Some clue that could become important.
Some thing that Hawke was trying to locate, and pluck from the Aether.
Somewhere, maybe.

Instead of more caffeine, Hawke kept listening to news, refocused on scanning for the thing.
To keep his hands busy, he rearranged several challenge coins along the back edge of his desk:
Menwith Hills, Waihopai, Leitrim, ADF Denver, Wahaiwa, AMOC, Bad Aibling, Mohole.
All neatly arranged by date, then alternatively by longitude.
Then rearranged yet again by the number of free beers each had earned.
Or perhaps by predominant color?
Number of days in which he’d worked at each?
For any ordering Hawke could dream up, The Mohole ended last.
Fair enough.
Their facility was still relatively new.
They were still figuring it out.
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Hawke tried to think of other ways to rally himself for the day, though what he really wanted was to go back to sleep.
Keep putting one foot ahead of your other, his grandpa used to say.
Eventually your day would start to gain momentum.

Their dog Sadie sauntered into the bedroom, eager for ear scritches, which he gladly obliged.
The big white Labradoodle wandered back out just as casually.

Hawke scanned through more GitKnob search hits.
The next project repository on the list was code written in Python.
Though the repo was relatively new, it had already gained 350 stars.
Other people seemed quite interested in this code, which compelled Hawke to check closely.
Latest commits to the repo had been pushed last Wednesday.
It seemed to be about prompt engineering, mapping between text, images, and music.

The lead committer @neoelam whom Hawke was profiling, she had written most of the code, though not all.
There were a handful of other contributors, and a dozen or so public use cases linked.
Hawke cloned the repository locally so he could play with the code later.
He added to his notes:
“project zzziggurat easy to read, Pythonic, well structured.
Overall impressive work.”

“Isn’t this recording from, like, Monday?” Caitlin asked, walking into their bedroom.
“You’re just watching it now?”

“Homework,” Hawke said distractedly, turning to smile.
She was holding something behind her back.
“Officially working remote, before the meeting in Virginia,” he said.
“Did Mad and T-Rex get to school okay?”
He tried to peek at whatever Caitlin was hiding, but she spun too fast and wouldn’t let him see it.

“In-depth analysis of the MAGA threats about civil war, is it real? Should we be worried now?”
Nadeau made an expansive hand gesture, squinching her face.
“We’ll look into geopolitical influences for the student riots in San Francisco,” she continued.
“Also, a preview of our upcoming new podcast ‘NavalnyStans’ about the shadowy pro-democracy guild which took credit for assassinating the brutal Central European despot Vladmir Obrán.
This podcast launches next Monday and I’m really excited about it.
And we have a very special guest tonight, Dr. Bram Tyler, author of ‘Deep Green Religions’ here to talk with us about militant animist groups responding to climate crises.
What you should know.
Remember, it doesn’t matter what they say, watch what they do.
Stay with us, we’ll be right back!”

Caitlin cut in, sensing her moment as Hawke muted the speaker for commercials.
“Sure thing, all secure. And hey,” she smirked, “for your situational awareness.”
She held out a folded bundle of cloth, which held one brand new tie.
Dark gray, tiny purple spots, subtle.
“Suitably understated for a rising-star federal employee,” she snarked.
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“Caitlin McRae, thank you!” Hawke flinched.
“You shouldn’t have…”

Caitlin loved dressing him up.
Hawke, on the other hand, felt like a house cat getting a bubble bath.
He dreaded business clothes, which had been an occupational hazard ever since he’d become a civilian.
Army formal blues had never quite fit comfortably.
Business suits were even worse.
“What exactly do I do with this?” he teased back.




Caitlin finished cinching the tie, and grabbed her hand mirror from the dresser.
“See?
Now that’s how we cosplay handsome government agent!”


Hawke glimpsed his cat-in-bathtub expression reflected in the mirror.
He made an exagerated gurgling, choking sound.

Caitlin reached over to unpause the video on Hawke’s laptop.
“Okay, I get it.
Enough basic training for today.”

“And we’re back.
I’m Rachelle Nadeau, reporting from our shiny new studio in Boston.
As you know, our New York City office had to be closed permanently due to the evacuations in the wake of Hurricane Darren.
Let me just preface our first block tonight by saying, as a self-avowed national security liberal, there are times when those of us who work in media wonder whether or not a certain kind of story should even run.
And yet, some stories simply cannot be ignored, no matter how preposterous they may seem on the surface.”

Hawke glanced at Caitlin who was getting drawn into the video.
Nadeau explained serious current events to the public.
Hawke’s team wrangled with many of these same events in secret.
It seemed as if Nadeau played a soundtrack to his worklife, spilling the secrets he couldn’t talk about, even to Caitlin.
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“Two weeks ago, immediately after our newly re-elected President was inaugurated, we saw MAGA luminaries, for lack of a better term, warn that their preparations for a civil war had been moved up.
In other words, our country had in their opinion crossed a point of no return, such that they must take up arms against the rest of us.”
Nadeau paused, wincing.
“For like the Nth time?
Really?
Do we take this seriously, this time, again?”

“Can you believe this garbage?” Caitlin asked.
“Are they serious about these threats?”

“It’d be disastrous for everyone involved,” Hawke said, thinking how Nadeau’s wince seemed familiar.
The thing he’d remembered might be close.
“Especially for them.
I just don’t think they’ve done the math.
But threats are threats.
We consider in terms of probable scenarios and even useful fictions, but I’d be surprised if they ever go though with it.”

Caitlin tried to force a smile, changing the subject.
“So you’ll be in Virginia all afternoon.
After you’re done defending freedom, when will you be home?”

“Probably early-ish, if I don’t get stuck in traffic,” Hawke thought about it.
RNnews had cut back to commercials so he let the video run while he and Caitlin chatted.
“Or there’s a civil war, or something.”

[bookmark: img_rnnews.1][image: RNnews Cable Network]

“Please don’t joke about that, I worry too much already.”
Caitlin picked up the wrapping cloth.
A tenacious price tag fell out, which she rolled into a tight wad before Hawke could read it.
“Okay, so remember this thing goes with a dress shirt.
It gets tied into a fancy knot like I just showed you, ergo the name.
There’s probably a website that explains how in numbered steps.
Or what to do if you get captured by the enemy.”

“Filed under ‘torture devices, expressly prohibited’ but…” Hawke chuckled.
“I’ll need to check the Geneva Conventions.”

“In any case, Timmy spilled enough cranberry juice on your other Only-Tie that the stains won’t come out.
You shouldn’t be seen in public wearing that one.
This becomes your new Only-Tie.”

“Fantastic.”
They’d kept the joke running since their second date.




Hawke missed the end of the commercials block, and Nadeau had already begun talking.
Caitlin was lingering, partly watching the video.


“The point about MAGA, at this stage of its evolution, if we can even call it that, is that it represents a kind of medieval worldview.
Yes, I said medieval.
In a sense, back in the day Europe struggled with its own far-right conspiracists who despised the Enlightenment as a kind of 17th century fake news.”

BINGO!!
He’d located the thing.
Hawke quickly clicked pause, then turned toward Caitlin, who obviously wanted to finish their discussion.

“Look, I’ve got to go pick up Mom in Silver Spring before ten, or rather ten dark thirty,” Caitlin grinned.
She leaned in to kiss him goodbye.
“Good luck in Virginia!”

“Thanks, tell her hi for me!”
He gave Caitlin a quick hug and watched her head downstairs.
Then he unpaused the video, rewinding it a few seconds.

“Many of those people got ‘exported’ to America, lured by a promise of freedom.
Translated, ‘Go to America where you and your descendants will be free to continue the medieval practices of your religious conservative cults in perpetuity.
Just not here, thank you very much.’
So they moved, in vast quantities.
Their descendants perpetuate similar views to this very day, now as some of the key factors determining our shared political reality.
And also become key factors in climate crises, or rather our lack of political will to address climate crises, such as the NYC evacuations.”
Nadeau paused, holding up her hands in dismay.
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Tens of thousands of analysts throughout the intelligence community had been focused on domestic terror elements among the far-right.
As far as Hawke had seen, none of them had made this point about medievalism as a dominant worldview among far-right extremists.
Or rather, among the insurrectionists, who seemed eager to upgrade into becoming secessionists.
Perhaps it was something the analysts couldn’t say, or didn’t dare denigrate about America’s origin story.

“Which is why I’m talking with you from Boston instead of New York.
To make matters even worse, now we are so lucky as to receive repeated threats of civil war, oh joy!
To that end, yesterday an article by Washington Post reporter Karin Twomaly described the efforts of an Oathqreepers offshoot called the Hill Country Patriots, a group based in Austin, Texas, now allegedly recruiting SpacesEx engineers to build advanced weapons for the MAGA cause.”

Nadeau shuffled papers on her desk, clearing her throat.
“Furthermore, the Post reported about a leaked intelligence memo, claiming how the PRC government in Beijing has been holding secret talks with leaders of far-right Christian Nationalist groups in this country.
In the article, Twomaly goes as far as to suggest that Beijing has already agreed to back MAGA in the event of a US civil war.
If it ever comes to that!”

Hawke jotted down quick notes about SpacesEx — another point Nadeau made which he hadn’t found mentioned at work —
before sketching a diagram to capture details about medievalism.
This is what had been nagging at him!
He added several more annotations to his sketch.
Not quite ready to hang in an art gallery, but workable.
The notion might provide fulcrums for exploiting enemy vulnerabilities, which is what his team needed.

Of course, he’d studied the Kinsingler report to the Select Committee on Intelligence in the Senate, the one on which Twomaly’s leak had been based.
It was potentially explosive news, if accurate.
The official stance had been “Plausible, though not credible” for it so far at work.
Thousands of expert analysts had been pouring over the particulars.
Where the implications were horrifically disturbing, the supporting evidence was still slim.

Hawke turned back to GitKnob, letting the video run.
He clicked into another project repo.
It was one among several about processing EEG data, based on some Japanese product, integrated with a neural network.
Its README.md file linked to a headband with cat ears that wiggled, sensing the wearer’s emotions.

Judging from the commit histogram overall, this @neoelam user had been quite busy over the past three years.
She’d been raising questions on a variety of open source projects, contributing code here and there.
Some projects were about generating music, others about controllers for smart fabric.
It was an intriguing mix of topics, so much so that Hawke had lost track of the news video.

[bookmark: img_emp_weapon.1][image: Advanced Persistent Threat]

“This next piece is absolutely gut-wrenching news tonight.
As you’ve probably heard, riots which began at San Francisco State University last month have since engulfed much of that beleaguered city,” Nadeau explained.
“What perhaps has not been made clear so far in media is just how much Beijing’s influence has complicated matters for these ‘moral values’ riots.
Over the years we’ve covered much here about foreign interference in US political self-determination.
So much of what we used to cover in this show was about the Kremlin.
Obviously, since the Russian Tragedies we won’t be talking further about Moscow in this regard.
This much is certain.
Now the main aggressor is different.”
She adjusted her glasses.
Deeply scrunched eyebrows telegraphed her angst about conveying the story.

“What began last June, when TicTrack imposed content bans during the Trans March, escalated through the end of the year.
Now details are coming to light about just how much Beijing promoted tensions, almost certainly using TicTrack content to polarize and disrupt audiences in the US without registering as a foreign agent.
In some cases, even arming pro-China factions.
They’ve concentrated on influencing politics in San Francisco for several years, repeating efforts to influence city officials, or outright bribing to sway local elections.
China has for a long while been focused on its agenda of its morality laws, even in other countries.”

Hawke made a mental note about this point.
They were wrangling with domestic terror on several fronts, but also with serious threats internationally.
So many urgencies to handle, most of which were probably disconnected.
In any case, his team had to pull on all the threads.
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“Beijing’s attempts to defund public all-gender restrooms in the Bay Area, attempts to prohibit same-sex dating sites, attempts to criminalize non-binary people presenting as something other than the ‘M/F’ genders officially listed on drivers licenses.
On top of the suspected weaponization of recommender systems, now we learn that China has escalated.
They’re maintaining covert police bases in San Francisco and promoting violence against LGBTQIA+ communities!
How dare they?”
Her exasperation was palpable.
“And yet, we hear back from officials in Beijing that they are offended by the perverse liberal democracy of American laws, and will pursue their policy by any means necessary.
Including, apparently, violence against students on an American university campus!”

Hawke glanced at the time.
To be on the safe side, he had another twenty minutes before he needed to get on the road.
He fast-forwarded through another block of commercials and the India and Iran segments.
Briefings at work provided more than enough details.
Forwarding to the expert interview part of the show, Hawke chugged the last mouthful of his now cold coffee.

“Now I’d like to welcome our guest, a good friend who’s been on the show, what, three times before?” Nadeau asked.

“Four,” answered the man, nodding.

“Four times already!
We’d like to welcome back Dr. Bram Tyler, a professor of comparative religion and environmental sustainability at the University of Florida, who is a surfer extraordinaire, I might add,” she said, grinning.
“He’s also the author of ‘Deep Green Religions’ which we’ll be discussing.
Thank you for joining us, my friend!”

“Thank you for having me, Rachelle.”

“Professor Tyler, let me just start by asking, you’ve been tracking the rise of militant animism in the US as a kind of response to climate crises, and you’ve noted some curious overlap with Bronze Age cultures, which you describe in your new book?”

“Yes, this is what I would call almost an inherent cultural response to our current existential context,” said Tyler.
“A form of post-Darwinian nature spirituality combining with a compelling need to take direct action.”

“But this is not just about religion.
You describe a new kind of militia, as in paramilitary, armed, potentially dangerous militia.
Are these yet other cases among oh-so-many militias and sundry conspiracy theories which we already see on the far-right?”
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“The thing is, Rachelle, this is not right-wing, nor in essence are their objectives primarily political.
These groups are pushing back against the Anthropocene in an unusually spectacular way, fighting back against enormous damages to our biosphere which have been done collectively by people over so many years.
These groups represent a rethink about our planetary future, how can we conceptualize that especially in terms of meaningful spiritual and emotional connections…”

So many militias and conspiracy theories indeed, Hawke thought.
He searched for the book, which sounded like a good read, placing an order online at their local bookstore.
But he hadn’t heard about militant animists in the US, per se, not yet.
Better to study the topic at work.

Meanwhile duty called.
Somewhere out in the backwaters of suburban Northern Virginia.
Somewhere far beyond their 3B/2B and hawthorn-shaded lawn surrounded by a white picket fence.
Somewhere past many miles of congested commuter traffic on I-495, especially near the bridge where the lane-widening projects were still in progress.
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Hawke paused for a moment, thinking about their white picket fence.
That was the term he and Caitlin used to describe their dream, what they had been building together all this time.
Of course, Maddy and Timmy were at the center of all their dreams, always.
This particular dream also extended to caring for two aging grandparents, who then got to play with Mad and T-Rex.
Plus all the time their family enjoyed together with friends, relatives, neighbors.
Not to forget Sadie, their big fluffy white Labradoodle.
They’d created a home together, at first with just the two of them.
They’d been spent two of their early years at Stanford, right when Maddy came along.
Later they’d been on assignment in Germany and then in New Zealand, where Timmy had been born.

Their home in Maryland had become more of a permanent thing, intentionally so the kiddos could grow up with their friends at school.
Hawke enjoyed having a stable career following a well-trodden path.
Their friends knew he worked for the government, and most didn’t inquire further.
Caitlin played along by teasing him about “defending democracy” whenever someone pressed for details.
They were part of a community, part of a worldview about how to live a good life, an honorable life.
It was a life of service, which earned respect.
It was something to be proud of.

An alert squeaked from the secure side of Hawke’s dual-mode phone:
“WMD, Central Texas.”
Hawke scrambled to authenticate his access into email on the high side.
An advanced persistent threat appeared to be extra busy this morning down in the Lone Star state.
This APT was known to have access to weapons development technology.
Now they were collecting materials with enough detonation velocity to wipe out tall buildings.
Collected in enough quantity to pique his organization’s attention.

Hawke clicked through until he reached a report in progress.
Several links to research articles mentioned “explosively-driven helical magneto-cumulative generators” plus there’d been a flurry of discussions about directed-energy threats.
Blackout Warfare.
The organization was responding.
Other teams were grappling with this particular emergency, heading into the fray, doing what they do.

Hawke closed his laptop, tucking it into his backpack, then made his way out past their white picket fence.
Heading off to Virginia, into a different kind of fray.

02: rolling coal

LUNA WATCHED BRIGHT COLORS pulse and jitter from a distance.
She fumbled with the field glasses as their Lexus leaned into a turn, focusing first on random post oaks and cedars across the road.
Finally the riders dialed into focus.
Luna considered this good practice for enhancing her ride-along skills.
A couple was climbing the gentle grade near Wildcat Hollow. Both had muscly buns.
After they passed the cyclists, Luna swiveled to refocus through the distortions of the rear window, imagining herself to be part owl.
Rewarded with a fine display of well-honed pecs and abs, she approved.

“KEEP ORNITHOLOGY WEIRD” read the slogan in white block letters across her purple t-shirt.
The shirt fit clumsily, often making its message folded and difficult to read.
Anyone staring at her chest would no doubt see “KEPO NITHLO GYWRD” or some other suitably unparsable invective.
Khaki cargo pants were even more distracting.
Simply fugly, although it was nice to have the sides of her legs covered with useful pockets.
Luna’s backpack sported a button with the KOW slogan, which was their cover story.

They belonged to a bird-watching club.
Out for a drive, just looking at birds.
Luna had added a companion button from the Birds Aren’t Real conspiracy cosplay, for the sake of cosmic balance.
As the crown jewel, she’d sown on a beautiful Effin’ Birds patch of a colorful raptor saying,
“Keep your dickbrained ideas to yourself.”
Luna figured police probably couldn’t distinguish between KOW and BAR, though it might be hilarious if they tried.

“Potential incident, Westlake vicinity,” a disembodied Dispatch voice chirped over the car speakers.
It wasn’t the Lexus radio.

As they were all getting into the Lexus, Luna had watched Soror Lamassu carefully insert a bodice of flexible electronics under her purple t-shirt.
She’d plugged right into the dashboard, not unlike having an umbilical cord.

“Body antenna. No Bluetooth. Less risk of security leaks,” the Third Degree had explained.
Less evidence during police stops as well, other than an unplugged audio cable on the floorboard.
“Among the rest of the clutter.”
Even her pronunciation of the word “clutter” had sounded so graceful.
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In the front of the vehicle, Frater Bennu was driving and Soror Lamassu was now umbilically attached in the passenger seat.
Frater Garuda had crammed into left half of the back seat.
Luna felt relatively comfortable and unencumbered in her corner.
She leaned her backpack against the rear door and stretched to get comfy.

Before the mission, each of the four initiates had planted a seedling.
It was a celebration of their Rite of Linga In Perpetuum ritual.
“So that life may grow, in case we race toward our Greater Feasts!” as they’d each solemnly recited.
Lamassu had given Luna much advice about the ride-along after they’d finished the rite.
Luna nearly burst with excitement.

“Smoke sign!” Dispatch screeched, pulling Luna back to the present.
Here they were in the midst of a ride-along, preparing to engage the enemy!
“Two trucks en route to a large group of cyclists.
Bravo Team, you’re closest.
Two birds deployed in theatre.”

“Figures,” muttered Frater Garuda.
“Violet Crown Triathletes scheduled a ride in Westlake this morning.”
He squirmed as he sat next to Luna, trying to fit his knees behind the front seat.
Given his height, the boy finally had to shove his knees off to one side.
Frater Bennu, who was also rather large, had adjusted the driver seat back, not leaving much room.

Garuda’s laptop attached to the Lexus with its own umbilical cord.
Typing while the car zoomed over rolling hills,
Garuda labored through a bizarre sequence of multi-key clicks which apparently required both hands.
“It just figures MAGAts would get drawn out,” he said.

Luna watched the computer screen change dramatically, while the boy steadied the laptop firmly in his grasp.
He was tall and lanky, but had strong hands.

“Your computer appears to be transmogrifying,” she said, trying to make conversation.

Garuda ignored her, his face obscured by unruly long dark curls.
He opened a game and started playing it, adjusting the targeting sites of an inbuilt mini-gun in his character’s armor suit.
Luna had tried playing the mobile version of this same game, but she hadn’t been especially whelmed by it.
A logo for Coextant scrolled across the top of the screen.
Their temple.

“Two taps quickly, here on the side,” Garuda confided to Luna when he eventually responded, pointing out a special location on the computer.
“Switches back to the original BIOS.
The disk wipes itself, if the case ever gets opened outside our labs.
Nothing to find.”

Luna imagined Garuda was quite enthralled with his laptop and other gadgets.
Perhaps he enjoyed their company more so than that of any living, breathing person.
She found it terribly incongruent to be playing a video game at a time like this, when they were in the midst of such real-life drama.
Almost rude.
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“As brothers fight ye!” bellowed Frater Bennu.
He added a loud “Oyez!” which the others answered with their own clamor of “Oyez!” cries.
Though Garuda’s sounded somewhat distracted and a bit lagging.

Luna watched Bennu reach under the driver seat and heard a click.
The entire Lexus dashboard burst into a complex tactical display.
What had been a dull fading speedometer dial now morphed into a bright screen all across the aging Lexus dashboard.
Crowded with detailed maps, 3D navigation charts, virtual switches, scrollable police radio transcriptions, and other telemetry from Dispatch.

Lamassu pointed at a blinking section of a map in the center.
She appeared quite excited.
Bennu nodded, then pulled a quick U-turn, heading their car toward Westlake Drive.

From the outside, their old Lexus LS 600h looked like a beater.
A carbon fiber exterior had been carefully repainted and textured to resemble many years of road wear.
Luna thought the detail work rivaled that of any Hollywood special effects crew.
They’d even blown in dust to the car interior to boost its beater bona fides, just before departing.
The tailpipe was heavily carbonized, though the vehicle had been fully converted to electric with a high-voltage Bugatti Rimac powertrain, as Garuda had been eager to explain.

OLED displays on the dashboard simulated the stock 2006 Lexus dials, even when its power was turned off.
The chassis was even more advanced, and this is where Garuda’s eyes had almost begun to tear.
A near-mythical chassis provided structural support for concealed retractable weapons retrofits all along the exterior.
This not-nearly-new Lexus had been designed from the ground up for two purposes:
first to appear convincingly uninteresting during police stops, and second to serve as a high-speed combat pursuit vehicle.
“Dominating a digitized battlefield with a comprehensive range of potential missions,” Garuda had beamed.

Luna fought back a yawn.
It was exciting to be on the ride-along, albeit at an unnaturally early hour to be out of bed on a Saturday morning.
The clocks would change forward an hour tomorrow, adding insult to injury for the purposes of obtaining a healthy long night’s sleep.
That thought made Luna feel even more tired.
She’d just let Garuda play with his toys and not pester him with small talk.
There was so much commotion emanating from the front seats, all of which beckoned her careful observations.
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“Dispatch, which birds?” Lamassu asked.
“Repeat, which two birds en route?”

Luna watched the older initiate in the passenger seat as she scrolled through telemetry on the nav displays.
Lamassu filled out her cargo pants ever so nicely, Luna mused.

“Team Purple Bonobos!” Lamassu had joked with Luna about their uniforms.

“Bonobos might rather not wear much of anything,” Luna had whispered back with a devious grin.

“Dumbo. And Tinker Bell,” an answer crackled from Dispatch. “One of the trucks just diverted south.”

“WHISKEY TANGO ALPHA FOXTROT!?” Lamassu snorted.
Luna couldn’t tell whether she was upset or just being playful.
“What about Pete’s Dragon? Or Aladdin’s Carpet?
Any fucking thing to give us close air support?”
Probably being playful, then again there seemed to be a hint of apprehension in Lamassu’s voice.
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Frater Bennu and Soror Lamassu were both former Army.
To be candid, Luna loathed all their “FOXTROT” banter.
To her it appeared exclusionary against younger initiates who hadn’t served in the military.
Nonetheless, she was quick to forgive Lamassu this indulgence.
It might become important for some dire circumstance someday.

“Both grounded.
Pete wasn’t passing diagnostics.
We just used Aladdin to knock out a DPS drone,” the Dispatch chirped.
“Hey, it was for a noble cause — right above your location.”

Bennu made a hard left up a much smaller road, mumbling about a Pokémon Go site ahead.
They diverted around a bright blue blinking spot on the map which had been on their route.
Lamassu had told Luna they tried not to get recorded, video or otherwise.
Like, for instance, areas where lots of people congregated while using augmented reality headsets.

“ETA six minutes,” Lamassu said.
“Request control of the birds.”
She read a code from her phone, tapping it into a prompt on the dashboard.

“Confirmed.
Bravo Team, you’ve got the ball,” Dispatch replied.
“Delta Team responding in San Marcos, Charlie’s near the airport.
Bravo, since you had been a ride-along mission, you’re now authorized for tag and release.”

More grumbling from Frater Bennu.
Luna noticed through the rear-view mirror how his eye twitched.
Lamassu had warned her that Bennu showed a tic whenever he got stressed.
She said to be cautious around him then.
Bennu dialed up a playlist on the dashboard, playing classical guitar softly.
Not loudly enough to interfere with radio communications.
He gave the impression of being calmed by it.
Luna had heard it said that Spanish guitar was the on repeat soundtrack to Frater Bennu’s existence.

“Looks like you get your wings today, Minerval,” Bennu caught her eye in the rear-view.
“First time, right?”

“Let the Fire and the Air make sweet the world!” Luna exclaimed.
“May the enemy taste the exalted wrath of Babalon!!”
She stressed the extra enthusiasm, hoping it might keep Bennu just a little further away.
He gave Luna the creeps.
Much too much aggro-boi testosterone poisoning.
For that matter, he was a bit too buff and too blonde for her tastes, altogether too gung-ho about work.
Then again, she might need to cultivate his recommendation later to advance through initiatory degrees.

At least here, now, Bennu seemed confident, driving in tactical mode at speed.
Leading them, keeping them safe amidst so many potential dangers.
And meanwhile tapping along with the guitar rhythms.
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Luna was thrilled about the ride-along, though she felt a little nervous.
Lamassu had cautioned her that their temple sisters and brothers on Alpha Team were still recovering in the hospital, after a “freak accident while bird-watching.”
Their cover story was an inside joke, dark humor as a reference to using drones against the enemy.
Luna understood there were substantial risks.
That much was to be expected when confronting an enemy so foul.
An enemy which ridiculed and sought to harm any who defied its planet-crucifying ways.

Each reminder made her heart race just a tiny bit more.
Like Zeno’s Paradox, inching toward some magnificent crescendo in marginally decreasing increments.
Or a calculus for the timeline of their mutual Agonia.
Now Bravo Team was preparing to engage the enemy, on her first ever ride-along!
Luna’s mind raced with trepidation.

“Minerval, read from The Book!” Frater Bennu shot a glance at her again through the mirror.
He turned down the layers of classical arpeggios, waiting.

Luna welcomed the distraction.
She fetched a mini copy of The Book from her backpack, thumbing pages to the end of the first chapter.
“He sat up!” she roared.
This was her favorite passage by the Prophet of the Aeon.
The others repeated after her, filling the Lexus with a ritual call and response, harmonizing over the classical Spanish melodies playing in the background.
“He watched sunlight strike the tops of the trees on the other side of the lake; it looked like they were bursting into flame!”
The holy text, in fact, had no exclamation point, though Luna felt the situation compelled one.

“Oyez! Damn right,” Frater Bennu proclaimed. “Fuckin’ MAGA will be bursting into flames!”

Soror Lamassu glared at Bennu, “Let’s talk about ECHO DELTA sometime, shall we?” Then she turned her attention back to the nav display.

“SIERRA TANGO FOXTROT UNIFORM,” Bennu grumbled under his breath, “Over.”
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Luna seized the moment to continue quoting from The Book, “Balancing his head carefully on his spine, he surveyed the scene.
Everyone was dead.”

The entire Lexus erupted with “Oyez!”
This time nearly in unison.
Then they all a shared giggle.

Luna found the camaraderie of Coextant to be deliciously fun.
Free meals at the temple plus a room.
Well, a shared room, until you advanced to Second Degree.
So much better than living at the Dobie Center.
Lots of available work.
The sex was good too.

Luna learned about the temple more through her pursuit of Eros and Agape than anything else.
Especially the former.
She’d first encountered Coextant while she was a student at UT Austin.
Frater Garuda had been in her Latin class – Gary as she’d known him them.
Then they’d run into each other at some talk about conspiracy theories at a local bookstore.
They hooked up the following week during Flipside, then dated briefly.
It was fun, thoroughly casual.

Garuda had seemed preoccupied ever since he’d taken his Second Degree initiation.
They’d only been together a couple times in the past two months.

Following initiation, Luna herself became acquainted with more than enough fascinating partners in Coextant to keep her senses and imagination exquisitely occupied.
And continue learning intimate details about the temple over pillow talk.

Luna had begun attending Gnostic Mass with Garuda during her fifth year at UT.
She’d devoured every text in the canon that she get could get her hands on, then petitioned for initiation shortly after graduating.
The temple had emerged from the mingling of a few OTO lodges in Texas and Louisiana, plus a local Extinction Rebellion chapter.
They’d retained the secret society culture of Thelemic initiatory sex magick lodges, while embracing the core mission of XRAustin.
“Same deal, different Aeon,” as some of the upper initiates smirked.
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Garuda had told her a story late one night in hushed whispers.
They’d enjoyed a particularly athletic romp that evening, for which even the most esoteric kundalini yoga stretches had only barely prepared Luna.
Garuda spun some tall tale about a woman who’d furthered her inherited fortune working as an executive at Apple.
Luna loved the story, but didn’t know how much of it was real.
If it could be believed, The Heiress had engineered the regional OTO/XR merger, then subsequently funded Coextant.
She held controlling interest in several local businesses, including the car repair shop where Garuda rebuilt electronics, and the drone works Luna had joined as a software engineer after graduating.
Garuda frequently complained about the quality of work the company required, as if even the most minor jobs had to be readied for mass production.

Other initiates had mentioned working together too, at minor emergency clinics, and also a 3D printing studio which seemed highly regarded as a popular gig.
Luna had overheard talk about a tax accounting law firm, then some gossip involving a gaming company.
She’d heard rumors about initiates working at a gun store, plus a few other kinds of businesses.
Most ventures were held through a variety of shell companies in Latin America, Garuda had explained.
Original owners still ran things day-to-day.
Apparently, The Heiress had been the sole beneficiary of a large family fortune from oil business.
She struggled with climate guilt, driven to make amends for her ancestors by taking direct action against MAGA.

Aside from running Coextant, The Heiress was said to keep extremely private.
She only attended Mass once a year, almost always during the celebration of the First Night of the Prophet in late March.
Luna hadn’t had any chance to even glimpse her yet.
One of the board members and early investors at the drone works had in fact been a woman named Allison Dumont, previously at Apple in Austin.
Senior exec, looked kinda shadowy.
Not many other details available.
That much of the story had checked out.

It was during celebration of a Rite of Union when Luna first even heard of the ride-alongs — that previous week, with two First Degrees.
Amidst their post-coital glow, Soror Lux and Frater Rubrick had praised Luna, complimenting how she was more than ready to advance toward First Degree initiation.
Early March in Austin was already hot, and the solar air conditioning in the temple hadn’t kicked in yet that morning.
Luna’s heart raced in the swelter as they described preparations.
That was when the First Degrees mentioned the ride-along.
Luna thought of it as a kind of merit badge, a test.
It would be so exciting, confronting the enemy!
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Later at breakfast Soror Lamassu, a Third Degree priestess after whom Luna had been lusting, asked to speak privately.
Luna hoped every so eagerly that the priestess wanted to ask her out.
She was nonetheless thrilled to schedule plans for the ride-along instead.
First Degree, finally!
She’d been so excited that she’d nearly missed the morning shuttle to the drone works.

Luna adored Soror Lamassu, her gracefulness and wisdom.
She hung on the older initiate’s every word.
And something was definitely up between the priestess and Frater Bennu, which bothered Luna.

Bennu gave her the creeps.
For that matter, several of the other upper initiates gave her the creeps too.
She’d overheard that Frater Bennu was a Fifth Degree, although Luna had not been formally introduced to any initiate as having higher than a Third Degree.
Once during Mass she’d glimpsed an elaborate chest tattoo while Bennu’s shirt flapped open.
Many of the uppers seemed to have special chest tattoos.
They would change the subject abruptly or get testy whenever asked about it.
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A peloton of cyclists made their way up Redbud Trail, heading toward West Lake Hills.
The triathlon club had gathered early downtown near the central public library.
Eventually about fifty riders joined, setting off for a day of hill climbing around Lady Bird Lake.
Air that early March morning was crisp, with only a slight breeze.
The enormous SXSW music festival in Austin wouldn’t start for several days yet, so the weekend roads were mostly empty.
Perfect for workouts.


“You should have visual within seconds,” Dispatch chirped.
Luna glanced out the window to see their Lexus pass a large group of cyclists struggling uphill in the opposite direction.
Too much happening all at once for the annoyance of field glasses, Luna decided.

“Confirmed,” Lamassu said, pointing out a large truck spewing smoke.
It was blocked several car lengths down the hill, waiting for a semi rig to turn left from a private road.
Still far behind the cyclists.
The priestess read the truck’s license plate from a magnified drone video, typing rapidly into a prompt on the dashboard.

Moments later they passed the giant truck, still idling in the backed-up traffic.
It was blaring out country music.

“Late model Ford F-450 XLT,” Garuda said, turning to keep his eyes glued on the vehicle.
“King Ranch Super Duty crew cab with a V8 Turbo Diesel.
MAGA retro-fit by AMG.”
The truck was painted with a kind of camouflage that looked like cedar thickets.
“Blends into the Texas hill country foliage,” Garuda explained.

Luna turned to read a window decal on the truck’s enormous rear window, Hill Country Patriots.
Two enormous MAGA banners flew from mounts in the truck bed.
The enemy!

Unbeknownst to Coextant or the triathletes, a much smaller group of far-right conservatives — not so much athletes, more like monster truck exhaust enthusiasts — had assembled early that same morning in the parking lot of Life Hills Baptist.
Two extravagant diesel rigs faced-off police style in the lot, idling, fouling the atmosphere.
Aftermarket mods featured enlarged exhausts, smoke stacks, particulate switches, plus “trailer park blasters” for playing country music extra loud.
Loud enough to scare away liberals.
Rear windows had been meticulously decorated with decals from Oathqreepers, Prowd Boiz, and especially the local Hill Country Patriots.
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Drivers sipped fast-food coffee out in the lot, comparing their sidearms, their wraparound sunglasses and designer camo outfits.
Meanwhile a Bluetooth sync between their sound systems blared out “Broken Lady” by Larry Gatlin.
It was the wrong time of year for deer hunting or any other licensed game.
Besides, these drivers were armed with semi-automatic assault weapons, not deer rifles.

Eventually the taller driver switched his music to the QAnon theme.
They both bowed their heads in solemn prayer.

Rumors had spread among Austin triathletes that far-right groups were infiltrating, surveilling possible targets.
The club responded with a friend-of-friend network to cull out unknown members, people who never showed up to ride, run, or swim.
Nonetheless many felt apprehensive about the latest threatening rhetoric from conservative groups.

A practice of “Rolling Coal” by far-right groups sought to injure cyclists through hit-and-run attacks.
The basic math checked out for conservatives, since most cyclists were pansy liberals anyway.
Their mere existence was an offense to the traditions of God-loving folks who required big trucks to earn a living, drive their families to church in style, and so on.
However, the roots of these antagonisms ran much, much deeper.

Not long after a much-anticipated QAnon drop spread conspiracy theories about athletes, sermons at evangelical megachurches in Central Texas began to single-out triathlon events.
Pastors called these events Satanic “breeding grounds for groomers” which taught homosexuality to children.
Conspiracist podcasts in Austin exploded with verbal attacks against triathletes.

Aleks Joans in particular recorded several multi-hour video rants, claiming it wasn’t humanly possible to complete an Iron Man triathlon event in less than ten hours.
“Never had been!” the conspiracist screamed on video.
“Contemporary athletic records are only made possible through a dizzying array of forced breeding programs, hybridization of human and alien DNA, adrenochrome production and consumption in obscene quantities, plus Satanic ritual abuse, pedophilia, and other horrendous crimes against humanity!”

All of this entailed secret experiments by the Illuminati and the Rothschilds to produce superhuman soldiers for the Deep State.
These would be deployed in the coming war against Conservative Christian peoples.

Once the Joans videos gained popularity among conservatives, one megachurch in Austin raised the ante for revanchism, manufacturing moral panic about athletes, and publicly encouraging Rolling Coal attacks against cyclists.
Their message to liberals was clear: “May the Light of our Lord and Savior shine fiercely upon their vile Darkness! Also, don’t mess with Texas.”
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The state legislature then passed a bill to nullify criminal penalties when cyclists were injured during hit-and-run, after which the Department of Public Safety decommissioned their office that took reports about related incidents.
In January, several members of a cycling club in Houston had been hospitalized after a Rolling Coal attack, and DPS hadn’t even bothered to make a citation.
Videos had surfaced of the responding officers taking the assailant out for beers later that evening.

“Target lock acquired,” Garuda blurted out.
Just barely loud enough for Frater Bennu to hear over the classical guitar music.
Luna noticed a large red button on the laptop screen, as part of the video game.
The word “ARMED” flashed alongside it.

Bennu pulled a U-turn after passing two more cars.
“Given the curves along Westlake Drive, this should give us enough distance to avoid being spotted,” he said.

Luna stared at Garuda.
She was certain he’d spoken the word “target” which sounded quite out of place.
Garuda had never explained why he’d tethered his laptop to the car.
Though he had mentioned about concealed weapons.
She was rallying her courage to ask about it, when Lamassu screamed.

“They just sideswiped two cyclists!
Fuck me, those goddamn assholes!
Fucking wipe these medieval fucks off the planet.”
The priestess was livid.
“Turn onto Westlake, near the fire station.”

Everything seemed to tilt sideways, all at once.
Luna could hear Bennu and Lamassu bickering in the front, over the chatter from Dispatch, over delicate plucks of classical guitar.
Garuda was typing frantically, ignoring them all.

But the police scanner played a loop of terrified cyclists calling EMS.
“They sped their truck directly into our group!
Two are bleeding out, another is unconscious.
Can anyone help us!?”

Over the radio crackle one voice added, “Nearby fire and ambulance units responding on other calls already.”
“DPS has canceled all other emergency response,” another voice replied, sounding perplexed.
Several other police units seemed to be commenting over the channel, mostly with horrid little blurps of men laughing.

[bookmark: img_initiation.10][image: Secret Society Culture]

Dispatch confirmed they were rushing a Coextant team of first-responders to the scene.
As their Lexus passed the downed cyclists, Dispatch identified the truck’s plates.
“Emmitt Williams,” the crackle said.
“Known unit leader in Oathqreepers.
Former product manager at SpacesEx.
Twelve counts of battery, eight counts sexual assault.
Each dismissed.
Father’s a judge in Williamson County.
Brother is DPS.”

The words sent chills up Luna’s spine.
Not the kundalini kind.
Chills bleeding into rage, mixed with more than a little nausea.
She leaned over the front seat’s headrest, struggling to the read text scrolling down the nav display.
Local media mentioned breaking news about Aleks Joans.
He was live online, pleading with patriots to attack triathletes.
Purge them from society.
“So disgusting.
I wish he’d just die!” Luna said, loud enough to sound out of place.

Lamassu turned to frown at her.
Then she glanced back toward the dashboard.
“Fuck me!
There’s a police checkpoint,” the Third Degree shouted, pointing to the map.
“Less than five minutes ahead.
We’ve got to turn around!”

Luna could decipher the map well enough now to spot a smaller group of cyclists, roughly between their Lexus and the police checkpoint.
They rode quite far ahead of the club’s peloton, already on the other side of Bee Creek.
Luna imagined the enemy truck to be racing toward these other cyclists.

Bennu stomped on the accelerator.
“Garuda, prepare to fire as soon as you’re in range.”

Lamassu scowled at Bennu.
“Dammit Bennett, we can’t!
We’re on tag and release.”

“Rules of engagement just got an upgrade,” Frater Bennu said, passing the last car before the truck.
“We’re going into harm’s way.”
Luna saw him bend down slightly, to scan the sky.
“Garuda, after the next bend—”

Tinker Bell was flying nearly parallel with the monster diesel truck now.
From the video, a passenger in the F-450 aimed an assault rifle toward the drone, firing a burst of rounds.
The drone video went dark.
A falling bullet hit the Lexus.
Its carbon fiber laminate roof stopped the bullet, but the shattering interior lining flew off at near ballistic speeds.
One large shard dug deeply into Garuda’s hand.
Blood began to pulse out of the wound, and the boy howled in pain.
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Lamassu ripped open her medic kit, spinning back toward Garuda, as if in one graceful movement.
She batted the laptop toward a wide-eyed Luna.
Compression bandage, tourniquet, checking for shock.
The priestess filled an IV.
“Administering morphine for the pain.
We must get him to a clinic ASAP!”

Luna balanced the laptop gingerly on one knee, wincing at the computer like it was a live bomb.
Its umbilical cord stretched across the boy’s cramped knees.

“Thirty seconds for the shot, then clinic!” Bennu shouted back, then leaned into the dashboard mic.
“Dispatch, we have one initiate wounded.
Severe trauma.”
Bennu turned momentarily to glare at Luna.
“Minerval, you have fire control.”
Then he accelerated the Lexus into the curve.
“Just press the button when I say!” he added from the rear-view.

“Fuck me, in that case, speed up,” Lamassu sighed.
“Let’s make it quick, then we’ve got to head immediately for the clinic!”
She typed emphatically on the dashboard, entering a medic report.

“Wait, what?” Luna gulped.
“Fire control?”
None of this made sense.
“We’re supposed to shoot people?
With weapons?”

“They’ll open fire on us, soon as they get line-of-sight.”
Bennu dialed at control on the dashboard.
The Lexus exterior began to reflect intense glare.
“Push the goddamn red button when I give the order,” he barked.
“Listen Minerval, I will personally sponsor your Second Degree.
Just push it…”

The Lexus hugged the road closely coming into the bend.
“NOW!” Bennu shouted.

Luna took a deep breath.
The laptop dripped with blood.
She had blood stains on her khakis.
Garuda’s blood.
She’d seen blood on the road when they passed the scene of the hit cyclists.

The gore was having a cumulative effect on Luna.
Quickely she performed a Banishing Ritual, hoping to draw power from the Liber Carbo LXVI rite.
Even after that, Luna struggled to make sense between her mounting rage, an overwhelming urge to throw up, and her lingering echos of fear.
She simply couldn’t click the dreadful button.
She could not kill.
Luna stared ahead, frozen.
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“Soror, dear, listen carefully,” Lamassu said softly, locking eyes with Luna, reaching deeply into her soul.
The priestess was a trained hypnotherapist, that much Luna knew.
“Relax your arm, your hand, your fingers.
NOW PUSH THE BUTTON!!!”
Her face contorted into a scream.

Luna recoiled impulsively.
She felt her finger respond to Lamassu’s spell, executing the fateful push by its own agency.

Vibrations from firing charges rocked the Lexus, sending a vibrato buzz through the laptop, as if playing accompaniment to the guitar music.
Then vibrating up into her button-pushing finger.
The culpable one, experiencing its own mechanistically gross approximation of kundalini.
Something so alien, which was decidedly not divine feminine energy.
Luna cringed.
A sudden appearance of actual orcs beside her would’ve been more comforting.
She wanted to hurl.

On the video, first a tire bolt struck the truck’s left front wheel, the rocket’s guidance laser-painted by Dumbo.
Another smaller rocket followed, carrying a phosphorus cartridge.
Aimed at the F-450 rear wheels.
“Anywhere close should do for a slow burn!” Bennu yelled, followed by a loud “Oyez!” to which no one else replied.
Scowling, he turned up the acoustic guitar and began finger tapping to the music.
He turned the Lexus in the general direction of Coextant’s nearest safe house, which had a small clinic ready.
And he kept staring up at the sky.




Garuda groaned, mumbling something about manufacturing plans.
Lamassu reached back to attach a small device on his index finger, monitoring vitals.
“Coextant’s been developing a medic AI,” she explained.
“At least this can help monitor him.”


Luna leaned around the other side of the headrest, fixating on the dashboard.
Anything to keep from hurling.
Drone video from Dumbo still tracked the enemy.
She stared at it, forcing herself to breathe slowly, deeply.
Video showed a smoldering truck swerve, then roll off the left median.
It crashed into a power pole on the side of Mount Larson and began to burn.

“Toggle the blue button, now Lamassu.”
Luna wasn’t quite certain these words had come from her lips.
They had, seemingly out of their own agency.

Lamassu turned toward Luna, her brow twisting in a quizzical look.
Then she reached back to the dashboard and pressed a blue toggle next to the video from Dumbo.
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The display zoomed into the crash location, outlining two bodies near the truck at the scene of the atrocity.
The first corpse was horribly mutilated.
Its head faced downward, with drips of melted wraparound sunglasses fused onto the side of a burnt skull.
Flames still jittered atop lurid swirls of sunglass melt and charred khaki clothing.
All the bones of the right leg were more or less shattered and smoldering.
The left tibia was much splintered, as well as all the ribs on the left side.
The second corpse sprawled much further away, its head detached.
Other charred and severed limbs splayed nearby.

Asphalt in the road had been scraped and torn, no doubt by the violence with which the bodies had been thrust out of the truck.
One skull had shattered into several pieces, a sure token of the prodigious power which had been exerted in its dissociation.
Fragments of flesh from its scalp remained attached, which had somehow escaped combustion.

Luna reflected upon the odd disorder of skull pieces now scattered into a trail,
a serpentine pattern resembling the “Don’t Tread On Me” enemy flag.
Nor was it possible at this point to say exactly how these injuries had been inflicted,
except of course through the consequences of her direct action.
She shuddered to think.
But the corpses were tranquil now, scarcely retaining any semblance of their prior humanity.
If they’d ever held any.
The enemy, this enemy, was well and properly dead.

The drone video hovered on station, scrutinizing every little thing, especially the bodies which were now completely still except for the flicker of flames.
Luna had recently written code for the drone video zoom, with human outline tracing included.
They’d been integrating an open source project from a university in Iran.
She had understood that their new drone features were intended to be used for disaster response, such as hurricanes or floods.

Something inside her, something entirely other, had been the thing that had taunted about the little blue toggle on the dashboard.
Another reptile undulating up her spine.
It alone had uttered those five words all on its own, compelling her to witness the horror of her own heinousness.
“Did you see anything peculiar?” Luna imagined the serpent asking.
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But Luna had in fact noticed something odd.
Telemetry from Dumbo showed it was tracking an unidentified flying object nearby.
“What’s that other drone doing behind us?” she asked.

Dispatch cut in before anyone had time to answer.
“Confirmed kill.
We’ve secured a strategic video thanks to you, Bravo.
Assault team has been deployed to the perpetrator’s residence,” Dispatch crackled.
“Make that two confirmed kills.
Passenger dead at crash scene.
From facial recognition earlier, that’s likely to be Tarrant Williams, age 23.
Driver’s son.”

“What about Tarrant?” Garuda mumbled through a morphine haze.
“Went to high school together at Bowie.”

“MIKE FOXTROT dead as a door knob!” Bennu beamed.
“Soros owes us another three hundred Grover Clevelands now,” he said, recycling the old joke.

Lamassu checked Garuda’s bandage stats.
While the AI medic display glowed with vivid details, Garuda himself was turning pale.
“Drive faster, asshole,” the priestess shouted.
“And it’s more like two seventy-five thousand, with the euro falling lately,” she smirked.

“ETA five minutes to clinic,” Bennu muttered into mics on the dashboard.
“Now passing Westlake Montessori.
Have responders ready to receive.”
Luna noticed he was pushing the Lexus to 100 kph as they swerved through the curves.
Faster over the hills.

Luna drew in a deep breath.
She’d just killed two people.
One of them was a boy her age, a friend of Garuda.
The radio had mentioned an assault team.
Would even more people get killed?
And did she feel any different now that she was an actual killer, the perpetrator of these butcheries?
She recalled the images of nebular flames dancing across charred bones.
It made her shudder.

Luna rolled down her window to get more air.
Then again, did it even matter?
The enemy had been such horrendous monsters!
Even so, she felt little comfort from this.
Then something began bubble up.
Luna tried to wrangle the sensation back down.
Something troubling was rising up from deep in her gut.
Another numinous moment, with relentless energy flooding her bosom which she couldn’t stop.
She blurted, “Do I still get my Second Degree?” then turned to barf out the window.
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Bennu grumbled under his breath about preparing a contract, but otherwise ignored her.
He made a point of tapping his fingers harder in rhythm with the guitars.
And he kept looking up into the sky.

“Unknown drone spotted in your vicinity!” Dispatch interrupted.
“Looks like it’s in pursuit of—”



✴︎  ✴︎  ✴︎







The blast made Luna feel like it had scrambled her entire being.
So immense, so powerful, she imagined the whole Eidos of the world had been torn asunder.
Everything afterward felt like a cartoon playing in slow motion.
The sound of Dispatch over classical guitar riffs faded, overpowered by the intense ringing in her ears.
That gave way to a shower of glass shards from the rear window which rained down her neck.
Rounded shards, rolling down her skin like a bead massage.
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The Lexus had jolted forward with a thud at first, then it slowed to a bumpy, powerless roll.
All of its electronic displays were dead.
The laptop screen had gone blank.
Cars around them had run off the road or smashed into each other.

Slowly, Luna began to look beyond her own person.
Garuda was partly buried under his own shower of glass beads.
The AI medic on his finger showed absolutely nothing.
And in the front seat, Lamassu spasmed violently.

Bennu struggled to steer, at the same time straining to see the other cars stalled around them.
He fought the Lexus into a shallow ditch, stopping it with the emergency brake.
His eye was twitching again.
“Tori, you’ve got to reach Allison!” Bennu barked, while flying out the driver door.
“Tell her everything, get that squared away!” he shouted across the dented car roof while lifting out Garuda, all 190 centimeters.
“We expected this.
Judging from other cars, that blast had about a one klick range.
That’s actionable intel.”

Lamassu was taking slow breaths.
Calm again, though still in a daze.
Emerging slowly from the passenger side, she shook off the lingering tremors from the electroshock while her bodice continued to discharge in spiky little waves.

Luna watched in dismay as Bennu rushed Garuda across the road, propping him against the trunk of a large oak, just at the edge of the thicket.
Inside the woods, a small trail wound its way up the hill.
Another trail appeared to fork parallel to the road.
Her vision seemed a little blurry and her ears were still ringing.

“Say what!?” Lamassu demanded.
“Fuck me, I don’t even know how to reach Allison.
Bennett, what’s going on?”

Bennu fished a pen out of a cargo pants pocket.
In three long strides he reached Lamassu, who had wandered halfway across the road.
Grabbing her by the wrist, scribbling numbers on her arm, then pointing.
“Text her, use this code.
You’ll get a callback.
Tell Allison they’ve deployed it.
One kilometer range.
That’s vital for Quantico to make sense of telemetry as soon as possible.
MAGA could launch the main attack at any moment.”
He paued to draw in a long breath.
“You two get off the road, to the other side!”

Lamassu made her way to Garuda, checking his pulse with her finger.
Luna tried to help him be more comfortable, while shaking more of the shattered glass out of her top.

Then Lamassu’s face distorted into a snarl.
“Wait, what!? Why talk to Quantico?” she demanded.
“Bennett, what the actual fuck?”
She stumbled back toward the car.

“We don’t have time for this shit.”
Bennu searched inside the Lexus, retrieving small items from under the driver’s seat, stuffing them one by one into his cargo pants.
He tinkered with a small metal box, tossed it through the window, then ran back to Lamassu.
Pushing her into the trailhead thicket.
“Our informant warned us that local MAGA was acquiring a compact EMP,” Bennu confided.
“They plan to deploy in DC, maybe launch a civil war.”

He pulled a small faraday bag out of his pocket, then dragged out a map from another.
“That unknown drone in pursuit, don’t you see?
We were a test drop.”
Bennu opened the faraday bag, shoving a small device with a cable into one of Lamassu’s pockets.
“Shiny new cellphone, connects to your bodice.”

“Dammit, you knew this?
And you didn’t warn any of us?” Lamassu seethed, pulling abruptly away from Bennu.
“What are we, some fucking kind of guinea pigs for you?”
She turned toward Luna, her eyes pleading for support.
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“Courage is simply being the only one who knows how scared shitless you are.
Look, I’m not going to argue with you, Tori.
This is about wanting to kill some of the people who want to kill the Earth, remember?”
Bennu hoisted Garuda over his shoulder.
His eye twitching had become more frequent.
“Break it down Barney style:
I’ll carry Knolls up this ridge, 9-line over to our nearest safe house.
You reach Allison.
You’ll need line-of-sight with the temple for your bodice antenna to activate.
Assume all repeaters got fried.”

He held up the map, pointing toward the other trail.
“Run for high ground.
That way, until you reach a rock clearing.”
Bennu readjusted the weight of Garuda across his shoulder, trying to balance his length.
“And don’t get caught!
DPS will swarm this place in another ten, our ride detonates in five.
I suggest you both get moving.
Pop smoke!”

“Allison Dumont?” Luna asked, thoroughly bewildered.
Her ears were straining through a relentlessly dull, thumping thud.

Lamassu grabbed Luna’s hand, pulling her close.
“Come, I need you.”
It was the first time she’d felt Lamassu’s touch.
Her hypnotic Jedi spell trick worked effortlessly this time, Luna thought.
They took their departure, with the priestess hurrying them both toward the far trail.

Bennu was already halfway up the ridge, carrying Garuda.
“Tell Allison!” he yelled.
“Put your asses in gear!”

Luna stayed close to the graceful Third Degree as they scrambled through the brambles.
She hoped it wasn’t all poison oak, but didn’t have time to check.
Lamassu had been pointing out a rocky clearing just ahead, with sunlight in view, when a second blast shook the woods.
Purple and khaki figures bounced between oaks as they dived for cover.

Their outlandish car, expertly detailed as if for a movie, exploded by Bennu’s grenade.
Curls of dark smoke trailed above the oaks.

Just another bird-watching incident.

COtG/DSAB 03-24: 

Escalating attacks by religiously-oriented perpetrators
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Synopsis: State of Jefferson insurrectionists have been sowing discord with repeated incidents within the Inland Region / Mutual Aid Region IV. SOC Activation: Level 3 — Yellow.

Incidents appear to be targeted at increasing polarization through hate crimes.
The timing of these incidents correlates with ongoing LEO criminalization trends.
Overall, we foresee multiple state- and non-state actors colluding to reshape media-transmitted adult rage disorder and conspiracism.

Recommendations:


	Watch coastal areas for materiel shipments from China supporting the far-right.

	Consider policy interdictions in social media use of algorithmic targeting.

	Implement policy for LEOs to re-sware their oath of office to preclude membership in extremist groups.

	Repurpose CALPIA smokejumper program as mandated sentencing for rogue LEOs found to violate their oaths.



For details see DSAB 03-24.

03: concurrence

IN THE DEEP DARK recesses of a northern Virginia office park, a man’s hands held open a file folder with a blue-bordered cover.
Attached to the visa application inside, the photo and bio told the story of an impressive young graduate student:
long raven hair, oval face, strong brows over piercing almond-shaped eyes, a furtive smile looking somewhat forced.

Straight A’s across university transcripts for undergrad studies.
Papers published as a master’s student with citations on arXiv and Flugel Scholar.
Open source community participation on GitKnob and StackFluffler showing many badges and stars.
Lead committer for some open source projects about multi-modal deep learning models.

A departmental memo from Carnegie Mellon University described the intended degree program.
PhD in Neural Computation and Machine Learning.
Plus notes about sources of funding from Sloan Foundation which had been pre-approved.
Finally, a heartfelt letter of recommendation from the applicant’s prospective advisor.

Thumbing through the folder’s contents, Hawke double-checked details on one of the pages in particular.
One last time before his turn to speak, just to be sure.
The applicant’s specializations included experimentation with language models for translation and solid background across several areas of advanced mathematics.
Plus all that coding experience for open source.
Between the tech and the Near Eastern languages this applicant would be almost ideal for his organization, if only she’d been born in Ohio or Arizona instead of Khuzestan.

«marā bebakhshī,» Hawke whispered — “Forgive me.”
Uttered too quietly for any other soul to hear.




It was another SAO administrative processing at SA-11 in Dunn Loring, Virginia.
Security Advisory Opinion reviews for a select list of red-flagged student visa applications.
Late in the afternoon, as per usual, at the end of another long day of global vigilance.
Chatter grew among committee members as they finalized a finding for the most recent applicant being considered.
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The Chair grabbed a tiny toy gavel and banged it briefly on the conference room table.
“Hey, we’re almost done defending the homeland here.
Bear with us, let’s keep sidebar convo to a dull roar please.”
She was graying, confident, disarming.
Dressed to the nines.
Gave a first impression as a senior CNN reporter, not a bureaucrat.
People from State cultivated that kind of swagger.

Hawke glanced across the table.
Several student visas had been red-flagged for Condor class national security review, prompting their inter-agency gathering here in the hinterlands of Virginia.
Reps attended from three agencies in DNI, plus the respective consulates involved, and a small contingent from State.
Plenty of resources were invested in determining whether these specially selected applicants would get approved.
These were key judgement calls in an otherwise boring administrative process.

Corn-fed kids in Iowa might dream of becoming famous TicTrack celebrities, though most would never dedicate years of their lives for intense engineering degrees needed to break into a good career.
Top-tier schools like CMU increasingly looked less like the Bible Belt and more like a UN assembly.
Maybe that was for the best, becoming more representative?
In any case, as gatekeepers this committee of US security officials had to choose who among the increasingly brown masses would be permitted to have their best opportunities for study.
Otherwise, today was just another Tuesday in early April.

Hawke’s phone buzzed.
Caitlin had texted:
“Dropping off Maddy at dance 5:15, Mom will pick up and get her dinner.
Games starts 5:30 sharp.
Will grab us good seats in the bleachers.
Be sure to buy hot dogs on the way in.
Only ketchup on mine.
BTW, there’s construction on I-495 S in Idylwood, take the north route.
Love you.”
She attached a Flugel Maps link to North Bethesda Middle School, showing a 55 minute transit to arrive before the opening pitch.

More tiny gavel thumps.
“We’re closing in!
Last one for us today folks, case number 000832719.”
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The HUMINT officer grinned widely, rapping her knuckles lightly on the table in unison with the gavel.
Everyone chuckled at the Chair’s expense.
Such a silly little toy to bring to an official US federal government meeting.
The officer from Langley wore an expensive business suit, fully accessorized.
Prim, proper, impatient.
Carefully aligned with their peculiar corporate culture.

The Consulate officer for this case adjusted his tie, clearing his throat.
“Ladies and gentleman — and George, to be fair—” with a nod toward the FBI rep, earning another round of laughs.

“Dearly beloved, we are gathered here today …
having initially determined this particular applicant’s field of study falls under the Technology Alert List, and therefore a Security Advisory Opinion would be necessary for said visa approval.
Also, we've seen this one before.
Bubbled up on our priority list again after the university petitioned, we allegedly have a 20 business day window in which to respond.
Already 10 days in now, and domestic stakeholders have registered their opinions, so we’ll need a decision today.”

He looked more haggard than the others.
Suit, tie, haircut, shiny shoes, all per convention.
All slightly falling apart.
Hawke had come to know their Consulate team much better over his term in SAO reviews, because of all these Near Eastern applications.




Chair flipped through several pages of reports quickly.
“CMU officials have petitioned our reconsideration for granting this applicant’s visa.
Her prospective advisor provided a letter in support, assuring us the nature of their research is theoretical.
Also, they ask us to keep in mind that this candidate is exceptionally qualified and well-poised for substantive academic contributions in the field.”


Consulate squirmed, adding in a more serious tone: “To review our points of consideration …
First, the applicant’s name is similar to a name on a US government watch list.
Applicant currently resides in a country designated as a state sponsor of terrorism, i.e., Iran.
Moreover, this individual will be engaged in activities in a sensitive or critical field that may be used for illegal technology transfer and possible undesired military applications.”
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Chair turned toward one end of the table, pointing her gavel with an exaggerated squint.
“Mr. Hawke, does your organization have input on this candidate, per Section 221(g) of the Immigration and Nationality Act?”

Hawke set the folder on the table carefully and looked squarely at the Chair.
“Yes, madame Chair.
Yes we do.
Our organization advises to err on the side of caution.”
He adjusted his tie too, his Only-Tie, though it never felt quite right.
“Assertions from the university notwithstanding, Ms. Qasemi’s proposed area of research has direct applications in a sensitive field of technology, with significant potential for undesired military applications.
Qasemi has also been observed engaging with a variety of dark web organizations, including the Coextant radical animist militia in Austin—”

“Wait, what?” the Consulate officer asked.
“Is that even a thing?”

“Seriously, Rahul,” the CIA rep cut in, shaking her head.
“You need to get out more.”
Snickers arose across the table.

“As addressed by our esteemed colleagues from just down the road,” Hawke turned to face his Langley colleague, “who work almost within walking distance of this very building, I might add…”

Committee members snickered.
Good-humored intramural teasing helped break up the monotony.
Their next review meeting would be on the other side of the Potomac, making several members deeply grateful for less commute.

“Oh, please! Hardly even close, unless you take big steps!” said the CIA rep, turning toward Hawke.
“Apropos of your oversized clown feet, I might add…”

“Brigitta,” the FBI rep sniffed, leaning in, “Y’all know damn well what big feet imply…” keeping in character, teasing ever so slightly off-color.
“Big brains!
What they need up in Maryland to write all them algorithms to go catch us some bad guys,” he grinned.
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More gavel thumps, mixed with well-measured snickers.
George wore his gumshoe couture with pride.
He towered over the others, albeit expanded at the waist.
He would’ve fit in well at any good ol’ boy watering hole south of the Mason-Dixon line — perhaps in some long-gone generation and of a slightly differing skin tone.




George leaned over to Hawke, while the others were still chuckling.
“Say, Nelson, we need to refer this part about that Coextant group in Austin,” he said quietly, confidentially.
Shielding his mouth from view with one hand.
“Make a referral to Joint Terrorism Task Force, off the record.
Got it?”
He stared at Hawke with an earnest look.


Hawke was still snickering over the ribbing he’d taken about allegedly oversized feet.
Hawke wiped the grin off his face as he realized the scope of the FBI rep’s request.
A cross-agency JTTF referral, off the record, that would be exceptional.
Making the request at an SAO review seemed even more out of place.
George Fredericks knew this much.

Complying with Fredericks’ request would initiate inter-agency intel sharing about the group in Austin.
This also meant that info going into the federal/state fusion centers would originate from Hawke’s organization.
Not the FBI, which also happened to run JTTF, and could take control of actions as it pleased from that point forward.
Any subsequent review of why the federal government had taken any initial interest in Coextant would reach a dead end.
No analysis findings on record, no presidential update, no trace.
The threads would effectively be lost.
Nonetheless, Hawke was authorized to make a referral off-record, which Fredericks knew as well.
He nodded affirmatively to the FBI rep.

Hawke remembered to check his watch, his only businessy item of clothing.
He remembered about Caitlin a month or so back, pulling the price tag off of his Only-Tie.
One of the big perks about serving in the most strictly regulated environment was that their team dressed casually.

It was only 16:25, and with his car strategically parked near the building entrance that gave Hawke plenty of time to catch Timmy’s game.
Probably 10 minutes to spare, if they wrapped up quickly.
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“As our esteemed and more anatomically proportional colleagues assessed in the written addendum,” Hawke continued the group discussion.
“Our organization has similarly determined.
There is a high probability of illicit connections for this applicant.
We urge continued Refusal status.”

He’d spent all weekend working with Timmy on batting practice, and the little tiger had placed at the start of the line-up.
He couldn’t miss the opening pitch.

One last round of the toy gavel.
“Quantico, Langley, and The Mohole have concurrence.
Consulate, please convey our sincerest condolences.
Ladies and gentlemen — and George!
Thank you for your valiant efforts here protecting democracy today, etc., etc.
We are adjourned.”

Done and done.
Hawke had flung on his backpack before the last gavel thump, already rattling his car keys.
Time for veggie foot-longs and Little League, minus one Only-Tie.
He’d wave goodbye to the Marine guards on the way out.



✴︎  ✴︎  ✴︎







Hawke awoke under two layers of broken conference room chairs.
Consciousness returned in fragments, while a dull throb rang in his ears.
He pushed the jetsam of scattered furniture, trying to stand, but the Consulate officer was sprawled across his legs.
Hawke checked the officer’s pulse.
Alive, but unconscious.


The ringing grew louder.
A small bump ached on the back of his head.
Hawke checked and there seemed to be only minor bleeding.

Windows had burst, glass shards were scattered across the floor.
Outside, the branches of a loblolly pine swept in the breeze, scratching inside the conference room.

Hawke began to recall how there’d been an explosion.
He scrambled to check his high side email, desperate to find out what the hell had happened?
With his dual-mode phone switched to secure, he scrolled frantically through messages with one hand, fumbling with the other to get his laptop open.

Consulate groaned and began rubbing his eyes.
“Rahul, you alive?” Hawke asked, typing frantically through authentication protocols.
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George Fredericks boomed from across the table, “Chair’s dead, goddammit!”

“We’re getting initial reports,” Brigitta Bauer cut in.
Blood trickled down one side of her forehead.
“Security video reconstructed an aerial assault, what looks to be some kind of wingless jetpack.
Single assailant, dropped from high altitude.
Host craft went off radar.”

“First responders have located a body, mostly intact still,” said Fredericks.
“Murphy Field.
Minimal civilian casualties on the ground.
Mostly vehicle collisions, some concussions from the explosion.”

“Shit, that’s only one klick away from here!” Hawke said.

“Some evidence of an explosive vest on the body,” the FBI rep continued.
“No immediate radioactivity or other contaminants.
Quantico has scrambled an assessment team via rotor craft, for nuclear and biological containment protocols.
Twenty minutes ETA—”

Bauer interrupted, “We saw a large pack fall from the assailant mid-flight then detonate at low altitude, near our location.”

“Must have knocked the guy on his ass, without exploding his vest,” Fredericks scoffed.
“Update from responders who’ve located containers of tungsten-nickel alloy powder on the body.
Apparently all intact.”
Fredericks’ voice trailed off, lost in scrolling.
He mumbled something under his breath about expecting an EMP.

“Metal powder used for 3D printers,” Hawke said.
“High dermal toxicity, it’s a deadly carcinogen.
None of the evidence indicates an electromagnetic pulse weapon, so far.”
He glanced toward Fredericks after that last bit.

“Holy fuck!” the CIA rep shouted, looking stunned at her mobile.
“Reconstructed flight path shows north by northwest heading.
TECHINT estimates sixteen klick flight autonomy for this class of jetpacks, which would’ve been Langley as a target!”

“COMINT now reports intercepting a draft press release,” Hawke read directly from his high side account as texts scrolled by.
“Some agency called MN2S in Miami attempted to recall their draft release.”
He scrolled most scanning the texts.
“Okay, we’ve got a name.
The publicity was for Estevan Ségul.
Apparently they planned to take responsibility for an attack on CIA Headquarters.”
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“Ségul tried to spread contaminant in a low-altitude explosion over HQ?” Bauer choked with emotion, verging on laughter.
“But the moron fucked up?
We may have just dodged a bullet on this one, somehow goddammit.”

“The release blamed the United States for what happened to the Russian people,” Hawke continued.
“Direct action against what they call the Deep State —
ostensibly the intelligence community, us —
in retribution for the Russian Tragedies.”

Rahul Patel, the officer from Consulate looked up from his mobile.
“State just received a proclamation from the Conservative Political Action Conference—”

“DOJ counterintelligence briefed us about their emergency sessions this morning,” said Fredericks.
He was sitting back at the conference table now.

“George, what the actual fuck are those CPAC imbeciles doing?” the CIA rep asked.
She kicked at one of the overturned chairs to clear space on the table.

“It’s a declaration of independence,” Consulate continued, “for the Confederate States of MAGA.”

“Community analysts are having a meltdown over this,” Hawke said to no one in particular.
“COMINT and SOCMINT identified multiple references to Ségul claiming credit for bombing Langley, in connection with the CSM declaration.”
He switched his phone to civilian mode to see if Caitlin had answered yet.
Nothing.

“Shit, they’ve just declared war on the United States!” Patel said in disgust.
“They’re describing Miami as their new capital.”

“Knoxville, Buffalo, Norfolk, Phoenix, and other field offices are reporting skirmishes.
Some opportunistic infrastructure hits,” said Fredericks.
“Quantico says the Oval Office will go live on national media in less than two hours.”

At that moment Marine guards forced open the door to the conference room.
“All secure?” they called ahead.
Then rushing inside to aid, “Dr. Bauer, ma’am? Are you okay?”

Yeah, that’s the basic problem, Hawke thought.
He grabbed his backpack and car keys, pushing his way through the Marines and out the door.

04: f-bomb

“MY FELLOW AMERICANS, let me first make one thing abundantly clear:
our country is strong because you are strong.
And we stand together, no matter whatever difficulties may arise to challenge us.”

POTUS stopped, leaning toward the camera crew, “Could you please turn the teleprompter off?”
He stared directly into the camera.
He was livid.

“As many of you have no doubt heard by now, about one hour ago, at approximately four forty-five in the afternoon Eastern time today, a domestic terrorist group based in Miami proclaimed itself separate and has declared war against the United States.”

Hawke had broken nearly every Virginia DMV statute racing to reach Maddy at her dance class.
Emergency cordons along the way marked the boundaries of vehicle collisions, fallen lindens and white oaks along the medians, window panes which had crashed down from tall buildings, mostly all scattered among ambulance calls still in progress.
Beyond the immediate blast radius, police were out in full force almost everywhere.

Hawke gripped the steering wheel harder, taking deep breaths to try to calm down.
Trying to focus.
His head still ached from the blast.
He needed to bring his family together.
Together they’d make their way through the perils of the civil war now at hand.
Being apart right now scared the bejeezus out of him.

Once he had Maddy in the car, Hawke drove somewhat less tactically through the remaining miles of Maryland suburbs.
I-495 had been closed by MDSP, so they had to navigate the outer beltway and surface streets.
Making their way to join Caitlin and Timmy.
Hawke kept glancing at Maddy, worried about whatever she might be thinking or feeling.
He’d tried to talk with her at first, but she didn’t want to talk.
She just turned aside, watching their town, their home, pass by.
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He had been on active duty, combat arms in the military.
Hawke had known war, he’d led troops in combat in Iraq.
Now he led analysts engaged in remote war at global scale, for a living.
But he’d never had to confront armed conflict as a child.
Armed conflict at home, no less.
A civil war, no less, the worst possible kind — as if anything about this conflict was even remotely civil.

Maddy stared wide-eyed out the window.
Without saying a word, or asking any question.

Their community had changed in the blink of an eye.
People huddled together now in small groups, peering into video on phone screens.
News had spread of what happened in the neighboring counties of Northern Virginia, of what was happening now throughout the country.

It was eerie.
The silence, for now, seemed so much more intense than even the early moments of 9-11 had been.
Hawke felt sad that his kids had to witness this, had to live through this as part of their childhoods.
If only there were something he could do to allay their fears, to make the world better for them.
He felt helpless, even though this was in fact the essence of his responsibilities at work.
His actual profession, his duty.
His team.
For now though, all he cared about was bringing their family together.




Once they’d parked next to the middle school baseball field, Hawke hoisted Maddy into his arms and sprinted toward Caitlin and Timmy standing near the bleachers.


Caitlin pulled Maddy close and gave Hawke a trembling hug.
She glanced toward a video playing on her phone, then quickly locked eyes with Hawke.
No words, just questions welling up in her tearful eyes.
Maddy clung to her mom, not uttering a sound.
Timmy was silent too, glued to the video, staring intently.
Their family huddled closely together as the President spoke.
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“Terrorists, referring to themselves as the Confederate States of MAGA, have launched numerous attacks against the citizens of the United States,” the President boomed.
“These attacks were premeditated and unprovoked!
It’s been three months since the reelection was confirmed by Congress.
Since then we’ve witnessed nationwide riots resulting in the deaths of more than five hundred innocent citizens and three hundred and fifty of our brave law enforcement officers.
It’s been two months since the horrendous NRA-sponsored ‘2A D-Day’ suicide truck bombing at our ATF division headquarters in Kansas City.
Today should come as no surprise.
These signs of escalating violence have been growing steadily.
And yet an activist Supreme Court has consistently blocked our efforts to protect democracy.”

POTUS disclosed more facts at hand.
“In the first hour since these terrible attacks began today, several thousand have already been killed.
There have been more fatalities on the Confederate States of MAGA side, or CSM, from what our initial reports indicate.”

“On the one hand, our federal offices throughout the country
— mostly the Federal Bureau of Investigations and the Internal Revenue Service
– have been hit hard, resulting in many casualties.
Just in this past hour.
It’s simply unconscionable!
Our dedicated FBI special agents in Knoxville and Buffalo in particular have taken fire from semi-organized militias including the Prowd Boiz, Oathqreepers, and Threeps.
The enemy is using QAnon fanatics for front-line human shields.”
POTUS’ voice was starting to break, laden with emotion.

Caitlin noticed the bruises on the back of Hawke’s neck.
She started to ask, but stopped when the President continued.

“On the other hand, many of the Confederates attacks were barely more than disorganized mayhem, or just plain stupid.
For example, two MAGA truckers pulled up to Chesterfield Square in South Los Angeles, wearing their damned wraparound sunglasses and khakis, armed with assault rifles and waving MAGA flags.
They had the audacity to try to demand that all people of color in the Los Angeles region surrender to Christian Nationalist rule.
At least, until local gangs responded with overwhelming fire.”

POTUS looked down, taking a moment.
The magnitude of grief and outrage wrote large across his brows.
“That’s the kind of thing we’re seeing play out.
People, our citizens, in our communities, are responding to defend our communities, defend their families and neighbors.
Together.
That’s how we’re going to prevail over this insanity from the far-right.
Remember, when you take the RIOT out of PATRIOTISM all you’ve got left is an apt ism.”
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Sirens wailed from all sides of the school baseball field, some close, some distant.
Hawke felt Timmy’s shoulders shaking with fear as they listened to the televised speech.
Maddy nuzzled her head into her mom’s jumper, reminding Hawke of when she’d been a toddler trying to play hide and seek.

This was the opposite now, for Mad and T-Rex.
It was terrible.
The fearfulness in their eyes about America now going to war was tearing Hawke apart.
He could see the distress in Caitlin’s face, how she shared the feeling.
Much the same would be happening to millions of families across the country, right this moment.
Meanwhile, the noises of helicopters and emergency crews stretched far into the distance throughout the Washington DC area.




“To all Americans, I’ll be honest with you, as I’ve always promised—” POTUS paused abruptly, while an aid handed him a note.
“Oh my God!
This just in, and I – pardon me,” he bowed his head momentarily.
“I can hardly believe the extent of their depravity.
There are almost no words for this.
In addition to the botched attack against our intelligence community by Estevan Ségul, there has just been another celebrity suicide bombing.
Aleks Joans just detonated himself at the Westlake Montessori in Austin.”
The President looked visibly shaken.
“Inside an elementary school!!
Thank God all the students and staff had been out on a field trip for International Black Women’s History Month.”


POTUS stood, staring down, then glowered into the camera, decidedly enraged.
“Look, I’m not going to mince words here, these fuckers are crazy!
There’s just no clearer way to say it.”

“Holy shit, POTUS just f-bombed the whole world on live television!”

“Nelson,” Caitlin shushed him, pulling Maddy and Timmy closer.
“The children!”

“But I want you to know that we are going to be okay.”
POTUS turned, and the camera zoomed out to include other officials standing nearby.
“The Vice President and I promise that our administration will keep you informed.
We’ll be candid with you.
Dammit, we’ll be oversharing.
And we remain clear-eyed.
We will defend all of our amazing people and every inch of our great country.
We will pursue these far-right religious conservative terrorists no matter where they attempt to hide.
Because they won’t have anywhere to hide.
We’ll pursue each and every one of them with the full force of our collective power as a country until they’ve all been brought to justice.”
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“Let each of us here tonight send an unmistakable signal to these Christian Nationalist terrorists, their sympathizers, and to the world.
Based on the War Powers Act, I am formally requesting Congress, on behalf of the United States of America, to declare war against the Confederate States of MAGA.
Understand that beyond this point, importantly, the United States of America is now declaring an all-out War on Conspiracism!
These forces have emerged repeatedly throughout the generations.”

“Whenever conditions allow, the people who would prefer to see autocrats rule reassert themselves and their perverse beliefs, working to assail democracy by inverting the very mechanisms of democracy.
They attempt to do so by claiming that their beliefs are more important than the lives of others.
We must recognize that the word RACISM is half of CONSPIRACISM!
It’s what they’re doing, what they’ve been doing to grab for power.”

“I don’t give a rat’s ass about their bogus claims regarding freedom of speech, freedom of religion, freedom to bear arms.
That’s just bullshit, just their excuse for preparing to conduct violence at scale against their neighbors.
Preparing to pursue civil war in the name of their beliefs.
And their cancer has spread across the world.
It’s time to put an end to these monsters and their criminal beliefs, once and for all.
We must protect our world from this threat ever happening again.”

“Together we’re going to go kick some ass!
Please rise if you are able and show that, yes, we the United States of America stand together with an unwavering resolve that freedom will always triumph over tyranny!
And mark my words, we WILL prevail over these bat-shit morons.
Or whatever the hell it is conservative extremists call themselves these days.”

05: wedi torri

NARUNDI HEARD A LIGHT TAPPING on the door.
Arsha opened the door, just barely enough to motion Mehrdād inside, «biā tō!»

«khasté nabāshī!» said Mehrdād, slipping through.
Narundi watched him stare at the curtain leading into the kitchen.
Its fabric displayed a panorama of hoop pines outside the flat, swaying in the wind.
Delightful aromas from the kitchen swept through this magickal portal, mingling with strange music.

They made a subtle hand-sign and the music volume dropped.
“Get inside, quickly!”

“Whatever’s cooking, that dinner smells so delicious I will sacrifice myself for you.”
Then holding up a large bag, «salām dūstān!» he said.
“I brought our favorite dessert.”

Mehrdād had arrived late for dinner at Arsha’s flat.
He’d made a small detour on his way from Shahid Chamran metro station to buy ice cream at Majid.
It was a favorite treat for Friday afternoon gatherings.
Gatherings claimed to be private prayer meetings, as cover for avoiding public jum’ah prayers.
Gatherings where these three could enjoy strange food, music, art, and convo together, while staying clear of Islamic State authorities and their spies.

A large pile of pillows dominated their living room.
Synthetic apiary designs by Neri Oxman, a designer whom Arsha revered.
Living on a postdoc’s salary was an art form in itself, and Bronze Age Archaeology wasn’t exactly renowned for lucrative side gigs.
Arsha scrimped and saved so they could afford little luxuries, like designer pillows.
Partly buried within the beautiful, amorphous pile of wild beehives, Narundi sat cross-legged, rocking back and forth, clutching a small bouquet.
Sobbing softly.

«narundi, chetoré?» Mehrdād asked — “Hey, what’s wrong?”
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Arsha sighed and looked down.
“She just received a big fat ‘No’ from the Americans,” they said softly.
“Verrrry not happy koalas.”

With another hand-sign the music changed from light drums to a softer, simpler melody.
It was some kind of reed instrument.
They liked to make playlists of underground electronica, samples of Mesopotamian instruments, heptatonic Lydian tunings, lyrics from translated Sumerian hymns.
Mehrdād sometimes helped them find obscure new artists.

Narundi stirred as the music changed, finally acknowledging Mehrdād.
“My not-advisor sent these, to apologize,” she said.
“Flowers!
That’s how depressing this is!” thrusting a bouquet at him.
«zahré mār!»
She slammed the flowers against the wall beside her.
“That was the only interesting program.
Now I’ll never get to work with her.
I should just give up and go teach Farsi to ajam kids, off in some forgotten village.”

“Language, language!” Arsha said, stern but softly.
“Yes, this is terrible dearie.”
They threw their arms around Narundi, giving her a gentle hug.
“Also, some of us happen to adore forgotten villages.”
Then they motioned for Mehrdād to follow into the kitchen.




The strips of smart fabric in the kitchen curtain glowed, rendering ethereal images.
As Mehrdād crossed through, the curtain transformed from a cuneiform tablet to a ziggurat drawn in surrealist style.
He’d understood that the smart fabric served as a thermostat and as part of an intricate computer vision system which Narundi had built.


Inside the kitchen, the latest in a long tradition of avant-garde Persian feasts was nearly assembled:
kūkū sabzī in a pie dish, freshly made halvā-yé-labū on the stovetop next to rainbow-colored skewers of vegan kūbideh, freshly baked nān-é-barbarī, trays of tahdig cooling on the countertops, and a large bowl of māst-o-khiār.

«nūsheh jān!» Arsha said.
“Everything’s vegan, almost.
I haven’t quite stopped using honey and cream.
Or butter — mmmm, delish AF!”
They tucked the ice cream away in the freezer, then pulled a large brown bottle from the back of a cabinet, handing it over to Mehrdād.

«īn chī-eh?» asked Mehrdād, uncorking the bottle.
“Did you make this?”
He knew Arsha was handy in the kitchen, producing intricate foods from scratch, often crafting strange surprises, or bartering among their network of other foodie artisans.
Mehrdād was deeply complicit in all this, buying supplies from lists of materials to procure, and helping offset costs for their lavish Friday afternoon salon rituals.
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“We’re going to need that,” Arsha said.
“It’s from an old recipe.
And I mean, a REALLY old recipe!”
Pointing at the uncorked bottle, dated 1800 b.c.e.
“I’ve had a rough day too, unfortunately.”

Mehrdād drew back from the whiff of freshly brewed Ninkasi beer.
“Oh, how so?” He could smell notes of sour, barley, sparkly bubbles, perhaps even some dates.
“So much is happening in the United States.
Were you watching the news?”

“Sort of the opposite.
We just found a gorgeous cache of tablets at our new dig near Tall Gesar,” Arsha explained.
They handed him a tray of tahdig baked rice to carry.
Golden and crunchy, it smelled almost like popcorn.
“Seems mostly Elamite at first glance.
Although this may take years to work through.”

“Sounds like time to celebrate?
Good thing we have some newly brewed bubbles!” Mehrdād smiled.
He picked up the kūkū sabzī.
“You’ve been working so hard on this dig.”

“If only!” Arsha sighed.
“The government has forbidden us from publishing about it.
Not moslem enough, since these are all Elamite finds.”
They placed a colorful layer of kūbideh plates on Mehrdād’s kūkū arm, ever so carefully.

“The great revelation today was that our department must focus on promoting cultural discoveries AFTER the arrival of the colonizing religions.”
They grabbed the halvā pot with both hands, carrying it back through the beads.
“The Expediency Council determined that all published research must now be pre-approved by their islamization committee,” they said over their shoulder.

Mehrdād followed, listening carefully.
The magickal portal morphed, this time showing jeweled statues inside an ancient temple.




Mehrdād emerged through the temple scene, balancing tahdig on one arm holding the bottle, then kūkū and kūbideh on the other arm.
His years of side jobs working as a waiter sometimes came in handy.
However, nothing could prepare him for the ever-changing landscape of sensory experiences materializing in Arsha’s flat.
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Arsha carefully unloaded each dish from Mehrdād’s arms, arranging them around the Oxman pillows.
They pulled over a small table and began to place the samavāri and food plates there, while glass cups and dishes went on the floor.
«nūsheh jān, dūstān!»

Narundi burst out from the pillow pile, lunging at fresh nān before Arsha could even finish setting down the plate.
She whispered «goshnameh» quickly under her breath, then tore off a big chunk to plunge into the māst-o-khiār yoghurt sauce.

“This may get rather sketchy,” Arsha said with a sigh.
“My research is about Ancient Mesopotamia, what can we in the 21st century learn from our Bronze Age ancestors? In other words, prior to the rise of kingdoms, colonization and the religions based on it, and so on.
Unfortunately, the good stuff happened quite a long while before Islam showed up knocking ever so brutally at our doors.
So I’m sad koalas too.”

“You know, speaking of colonization, the three of us…” Mehrdād started, spooning out several heaps of halvā.
“We resemble the three donkeys of Graeber.”
Arsha had provided a mesmerizing spread of toppings.
A garni dish held toasted pistachios, surrounded by little piles of dried rose petals and dried sumac, then streaker dots of pomegranate molasses.
It was next to a bowl of fresh figs and dragon fruit gleaned from the trees just outside.
Another dish held barberries, sour cherry preserves, and a little pool of orange blossom water.
Each condiment in itself was spoon-licking good.
Mingled together they created an earthly bliss.

Narundi gave Arsha a side hug, then turned to Mehrdād.
«chī mīgīd?» she asked.
“Three donkeys, what the fuck is that?”
Snapping off a big crusty golden edge of tahdig.
It was her favorite part, innately intended for dipping in māst-o-khiār.
Narundi was a grad student in computer science, a bit younger, always inquisitive.
Mehrdād was a PhD student in international business.
It was safer than studying political science, given the current regime of religious conservatives.
She knew that Mehrdād admired her intellect and drive, although she had a hunch that also he made quite a deliberate a point of avoiding her rougher edges.
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“From much earlier times,” Mehrdād said, between spoonfuls of the halvā beet pie.
“Our troubles illustrate three typical attacks of colonization.
Opposite the freedoms indigenous peoples shared, at least in cultures thriving for any length of time.
These were systematically undermined and denied during colonization.”
He snapped off a generous handful of tahdig.

The music picked up and Arsha’s beaded curtain shifted to pastel collages of Near Eastern rock reliefs.
The pillow pile glowed in similar pastel tones.
Arsha kept signaling to their AIs, usually in gestures too subtle to notice.
Narundi had built this for Arsha, customizing software for the sensors and training the machine learning models.
Immersive reality changed Arsha’s tiny flat into a sensorium of deconstructed Bronze Age Mesopotamia.
Narundi and Arsha had especially bonded over the organic designs by an architect in Mexico, Javier Senosiain, who liked to use the ziggurat theme.
All this was happening just a brief scooter ride away from the ruins of an actual ziggurat, thousands of years old.
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Arsha nodded, happy to be drawing out Narundi with food and convo.
«befarmaīd shām!» they said.
“Go on Mehrdād, freedom koalas.
I think I get it.”
They bit into a rainbow skewer of kūbideh.
Veggie chunks of fermented curd, textured like ground beef, arrayed in a rainbow of yellow, blue, green, and the deepest of reds.
The skewers had been grilled, tangled in-between layers of garlic-roasted potatoes and broiled butternut squash which dripped with honey and butter.

“Huzzah!
A Kurdish friend working a dig on Hormuz Island harvests the kelp there and ferments it with pea shoots to make these curds.
Marinated with butterfly pea flower, turmeric, nettle, beets, and gelak to produce these gorgeous colors.
Kurds’ rainbow curds!”
They twirled the rainbow skewers.
“I get deliveries through friends in Shiraz, totally on the down-low,” they confided, while chomping on a huge bite.
Then they stopped to ponder for a moment.
“You know, it’s times like these when I’ve almost forgotten how beef tastes.
Though frankly, this recipe needs more zereshk, more barberries.”

“We three fit the model, as individuals,” Mehrdād kept going.
“I think maybe it helps show how we can help each other, since we have complementary needs and expertise.”
He grabbed a skewer.
Subtle flavors of cumin and sumac burst through the intense colors in every bite.
Marinated jackfruit and fresh pea shoots gave the mix a chewy texture, with some added fresh crunch.

“Who’s this Graeber guy?” Narundi asked.
“And why exactly should we care?”
She’d moved on to devouring a slice of kūkū.
Not quite quiche, not quite soufflé, more like a Near Eastern version of a Spanish tortilla, though bright green with herbs.
“bah bah, this kūkū is so delish!”

“Graeber invented the term ‘We Are The 99%’ during Occupy Wall Street,” Mehrdād said.
He forked through a bowl of torshī pickles, selecting as much of the turmeric cauliflower as he could find.

Arsha polished off another rainbow skewer.
“Graeber and Wengrow summarized from many other primary source koalas, and those I like very much!”
They nodded approval, while grabbing some kūkū made with nira and marzeh herbs.
“Highly recommended.
But please continue about these freedoms koalas?
Which are they?”
Arsha enjoyed prompting Mehrdād into playing assistant professor.

Narundi knew lecture wasn’t quite Mehrdād’s favorite sport.
His shyness seemed to be a personal embarrassment.
“If I’ve understood these concepts correctly,” he said, preparing to recite.
“Freedom to shape entirely new social realities, or shift back and forth between different ones.
Arsha, you may lead among us here.
Freedom to move away or relocate from one’s surroundings.
Narundi, this is your forte.”
He stabbed a slice of kūkū with his fork.
“And freedom to disobey or ignore commands issued by others.”

“And this fits because…?” Narundi asked.
She never quit probing or being inquisitive.
It would be a kind of death for Narundi.

They filled another plate of halvā-yé-labū.
“I mean, I can see connections with Narundi’s dreadful visa news today, and with the monster who’s eaten our archaeology department.
Where is the third calamity hiding, or did I miss something?”
They sprinkled dried sumac over their halvā, adding even more barberries which swirled into the pools of beet juice and molasses.
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“Today,” Mehrdād started, uncomfortably.
“Today the Expediency Council decided to close portions of our business school.
My dissertation was among them, edging too closely toward democracy, which they said offends authority.
Or something.”
He slid the bowl of māst-o-khiār away from Narundi.
“Now I must re-submit my dissertation proposal, but with entirely different topics.
Before the end of next week, if I want to stay in the program.”

«eh dād-o-bidād!» Arsha held both hands to their face.
“We have three terribly acute cases of sad koalas now.
You poor dear, what will you do instead?”

«mehrdād jūn,» Narundi said, “I’m so sorry!
What are you going to do about your research?”
She tugged the māst-o-khiār bowl back towards her plate.
“Will we still be doing a project together?”

“Of course.
I’ll come up with something,” Mehrdād said, nodding.
He appeared calm as ever.
“Americans are providing more than enough material for a thousand dissertations, this week alone.”

«ān chīsat?» asked Arsha — “How so?
With everything going on in our department, I haven’t exactly been following news.”

“Much like here, their Supreme Court is controlled by religious conservatives.
A far-right faction in Miami split into their own country called CSM and declared war.”

Narundi nodded emphatically.
She'd been watching the news, trying to see if anything happening in America might effect her admission.
It probably did, Narundi imagined.

Mehrdād paused to take a bite.
“Supreme Court blocked their President from using military forces to fight CSM.
Now there is an assassins group NavalnyStans from Ukraine which has threatened Supreme Court justices.
And justices decided to take ‘permanent recess’ probably while hiding.”

“Religious conservatives win then?” Arsha asked, “since everyone else gets prohibited from fighting back?”

“Can we force our imams and Majles into permanent recess, too?” Narundi cut in.

“It’s not so simple.
Americans started using street gangs to fight.
Student groups too,” Mehrdād said after finishing more halvā.
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“Okay, so just like here,” Arsha nodded.

“Except!” Mehrdād set his fork carefully on the table.
“Except, one difference in America is media.
Their opposing forces use media as weapons, far more so than here.
An approach our research group calls ‘goal convolution’ inverts a natural process of political consensus and allows for media weaponization, based on perimodernist update of Hegelian sublation.
It’s a response rubric for overlapping polycrisis.”
He paused for a moment, thinking.
“Which I will probably use for my alternate dissertation topic.”

“We use this in machine learning too, but it’s called ‘goal perversion’ instead,” Narundi agreed, nodding emphatically.
“To weaponize AI.”

Arsha and Mehrdād stared at Narundi.

“No more māst-o-khiār!” Arsha sneered, teasing Narundi.
“Not until you explain perversion koalas, which sound especially intriguing.”
They pulled the bowl away, slowly.
“Explain like we are both only five years old.”

«mishkel nīst» Narundi said, pulling back.
“You take billions of connected facts about molecules and gene expression and diseases, then train models based on goals to heal diseases.
We use this in AI to produce targeted medicines.”
She tried to tug back the bowl, but they held firm.
“So to pervert the goals, just flip them to increase diseases instead.
Then run again.
You can get AI designing nerve agents, maybe several thousand per hour if your data is good.
At least from one paper’s results that I evaluated.”
She frowned at Arsha, “Can I have the bowl now?
I’m still hungry!”

«mersī» they said, releasing the hostage food dish.
“But in all seriousness, now is a perfect time to mention one teensy tiny other point.”

Mehrdād and Narundi stared at Arsha.

“Sumerian tablet koalas,” they said, beginning to clear the table.
“Although first we must prepare for dessert.
Priorities!”
Arsha disappeared beyond the beads, which now showed a ziggurat at sunset.

«mehrdād jūn» Narundi began tentatively, “Your dissertation had been about decolonizing business networks.
They labeled it too progressive, perhaps a threat for imams and mullahs?”

Mehrdād nodded, refilling both of their tea cups from the samavāri.

“But now you’re talking about cultures tearing themselves apart.
«khar tū kharé,» Narundi shook her head.
“There’s a donkey inside the donkey, which worries me.”
She flopped onto a pillow.
«nemīfahmam.»
Shaking her head between sips of tea.
“Could there be any positive outcomes for the topic you intend to propose?”
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«dorosteh,» Mehrdād smiled.
“That’s a good question.
Sometimes a natural process of political consensus is harmful.
Perhaps even brutal.
Just that it becomes accepted over time.”

«āreh,» Narundi nodded.
“We’ve seen enough of that here.
And I worry, how can we ever find our place in the world if anyone who matters dismisses us as potential terrorists?
Wouldn’t negative outcomes of your approach reinforce more of those perceptions?”

“Truly.
We must be careful in our approach.
However, inverting a harmful thing can have positive outcomes.
Instead of begging for opportunities, we could be actively rebuilding, drawing from indigenous approaches which worked here so many years ago,” Mehrdād said.
“Long before the brutal ones arrived with their perverted ways.”




“All the way back to 3500 b.c.e. please, give or take.”
Arsha reemerged from the magickal portal carrying an armful of ice cream and a large empty tray.
They placed three small curiously shaped cylinders on the table, then made a quick hand gesture.
Spot lights shifted to make the room corners glow while the music quickened.


The curtain changed to a poster proclaiming “Free Ellen!” which showed the last public photo of Muks, prior to her incarceration.

«aīval, damet garm!»
They put the tray on the floor, arranging other items carefully nearby with a reverence almost like a Japanese tea service.
Then they started spooning out ice cream, pressing it down into thick layers across the tray.

Mehrdād and Narundi both stared at the curtain, not noticing the tea service or Arsha’s odd dessert making ritual.

“Pardon my transgression, a minor lapse of judgement is sometimes healing for the soul,” Arsha said, quickly waving their hand.
The image switched to an Elamite statue.
“You were saying dear, about perverting latter Akkadian monotheistic monogamous monocultural perversion koalas?”

“Yes, we may be able to use media weapons, even here,” Mehrdād agreed.
“For political ends.”
Narundi noticed he seemed somewhat nervous.

“Long, long ago,” Arsha began, abruptly changing the subject, “Elamites who lived here had obtained Sumerian tablets.
Maybe they won tribute after battle, or perhaps these were gifts from the lovely and talented Babylonians who’d overtaken Sumeria by that point.
If Elamite chieftains were as sketchy as some stories convey, they probably just stole the tablets.
Anywho, Elam got ahold of many tablets, writings which had been over a thousand years old already by that point.”
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Some of the ice cream started spilling over one edge of the tray.
Arsha moved fast to keep it from dripping all over the floor.
“Ok, maybe it wasn’t my smartest call to fill the tray quite so full.”

“Why do you have a tray of ice cream on the floor?” asked Narundi.
“And what is this crazy music?”

“Heilung, from Denmark,” Mehrdād said.
“I found out they were trying to recreate Sumerian music.”

“And I thoroughly approve,” Arsha continued.
“As I was saying, we’ve discovered many different Sumerian tablets in our digs, which have been translated in so many different ways.
Professors argue about them constantly, using publication and review in academic journals like medieval jousting tournaments.
But the tablets at our latest find appear to have been tucked away in a remote corner of what looked like a library.
I don’t think the Elamites understood these tablets, or perhaps they persisted in keeping them merely as ancient enigma.
I’m fairly certain the professors who win archeology jousting tournaments won’t understand these tablets either.
Nonetheless I’m not allowed to publish any explanations about them.”

“More donkeys inside donkeys,” Narundi said, shaking her head.
She leaned toward the ice cream project, though Arsha quickly shooed her away.

“Because, I think,” they continued.
“Because these tablets may be a very very old kind of music theory.”

“Really?
It is something we could play?” Narundi curled back over a pillow, rocking on her knees.
She was beginning to feel curious, engaged.
She had shifted to entirely the opposite of sobbing underneath pillows and feeling sorry for herself.

“Maaaaaaybe,” Arsha drew out the answer, smiling.
“It’s questionable.
My partial translation so far points toward ancients attributing the origins of ‘magic’ although it uses roughly the same words as both language and ritual.”
They smoothed packed layers of ice cream across the tray, forming a level surface.
“Sumerians seem to be describing the early origins of writing, as a kind of ‘programmable singing’ which is suspiciously akin to this Heilung music.
Although certainly I’ll need expert help translating the older phrases.
Narundi dear, would you be interested in writing AI programs to work on this?”

“Of course!
Why do you even have to ask?”
Narundi bounced up and down on her pillow.
“Except, are you ever going to tell us about the ice cream?”
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They held out three cylinders.
“Here, you both pick one cylinder.
Narundi, khahesh mīkonam.
Please go first.”

Narundi, looking perplexed, asked “I’m not understanding either of you much tonight.
Arsha, what the hell are these?”
She picked up a cylinder.
Mehrdād selected a different one.

Arsha clasped the remaining cylinder between their thumb and index finger.
“These are cylinder seals.
A friend helped me get time on 3D printers in Jundishapur medical center.”
They rolled their seal across flattened ice cream on the tray, creating a pattern in relief.
“Mesopotamians used these to sign contracts on clay tablets.
Just like this!”
They rolled out another pattern.

Narundi rotated her cylinder in one hand, staring at the inverse relief.
“The images overlap, so they must repeat?
And there are people, doing things with each other.
Interesting things.”
She stared up at Arsha.
“Oh, so this is some kind of infinite loop?
Like music played by a wind-up toy?”

“Very good, yes!
I call it an infinite orgy of life,” Arsha looked especially pleased.
“Each has a slightly different motif, but you get the general idea.
This way you can sign several Mesopotamian contracts all at once, by lining them up next to each other.
Keep rolling along until they’re all printed.”
They carved off a rectangle of ice cream with their signature in relief, spooning it carefully onto any empty plate.
“Here, you two try.
Sign your oaths to enjoying life, and be sure to make wishes while you do!”
Arsha poured sour cherry sauce over theirs, sprinkled with dried rose petals.

Mehrdād and Narundi took turns rolling cylinders in the tray.
Then all three devoured the endorsed oaths for dessert.
Narundi was finally back to laughing again.

“Anyone want more chai?” they asked.

«nah mersī,» Narundi said, leaning back into the pillows.
“What I really need is something to work on, to keep my brain distracted.”

They slid three clear glass cups to the center of the floor and grabbed the bottle of homebrew.
“So, for beer koalas…” Arsha said, changing the subject again.
“I followed a recipe from the ‘Hymn To Ninkasi’ translation for the Sumerian goddess of beer.
This goddess was especially kind to me.
Only took a few weeks to brew, once I’d baked the bread.”
Then raising a glass, “To Ninkasi, who’s mother is Ninti, queen of the Abzu.
And to recovering what we each love doing.”
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Narundi and Mehrdād clinked glass cups with Arsha, then savored a homebrew of the ancients.

“Tonight we all get to take gifts home.
Mehrdād, you have an approach for a new dissertation topic.
Sounds like you may be able to include some goal perversion crossover from AI koalas, with a little help from Narundi?”

Mehrdād smiled and bowed.

“Narundi, I would be most grateful for your help translating these mysterious new tablets.
Which, of course, we must keep secret among just us three.”

Mehrdād and Narundi both nodded, with a solemn chorus of «baleh» at the same time.

“Shut up! Yes, yes, yes!”
They signed to the AIs, and the bead curtain turned into streams of dancing cuneiform.
“Love, love it.
Meanwhile we get to enjoy your smile again,” they said.

«kheyli jigari,» Narundi said, apologizing.
“Sorry for causing you trouble.
You’ve both been so kind and supporting.
Thank you so much.”
She reached out to hold Arsha’s hand and smiled.

“Great,” Mehrdād said, standing up.
“I’ll go start on the dishes.”

06: plan c

WALKING OVER TO the old permanent stage at People’s Park in Berkeley, the Governor cleared a place to sit on the edge of some aging wooden planks.
He scraped aside leaves and twigs which had fallen from a Bigleaf Maple, near where someone had decorated a sigil design with flowers.
Another few precious minutes of quiet remained while the production crew finished set-up.

He doom-scrolled through the latest batch of FYSA situational reports.
More than four thousand minors confirmed fatalities the previous year across the incidents reported.
Evangelical leaders throughout the country had prohibited megachurch members from using federally funded cooling shelters during the heat dome crisis in August.
Evangelies were behaving thoroughly medieval, calling their prohibition a “test of faith” not to succumb to perverse liberal fictions about climate change.

Extreme heat conditions proved fatal for the most vulnerable among the population.
Thousands of children had died.
Nearly three times as many fatalities among the elderly.
Entire communities of vulnerable unhoused people had been wiped out.
Heat deaths hit especially hard in the southern states, which were predominantly “Red” by far, but nonetheless the MAGA base persisted.

Evangelicals twisted the worst of this news to suite their own ends, accusing the federal government of idolatry, their typical “wrath of god” nonsense.
Moreover, evangelical leaders had begun to couple the issue of heat deaths with school shootings and gun owner rights.
Some had even called for more mass shootings at schools, claiming these horrific incidents were their deity’s ways of purging the wicked before they could reach adulthood.
Billionaire political extremists funding the evangelies had orchestrated from a careful arm’s length away.

“It’s not simply about ‘White Replacement Theory’ anymore,” the Governor grumbled while reading.
“More like ‘Theory and Practice’ being conducted by these monsters.
They’re bullying, literally bullying children to their deaths!
Evangelists aren’t espousing beliefs, they’re opportunists describing means and motive.
We’re half a heartbeat away from needing to criminalize Christianity altogether as a matter of public safety.”
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“Sir, we must be extra cautious,” an aide reminded.
“All it’d take now is one sound bite to leak.
We’ve spotted parabolic listening devices throughout the crowd.”

She had high cheekbones, a deep tan skin.
With a decidedly Polynesian look, she towered over the other staff.
Dedicated, brilliant.
Not one to piss off near a dark alley, the Governor thought.
We’ll be needing more like her for the fight ahead.
It’s not as if any near-term political solution with the far-right was looking likely.

“Thanks, Fran, but,” the Governor paused.
“Your face is telegraphing even more bad news.
Spill the tea.”

“We’ve just received reports of an attempted domestic terrorist attack.
Palutçi.”

“Dammit!
Is Nançi hurt?”

“The former Speaker is in the hospital, recovering after a mere grazing GSW.
She’s okay, stable condition.
Those bastards—” the aide’s size helped boost her “resting bouncer face” up a few notches.
“Botched their attempted assassination, fortunately.
State of Jefferson just took credit for the attack anyway.”

“Fuck!” the Governor shouted.
Other aides glanced at them furtively.

“There’s more.
Any crap dog leaves a trail of shit, my papa used to say,” the aide added.
“Jefferson leaders have used this media spotlight to announce their secession.
They’re joining CSM.”

A crowd was gathering in People’s Park.
Security held a cordon line far from the stage.
The Governor scanned the crowd, looking into their faces from a distance.
All of this was piling on top of the disaster in San Francisco.
These “overlapping polycrisis” events which pundits debated, they just kept layering on.

“We ready to go live yet?” he yelled out, reaching over to grab the mic.
He turned toward to aide, “Francine, contact Mahonia Hall — let Bettina know we’re moving forward on Plan C.”

“Sir?” the aide asked, looking shocked.
“Do we have Assembly approval?”

“After this morning, we don’t need it.”

“Right,” the aide grimaced.
“I’ll double-check that other bit with DOJ.”
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The camera crew turned up their spot lights.
“Ready when you are, sir,” said the stage producer.


The Governor launched into a scathing rebuke, condemning the assassination attempt by the so-called State of Jefferson.
“Democracy is not a football.
You don’t throw it around.
It’s more like, I don’t know, like a crystal vase,” he said.
“Drop it and it’ll smash into a million pieces.
And that’s what we enable if we don’t stand up to meet this moment.
If we don’t push back on systemic acts of domestic terrorism in our communities.”
He recounted a litany of felonies committed during recent years by county officials in Siskiyou, Shasta, and others.

“However, aggressors — especially extremists, such as those organizing in Jefferson — are often their own worst enemies.
They have forced us, the people, into direct action.
Governor Kohoutek and I have conferred.”

Three minutes into the speech, the aides and camera crew alike let out a collective gasp.
It continued to echo and spread through the crowd.

“We are announcing a joint gubernatorial order, to sanction and fund a formally recognized organization within our respective states of Oregon and California to combat domestic terrorism.”

Rumors had surfaced recently about a renewed Western States Pact.
How the West Coast governors had become frustrated by political stalemate nationally, by dint of red states pandering to religious conservatives and utterly ignoring the rule of law.
How they were prepared to drop the hammer on political extremists across the West Coast, even if this didn’t happen nationally.
How they might accomplish this by aligning with community groups which had a long history of fighting extremists.

The Governor’s media op in People’s Park signaled that an important decision had now been reached.
Journalists edged their way toward the front of the security line, eager with questions.

“As you know, the US Supreme Court recently enacted a ban on federal and state use of our military to suppress domestic rebellions.
This was the last official decision of the Court, prior to their indefinite recess.”
The Governor stared down for a moment, taking a deep breath.
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“Secessionists have their militias.
Thousands of people have been killed in skirmishes throughout the country since the CSM declared war on the United States two weeks ago.
Here on the West Coast we have a dangerous concentration of domestic terrorists organizing as militia along the California-Oregon-Nevada border.
Moments ago, a group of these domestic terrorists claimed credit for an assassination attempt against my dear friend and mentor, former US Congressional House Speaker Nançi Palutçi.”

Cries and boos emerged from the crowd.
“We must take a stand,” urged the Governor.
“By categorically rejecting their divisiveness, rejecting the very intentions of these terrorists—”

Francine Addams stopped scrolling all of a sudden and stared up from her mobile.
She flashed hand signs to her boss on stage.

“We’ve coordinated with community leaders of a movement which has made history,” the Governor continued, nodding.
“This community movement has been much maligned by right-wing extremists.
Maligned as a misnomer, I assure you.
In reality, these community groups have been focused on protecting citizens during protests.
In reality, this community movement never existed as a formal organization … until today.”

A flood of flash photography burst open.
Journalists began shouting questions toward the stage.




“We’ll take questions later,” the Governor told the crowd.
“First we need to make a few points clear.
Antifa forces are from this moment forward formally recognized and funded by the state governments of California and Oregon.
We’re in contact with other regional leadership to expand this operation.
Volunteers are being encouraged, pardons for past misdemeanors are being reviewed, plus—” he glanced at Francine, “we’ve just received confirmation from the US Department of Justice that their Priority Order extends to Antifa.
They have announced deprioritizing any federal prosecutions of Western States Pact citizens who engage in direct action against CSM.”


[bookmark: img_berkeley.6][image: Building Planet Prison]

“Second,” the Governor continued, “in an unconscionable tragedy last year, more than four thousand children died from heat-related causes, because religious conservative organizations spread conspiracy theories.
They prohibited their members from using the cooling shelters.
Four thousand children, dead!
Eight hundred of those in California alone!

We cannot stand by, we must take direct action.
Their excuses claim to be about freedom of speech and freedom of religion, how their beliefs are more important than the tragically lost lives of others.
However, inevitably, the bottom line for these far-right religious conservatives was always about money.
Just that.
About massive quantities of money with questionable provenance flowing into CSM.
Recognize that conspiracism is now tearing our society apart, literally killing people.
Your neighbors!”
He paused, staring down again for a moment.

“While our Constitution most certainly protects the right to free speech, it does not absolve people from the consequences for what they say.
As part of our response in the War on Conspiracism, we are signing into law today new legislation where any California resident may sue any organization which perpetrates harmful conspiracy theories through electronic media.
The state courts will decide what is considered harmful, although clearly thousands of deaths last year resulted directly from climate skeptics, so that’s one you can go after immediately.
Each resident may initiate a lawsuit of up to ten thousand dollars per incident.
In other words, if an organization broadcasts harmful misinformation which one million people receive, then it may be liable for up to ten billion dollars, plus legal fees.”

“Third,” now it was the Governor’s turn to begin shouting.
“What may NOT be quite as apparent is that your elected state leadership has been working hard to attempt to remediate these issues.
What happens in California sets legal and political precedents for the rest of the country.
We have struggled, but we’ve been contested on almost every move.
Notably by legal actions from Texas, from Arizona, from Utah, from Florida, and previously from parties acting on behalf of both Moscow and Beijing.
They’ve sought to manipulate us, abusing the people of California.
Again, we cannot stand by.
We must take direct action!”
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“With regards to the counties in California now claiming to secede as the so-called State of Jefferson …
They have perpetually abused our state courts, our electoral referendum, our due process for many years.
These antagonists — deliberate antagonists against the people of California — are now literally separated from our system of government.
That is, as parties from outside our state they will no longer be able to manipulate our courts.
We have new legislation pending to prohibit non-residents from abusing our state courts with politically based cases.”

“Our message to the former court system abusers: if you wish to appeal California decisions through federal courts, do what you need to.
Frankly, I hear the US Supreme Court is in extended recess, and lower courts aren’t interested in hearing cases brought by secessionists or their enablers.
Let us know how that works out for you.”

Laughter rose from the audience, which now stretched back far along Dwight Way.




The Governor turned toward the journalists.
“Now we’ll take questions.”
He signaled to his security team, allowing journalists to rush the stage.
Then the microphone crackled and the audio system cut out.
A disruption at one edge of the crowd began drawing attention away.


A large Silverado truck had crashed through police barricades at the intersection of Piedmont and Haste.
It now sped toward People’s Park with “STOCKTON MAGA” banners flying.

Zack Horvys, an infamous Silicon Valley whistleblower turned far-right podcaster, leaned out the passenger window of the truck.
“Our Lady of MAGA, Asshlee Blabboebert, visited me,” the delusional podcaster screamed into a high-powered megaphone.
“I ordered a tray of boneless wings at Chick-fil-A and looked down, then she appeared.
Asshlee blesses you all.
She wants you to know that George Soros founded AstraZeneca and invented the pandemic, and Bill Gates was his college roommate.
Together with the Trilateral Commission and the Priory of Sion, these shape-shifting reptiles control the California Governor through 5G and RFID chips.
They are building Planet Prison around us.
We must rise up against this filthy degenerate Satanic cabal!” the MAGA podcaster shrieked in near delirium.
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“By our Lady’s graces, even as the face of Asshlee was imprinted upon my styrofoam tray, verifly she is coming to bring about the conversion of our once great country to Christian Nationalism.
One way or another!”
Horvys choked back tears, struggling to continue screaming into his megaphone.
“Flugel will try to off me for speaking this truth!
But they’ll be too late!”

Berkeley PD bike cops reacted quickly to intercept.
One hopped an embankment near the Underhill parking, which had been cleared by security prior to the Governor’s address.
Jumping his bike onto the roof of a parked Tesla, he bunny-hopped into the bed of the passing truck, landing on packs of C4 explosives tangled in wires.
The officer spotted a digital timer reading “00:45” on its display.

Not wasting any time, the PD bike cop drew his 9 mm sidearm.
Direct shots to the head for both Horvys and the MAGA driver through the rear window.
The he leapt out of the moving trunk.

The Silverado slowed, swerving, then smashed into a parked minivan halfway down the block.
Fortunately its lethal cargo did not detonate early.
Other BPD ran to the MAGA truck, heaving the driver’s bloody torso to the pavement.
They rolled the vehicle down the Underhill parking entrance ramp.

Moments later the timed explosion collapsed the parking structure, which absorbed most of the detonation.

The large Polynesian aide pulled the Governor aside from answering journalists’ questions.
“Sir, there’s a large crowd of insurrectionists marching toward our position from Telegraph Avenue,” she said, looking pained.
“QAnon, with Prowd Boiz at the vanguard.
We’re also collecting reports of widespread sustained cyberattacks against our emergency response infrastructure.”

The Governor grabbed the mic, calling for the Dignitary Protection Section head.
Audio was still crackling, so the Governor had to shout.
Security let through a woman dressed in plainclothes who had been pushing toward the podium.
“Janet, what’s our plan?”

“We’ve spotted Prowd Boiz shaping the advance into a Flying-V formation.
Currently headed toward Dwight Way.
They’re pushing a mobile lynching platform—”

“A what?” asked the Governor.
“And how many protesters?”
Out of the corner of his eye, he noticed a small plane nearby which was just finishing a curious skywriting message “TO GUV WITH LUV, D DICENTOS” in puffs of smoke.
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“A gallows — it’s a noose, sir,” said the section head.
“They’re chanting about hanging you.”
She glanced down at her phone.
“Estimated nine hundred insurrectionists.”

“Holy fuck, in a Flying-V?
Our audience will be forced down the narrow side streets, they’ll get trampled.
No time to evacuate safely.
Do we have vehicles we can move in their way?
Anything?”

“Not enough to make any difference,” Janet Wilby said, blinking.
“They’re armed.”

“Every thing indicates they planned to rack up civilian casualties.”
The Governor frowned, taking a deep breath.
He tried to look around, searching for any way out of the obvious decision.
“Look, we’re at war.
Our county is formally at war.
Us here right now.
I’m authorizing lethal force.
Do it!”

Wilby nodded, placing a call to command units in the park vicinity.
Berkeley PD, CHP already on the scene, Oakland PD and Alameda Sheriff units just arriving.
Plus SFPD en route over the bridge.
All converging at the southwest corner of the park.
CHP units, loyal to protecting the Governor, opened fire before any others.

Live rounds sliced through the air, piercing the Prowd Boiz front, eradicating insurrectionists several layers deep into their QAnon formation.
BPD and CHP shooters carved flesh off MAGA insurrectionists as they stood, while a BPD helicopter fired from the air.
Blood flowed, limbs fell to the ground, entrails spilled onto the asphalt.
Insurrectionists who attempted to flee slid perilously on the gore of their fellow conspiracists, stumbling into hostile fire.

While the officers defending the Governor’s side may have had better arms, comms, and equipment, even so they had to coordinate civilian evacuations.
Meanwhile they fought to counter the MAGA offensive, protecting state leaders.
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One of the Prowd Boiz leaders, Nathan Moredeen, climbed the gallows platform to rally the routed MAGA formation back into some semblance of an offensive.
“The storm is here!
This is your fight or flight moment, in the contest of liberty.
We must take down the pedophiles and usurpers!”
He called on the crowd to execute the Governor.

By happenstance, two Oakland PD snipers coincided shots on Moredeen’s exposed neck, causing his severed head to fall and roll.
With momentum, it continued rolling past the entrance of Peet’s Coffee, turning the corner down Telegraph.

The section leader looked up incredulously, notifying the Governor, “Sir, we have reports of many LEOs breaking rank, some even engaging alongside insurrectionists.”

Flash bangs erupted at random, shot from either side.
Officers with shields fought hand-to-hand against each other in scattered pockets along Telegraph.
The battle pressed dangerously close to their make-shift HQ at the north end of the park.

ARVs from Berkeley SWAT deployed to push the line further away from the park.
They inched toward officers who were pinned down, extending aide where possible amidst the chaos, trampling the enemy where possible.

“Jesus H. Fuck!” yelled the Governor, ducking to avoid stray bullets.
He’d been frantically calling to mobilize additional resources, cut short by the ricochet off buildings across Haste.

“Renegades mostly from Alameda and SFPD units.
Conservative factions,” said Wilby.
“BPD is evacuating the audience and local residents through side streets.
Insurrectionists are gaining numbers, now estimated at two thousand.”
She shouted further orders into her phone.
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A few of the LRADs deployed by Oakland quick response teams had been seized by renegade officers.
Now these sonic cannons shot aimlessly in random directions.

More QAnon fanatics kept arriving.
Hoards emerged from the general direction of nearby BART stations, mostly unarmed.
Even more appeared from the north, heavily armed, ready to riot.
Provisioning the others.

One of the bus passengers was Clifton Eastwool, a has-been actor and small-time conservative politician.
Eastwool joined the battle in an electric wheelchair, wearing an enormous red “Q” on a black t-shirt.
Wielding a megaphone he shouted “Do you feel lucky, punk?” while leveling a .45 caliber handgun at hapless uniformed personnel who were helping defend the citizens of Berkeley.

Meanwhile, California National Air Guard helicopters continued appearing from the east, coordinating within the integrated tactical network of the ground forces.
Oakland SWAT teams used lasers to tag renegade police maneuvering among MAGA, while aerial gunners strafed laser-painted positions.
Eastwool was among the first MAGA to get cut down by strafing bullets.
Meanwhile, LEOs coordinated to flip parked cars, improvising pill boxes from which they could resume their killing with even greater effect.

The Governor scanned through an incoming message, marked high priority.
From Bettina Kohoutek, Gov OR: “MAGA recruits drawn as far away as Southern OR counties.
Busses for transit paid by shell corps, which OSP traced to Pierre Tuile.
Colluding with Jefferson.
Paid for your skywriter too.
Seditionists have been communicating via concealed features on the PlayLolz mobile app, the one used for online dating plus anonymized money transfer.
So far we’ve identified more than four weeks covert planning, left of boom.”

Tuile, known as a perverse racist-adjacent activist tech billionaire, had dabbled in far-right extremism by promoting conspiracism and funding the most vile contenders of outright hate.
He’d become a billionaire through the PlayLolz venture, then turned his sights toward becoming a leading defense contractor and tilting the political scales of graft and corruption to favor his operation.
“This twisted fucker takes sedition to next level,” the Governor said in disgust.
He spat at a concrete barrier.
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Several snipers from Prowd Boiz had taken positions on nearby rooftops, shooting their way through residents as needed to gain high ground.
Air Guard units, more experienced in urban combat, circled to pick off the snipers.
Berkeley engineering students also joined the fracas to fly experimental drones, identifying MAGA strongholds from above, painting them with high-intensity infrared.
Air Guard crews responded with targeted machine gun fire.

“Sir, they’ve landed boats in the marina, with mortar crews!” shouted the section lead.
“BPD reports mortar strikes on Shattuck, advancing towards our position.
Coast Guard has mobilized, with kill orders from local command.”

Ongoing tear gas spray produced mass quantities of vomit.
Together with bodily fluids draining from the numerous corpses, pools began accumulating.

Mortar blasts could be heard in the distance, growing louder each minute.
QAnon fanatics, local residents, people from the audience who hadn’t been evacuated, and curious bystanders alike all got cut down in the small weapons cross-fire and artillery strikes.
Helicopters dumped tear gas canisters into concentrations of MAGA, worsening the plight of combatants and non-combatants alike.

A mortar round struck an Air Guard helicopter, sending it crashing onto an orthodontics center near Carleton.
The pilots apparently steered in the last moments of their own demise to minimize civilian losses.
In the distance, Amoeba Music looped remixes of a Green Day cover of “Killing In The Name” over the gun fire and explosions.
Enormous speakers on their roof projected music throughout the melee.

As the number of living bodies on Telegraph dwindled, renegade LEOs and remnants of the Prowd Boiz seized fortified position, mostly doors and corners of the shops along Telegraph.
The hardiest surviving QAnon fanatics roved together in bands, wielding stolen bicycles or torn off doors, which they used to bash into the heads of downed police officers.
The most depraved turned to pillaging and corpse robbing.

This brutal firefight continued for more than three hours.
Arriving sheriff units from the Central Valley joining MAGA forces, while CHP swarmed in from I-580 and Highway 24 to defend Berkeley.
Gangs converged on the scene from Oakland, heavily armed and for once shooting alongside the police.

“We have to do more, we must stop this,” said the Governor.
“Janet we’ve got the ground robots, get them ready.
Dammit, I didn’t want to be the first elected official to use these.”
He sighed, hesitating, then said “We’ve got no other option.
Deploy.”

Wilby placed a brief call, and SFPD units which had just arrived deployed a dozen ground robots equipped with explosive charges.
The robots fanned out, each trotting on all fours toward a different target, a different MAGA concentration.

[bookmark: img_assli][image: An Apt Ism]

Concentrated death bloomed from the explosions.
The Governor counted to himself, one, two, three explosions to the north on Haste.
Four, five explosions on Dwight to the south.
Six, seven, eight, nine explosions scattered along Telegraph.

Just then the stage producer, who’d been standing near the Governor, was struck in the head by a stray bullet, killing him instantly.
Another ripped through Francine, the Governor’s aide, on her right shoulder.
EMTs rushed to move the woman into a waiting VIP ambulance, as the Governor and Wilby dove for cover between concrete barriers.



✴︎  ✴︎  ✴︎







The blast must have been larger than a mortar strike, the Governor thought.
More colossal than any crashing aircraft.
Yet somehow, it had seemed surprisingly less violent.


He’d struck his head on a concrete barrier.
Blurred vision played harmony with the intense ringing in his ears.
Looking around, the weapons fire had seemed to diminish.
Other sounds were almost absent.
Vehicles stalled, transformers on power poles were exploded.
Janet’s head had smashed against the other concrete barrier, with blood pooling next to her neck.
The Governor reached to check her pulse.
She was gone.

A deep pulsing “WHOOP” groaned across the park.
It grew slowly, coming from several directions all at once, like the call and response of some approaching unknown horror.
It kept growing louder.

The Governor looked up to watch helicopters raining down from the sky.
One slammed into the center of People’s Park with a terrific thunderclap.
The splay of shrapnel and kerosene flames alone, he imagined, had probably killed dozens.
Then he recalled seeing Francine’s ambulance stalled, directly under the path of the falling aircraft.

The Governor also recalled a dull buzz of flying hot shrapnel, one piece which had narrowly missed his chest.
Although by this point, he wasn’t sure if he could feel much, even if he had been struck.
His entire being had been mortally wounded by the enormity of the conflict and what it implied.
He didn’t have numbers yet, probably wouldn’t receive a full analysis of the damage for several more hours.
But lingering amidst the specter of mass death, he already knew the basic facts those reports would eventually describe in horrible detail.

Overall, more than ten thousand souls had been engaged in the armed conflict.
Some had chosed to become combatants.
Other brave souls had been pulled into it while performing their duty to defend.
Still others had simply been local residents living near People’s Park.
Hundreds of innocents would had perished from friendly fire alone.
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Adding to this already horrific catastrophe would be numerous mortalities reported by the city, due to the EMP blast and other collateral effects of the far-right assaults.
Damages to life-critical infrastructure would likely center downtown and near the university.
Wilby had received reports of outages ranging as far away as the Sutter and Alta Bates medical complexes.
Casualties in those healthcare facilities would have soared as basic services failed.
Thousands more probably died from indiscriminate blasts during the mortar bracketing from the marina, as shells struck densely populated areas.

By early afternoon only a fraction of the city’s inhabitants would still be alive.
Pierre Tuile and his ilk would be laughing right about now, about the terrifying extent of carnage their actions had inflicted.
“Return on investment,” or some other fucked-up shit they’d likely be saying.
DiCentos would call to congratulate them, perhaps followed by a call from Beijing.
The Governor did not need any analyst’s report to know this much.

Most of the city would have to be abandoned for months during recovery and reconstruction efforts.
No one else would be thinking much about fiscal budgets quite yet, but damage estimates — 
once the business losses, death benefits, and municipal infrastructure hits had all been tallied —
would eventually be reported in the tens of billions.
Near-term downside economic impacts could escalate an order of magnitude larger.

Meanwhile, blood ran in viscous torrents down Telegraph Avenue, fanning out across the streets of Berkeley.
The Governor stood watching emergency crews scramble to search for survivors.
Medical resources had been stretched far beyond capacity and many of the injured were inevitably succumbing to their wounds.
The most desperate inhabitants of these streets picked through the remains for meager items to pawn, simply trying to survive as they always had.

Slowly the dust began to settle.
That pissed him off the most, the only feeling he could recognize anymore.
Deep down, he wanted the dust and fires and gore to loom for the entire country to witness.
For the entire world to see what wretched monsters the far-right had demonstrated themselves to be.

Capsulizing all of this, a thoroughly anthropomorphic stench of smoke, tear gas, and decay wafted gently through the hills of East Bay.

COtG/DSAB 04-27: 

Antifa combat field training program
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Synopsis: activation of Antifa as an actual organization, structured and funded to execute combat operations against the conspiracists, and more. All regions. Level 1 — Red.

While so many families grieve for their lost loved ones in the obscenely horrendous battle, we must honor them and pursue justice.
As announced last week in Berkeley, we will animate and seize upon the worst fears of our enemy.
Frankly, they’ve already paid the marketing budget.
We are also moving while the momentum is high amongst our population.

Recommendations:


	Now we must make Antifa a real thing, creating the new organization, building out its legal structure, hiring leadership.

	Fold in resources from National Guard and federal military units, to the fullest extent possible.

	Initiate the cycle of recruit, train, provision, deploy, resupply, and so on.

	Incorporate urban dance practices, e.g., krumping, to iterate on next-gen approaches to replace PT, drill, parade, and enhance training, while improving recruitment opportunites.



For details see DSAB 04-27.

07: eight dark thirty

HAWKE MADE HIS WAY past the lockers and security gates, back out into a chilly morning.
Most people coming onto base at this hour swarmed the main building.
Hawke instead hung a quick left toward a small-ish utility shed, one which looked just big enough for a freight elevator.
It was surrounded by a field of small vents, disguised as native shrubs.
Hawke recognized black huckleberry and inkberry holly, which he and Caitlin had planted in their backyard.
Each bush housed an array of metamaterials, highly sophisticated electromagnetic emissions scramblers, occluding the ops below.

Hawke paused, noticing the cherry blossoms which were bursting through maples and green ash along the hillside.
He took a moment to draw in a deep breath.
Enjoying the springtime air one last time before he proceeded with a key card scan and security challenge at the door.
So much had changed, so very quickly.
He had plenty to learn today and probably way too much to plan, just minutes away.

It usually took a couple stories before Hawke’s senses registered that he was headed underground.
Today, however, he was far too lost in story to notice.
The organization’s tasking had turned abruptly after the POTUS decree that Hawke’s family had watched on live television three weeks earlier.
USG was mounting an all-out war, now being called the Global War on Conspiracism.
POTUS and State were busy convincing other democracies worldwide to join in an Alliance.
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Hawke’s team had been moved into a support role, bringing the new Antifa forces up to speed on procedures, integrating OVERHEAD and STRATINT capabilities into their rapidly evolving pastiche of ground assets.
Coordinating SIGINT needs for LEOs, urban gangs, and new recruits alike.

So many different assets were being brought online in support of FBI, BATF, federal marshals, and so on.
All to prosecute a civil war against the CSM.
Whatever resources the USG could assemble, without deploying military personnel directly at the forefront.
In other words, without violating federal law far enough to give the so-called “Freedom Caucus” Senators the wiggle room they craved as justification for staging a coup, to pair with the insurrection and secession.

A loud “DING!” jarred Hawke back to reality.
Elevator doors opened into a rush of cold air, revealing the darkened world of an underground fortress.

An expanse of analysts huddled, focused intently on the cyberwar unfolding on their screens.
Each workgroup produced its own little world, a world subsumed by headsets, acronym-endowed signs, and arrays of dynamically updating displays.
Each different display produced a point source for strange lights which contrasted the pervasive darkness.
A darkness tinged with a subtle blue glow, and corners blaring in pink.
All woven together by the echoing boom from the operations monitor.

It was what his organization affectionately called The Mohole.
A relatively new fifth-generation NSOC closely integrated with the most advanced quantum computing facilities on Earth.
Its deeper, darker, colder, and arguably more interesting parts awaited hidden, still several floors further down the elevator shaft.

Vermeulen tilted his head slightly, blinked twice, flaring his nostrils.
He twirled a small metal puzzle compulsively, Chinese rings.
Given his nature, Brett was being relatively effusive.
Almost being chatty.

“Good morning sleepyhead!”
Alleyne was usually snarky and in rare form already, on a Monday morning.
“Eight Dark Thirty too early for civilians these days?
By the way, you want to check your email.”

“COMINT tracking calls among suspects en route to Mission Bay Island along the Dogpatch causeway,” the mission director’s voice echoed from the speakers across the auditorium.
“Denver, we have actionable intelligence regarding a planned attack on Ubro HQ, within vicinity of POTUS.”
Turning to speak to the local shift she gave an order,
“Okay people, this tasking is a Priority Three national security emergency.
Prepare a presidential status update.”

Hawke could see on the big screen where the motorcade was located currently in San Francisco, 
surveying damages from the riots incited by Beijing.
POTUS had a visit planned later that day to view the aftermath of the recent MAGA battle in Berkeley.
However, a new threat actor had just been identified by the organization.

“Caravan led by a late model Bugatti license TANGO OSCAR PAPA GOLF ONE, registered to Andrei Taight, prime suspect.
At least twenty assets estimated.
CRIMINT suggests they are heavily armed and believed hostile.
Due to recent combat in the operations area, local resources are constrained.”

[bookmark: img_rnnews.6][image: More Ahead Tonight]

Hawke recalled the name.
Pro fighter, far-right extremist, TicTrack star, professional misogynist, not necessarily in that order.
American resident of Romania, close ties to Beijing.
Top priority tasking fit the POTUS trip, although his team had other tasking.
He hunkered down in his station, pulled on his headset, then did exactly what Alleyne had urged.
He checked email.
“Holy crap!”

“Yeah, Legal requested the privilege of an audience, nine hundred hours.
Our place, not theirs,” Cynthia said quietly, but loud enough to beat the operations monitor.
“Whom should we contact first, our respective attorneys or next of kin?”

“I am in this photo and I do not like it,” Hawke agreed.
“Let’s see what they want.
That is, if we’re not renditioned to a black site before lunch.”

Vermeulen nodded, blinking again.
Nearly two meters of Dutch-Sumatran enigma.
He was only a few months in, assigned to their department for his first rotation and performing quite well.
He spent a lot of time lost deep in thought, playing with metal finger puzzles.
When Brett did talk, which wasn’t often, it was worth listening closely.

“Local LEOs en route, blocked on causeway,” the monitor continued.
“Coast Guard units deployed, ten minutes ETA.
We’re looping the OSInt team at CalSOC into our real-time monitor.
Ubro corporate security teams report twenty-three enemy assets blocking employee egress,
which narrowed due to martial law imposed in the area.
Air support limited since losses of the local battle last week.
Fire fight has been engaged.”

Legal wanting to meet with the whole team didn’t sound good.
Hawke wished they would’ve contacted him first, as team lead.
But, no doubt, there were other priorities to address.

“How much can we get done in thirty minutes?” Hawke asked.
“And what about the analysts’ request for all source review of potential CSM attack targets?”
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“It’s a Cynthia Struggle Factory, not much rhyme or reason,” Alleyne said.
“Unless they’re just choosing optimistically.
I’ve run k-fold cross validation on our trained models, which are all garbage.
The AUC plots look pathetic.”

“Any mentors from the machine learning team got suggestions?” Hawke asked.

“I have a suggestion,” Brett said.
He sat his latest incarnation of Chinese ring puzzle down next to his station and clasped his hands together.

Hawke and Alleyne both turned to stare.

“What if we look at this as a resource war, not a politically-motivated conflict between factions with antagonistic worldviews?
Perhaps not initially, though now as a reality of consequence?”

About the only natural resources in abundance for CSM, Hawke mused, were hurricane-pummeled coastlines and an artisan wellspring of indefatigable conspiracism.

“You mean like how Russia got eviscerated?” Cynthia asked.
“What a thoroughly inanimorphic creature they had leading that shit-show there.
Invading Ukraine to fend off disaster from their own collapsing oil prices, then shouting about Nazis?”

Hawke noticed Vermeulen agree, nodding his head ever so slightly.
That indicated enthusiasm.

“Worth checking,” Hawke told the team.
“Let’s run it through out Stages of War model, by the numbers.
Stage One?”

“COMINT can we patch any of our telemetry to assist corporate security teams?” the mission director’s voice boomed.

“Stage One: one or more sides calculate that they will prevail, which is nearly always a miscalculation,” Alleyne recited, after waiting for the monitor to finish.

Hawke nodded.
“Stage Two?”

“Stage Two: despair,” said Vermeulen.

“CHARLIE FOXTROT,” Hawke nodded again.
“Right of boom, we’ve got mostly chaos.
And for Stage Three?”

“Stage Three: one or more sides attempt to inflict enough damage, mostly through effective logistics, to bring the others to the negotiation table to arrange a cease-fire,” Cynthia continued, “or possibly a surrender.”

“And then for synthesis?” Hawke asked.

Vermeulen started with, “Reverse the curve.”
He’d picked up the ring puzzle again.

“Go on, how would you draw a throughline for this?”
Hawke tried to encourage him.
Brett hadn’t talked this much in weeks.
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“Generally it’s a two-pronged strategy where one side attempts to terminate Stage Three initially, while driving opponents back up the curve into Stages Two and One,” Vermeulen blurted in a rapid burst.
The puzzle had twisted unexpectedly into his other hand, while inverting its sequence of rings.

“BRAVO ZULU, nice work!” Hawke acknowledged.
“So if this is a resource war, where does that put us now?”

“CSM is currently in a mix between Stages Two and Three,” Cynthia began.
“This hits different from our view of the war.
They’re already experiencing desperation due to extreme resource shortages, or projected near-term shortages.”
She paused for a moment.
“Which may be perceived as existential?”

“I’ll buy that,” Hawke said.
“What about Three?”

“Early confirmation from attacks on democratic institutions and other terrorist activities, which suggest their attempted path to conclusion,” Vermeulen finished the point, rolling one of the rings in a consistent pattern.
“Albeit, the early outcomes represent at mix of effort justification and more than a little self-attribution, compared with actual long-term disruptiveness.”

“Impressive work.
What’s our indicated strategy then?” Hawke asked.

Cynthia led with, “Push back on critical resources, reinforcing perceived desperation.
Keep them locked in a holding pattern at Stage Two.”

“Bingo!” Hawke beamed.
“Barbados delivers the best analysts.”

“Black Girls Code full-ride academic scholarship at Brooklyn College artificial intelligence department, for the win!” Alleyne beamed.

“Where can you start, in terms of details?” Hawke asked.

“We need to position Miami as an economic center, like London was for its colonies,” Brett explained.
“Work from there out.”

“Got data?” Hawke asked further.
“What could you use for this kind of risk analysis?”

“We could use Main Street Foundation,” said Cynthia.
“They publish climate risk data in much more detail than the data shrinkflation Homeland Security is allowed by Congress.”
She hesitated for a moment.
“Boss, can we get any time on The Box?”

“I’ll see how soon we can get approval, but get started with prep anyway.
Draft a STRATINT report, copy to me only for now,” Hawke said, glancing at his watch.
“Meet me in ten, in Bubble One.”
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The officer from Legal sealed the door abruptly after entering The Bubble, taking a seat at the head of the table.
Without a word, she pulled several documents from her briefcase.
The documents had official stamps from the organization and signed security notices for compartmentalization marked “TS//SCI//MOHOLE//50X1//ORCON” across orange covers.
All neatly tabbed, based on some kind of color coding.
She organized documents carefully on the table in three neat little piles of administrative officialdom.
“Mr. Hawke,” she began.


Hawke’s blood pressure spiked.
Compared with the main auditorium, here inside The Bubble it was disturbingly bright and altogether too quiet.
Lacking the reassuring chatter and echoes from an operations monitor.
Minus the comforting sparkle of analysts’ screens.
These walls always seemed to close in.

Hawke glanced around the table at Cynthia and Brett.
They were both looking down, avoiding eye contact.
No one in The Mohole ever called him “Mister” and this sounded like trouble.
“Ma’am, I can assure you that you have our team’s full cooperation.
Moreover, let me just say that I take full responsibility for decisions made on behalf of our team, if there have been any infractions.”
Just saying it aloud already made Hawke feel better.

“Mr. Hawke,” the Legal officer continued.
“My name is Vicky Choi.
I appreciate your time and the opportunity to meet directly with you and your team.”
She paused, arranging the document piles to be more evenly spaced.

“First, I wanted to thank you regarding the JTTF referral.
Your actions enabled our team to fast-track reclassification for the Coextant organization as a DOJ contractor, per the new legal authorizations from the White House.
As you know, DOJ has a similar relationship with Antifa forces from California with which you are already engaged in working.”

Hawke breathed a sigh of relief.
Loud enough, apparently, that even Vermeulen flinched, registering notice.

Choi stared briefly at them both, then proceeded.
“In the wake of Oathqreepers attacks against Coextant, DOJ subsequently coordinated an emergency USAF airlift for surviving members—”
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“Ma’am, if I may ask?” Cynthia interrupted.

Choi nodded, looking slightly annoyed.
“Yes?”

“What does this Coextant organization bring to the party?”
Alleyne loved being direct.
“JTTF referral off the record, fast-tracked reclassification, emergency airlift, and so on, seems like a lot of effort for a fringe group.
Is the juice worth the squeeze?”

Hawke fought back an urge to repeat the phrase slowly under his breath, let alone ask where Cynthia she’d dug up that monstrosity.

“Appearances can be deceiving, Ms. Alleyne,” the Legal officer replied.
“This group has been a non-official deep cover operation by DOJ, since early 2021.”

Hawke locked eyes with Cynthia, who looked worried.
Now she was the one dying to ask a flurry of questions, although she knew better.

Brett, on the other hand, was still staring at his shoes.

“We’ve had reliable sources, with intel far in advance of the SCOTUS decision,” Choi explained.
“Traditional defense contractors weren’t prepared for the coming conflict, and the allegiances of some of our newer vendors could not be trusted in the event of a secession.”

“Mandrill,” Brett said flatly.

“Commendable analysis, Mr. Vermeulen,” Choi agreed.
“Too closely aligned with top funding sources for MAGA.”

“We’re lacking an effective counter strategy for improvised drone warfare,” Brett said.

Two peas in a pod, Hawke thought.
The officer from Legal and Vermeulen were made for each other.
He wanted to step back from their interaction, watch this play out.

“Which brings us to my second point,” Choi said.

Hawke stiffened, his blood pressure spiking again.
She appeared to enjoy dropping the bomb, so to speak, and these were extraordinary circumstances already.
Hawke braced for whatever might be next.

“By coming to you directly as counsel,” she continued.
“We invoke attorney-client privilege while issuing special tasking requests.
This provides an additional level of legal protection for all involved, in lieu of orders through chain of command.”

Hawke sighed again, trying to make his relief a bit less obvious this time around.
Vermeulen flinched anyway.
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“That said,” Choi added, “your chain of command will confirm privately.”
She pushed one pile of neatly arranged papers forward.
“Off the record.”

Alleyne leaned over to examine the documents.

“One of the Coextant members,” the Legal officer began flipping pages to a specific part of a report.
“Had prepared a rather prescient whitepaper for us.
Bennett Anderson.
Unfortunately, Mr. Anderson was KIA during an Oathqreepers ambush, prior to the Coextant organization’s airlift to Northern California.”

“Was that related to the WMD incident in Central Texas last month?” Hawke asked.

“We served together in Jordan,” Brett said, to no one in particular.
“Anderson’s gone.”

Hawke sat up, staring at Vermeulen.
His dossier had described prior service, 1st Armored Division.
Deployment in the Middle East, with substantial combat experience and commendations.

“Which brings us to my third point,” Choi continued.
“Given that prior relationship, your team has an ideal fit for the following special tasking.
You will prepare analysis of an implementation plan for the recommendations detailed in Anderson’s whitepaper.
Detailed manufacturing preparations for improvised drone warfare, effective for rapid scale-out of logistics.”

“What are our rules of engagement?” Hawke asked.
“Or any other operational constraints?”

“Constraints?
We’re operating in uncharted territory, Mr. Hawke,” Legal replied briskly.
“We have been constrained by law not to send warfighters from our uniformed services to fight directly against the CSM, including our National Guard.
This does not forestall our intelligence community from operating in the gray zone.
Use your best judgement.”

Choi hesitated for a moment, folding her hands on the table.
“Our enemies contend that Western democracies are no longer viable in a complex world, that we cannot defend our way of life, that we lack the means or even the will to continue.
Your job is to leverage all available resources to prove them wrong.”
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She leaned closer to Hawke, locking eyes with him.
“My job is to keep you out of prison, if doing your job puts you on the other side of the v.
Your team is expert at leveraging machine learning with OSInt data sources to assess the logistics capabilities of our foes globally, and determine how to disrupt their kill chains.
Now we must recreate said logistics capabilities for ourselves, almost from scratch.
Using street gangs and 3D printers.
And you.”

Choi paused to cough into her hand.
“Moreover, there are punitive aspects to take into consideration.
Our country cannot afford to prosecute this matter repeatedly.
So take decisive action and make it stick!
Not sometime in the future, but now.
You are the point of the spear, in terms of logistics analysis in the nexus of Cyber and SpecOps.”

Hawke nodded.
He started to ask more questions, but the Legal officer continued.

“Meanwhile, we’ll do everything we can to support the DOJ as it assembles domestic resources for kinetic military actions leveraging extrinsic paramilitary contractors.”
Choi reached into her briefcase, producing a fourth pile of documents to arrange squarely on the table.
“Surviving members of Coextant who are now in Santa Rosa will be made available for your consultation.
Refer questions to our office as needed for subsequent counsel.”

Hawke thought about it.
Okay, private meeting with the team, follow-up from the JTTF referral, special tasking, this all was starting to make sense.
However, the part about “Use your own best judgement” was generally code for a CYA warning.
Cover your ass.
Per emergency procedures, where allegedly the best positioned and most effective commander to make decisions might not necessarily be the most senior in a chain of command, but simply the one who can best understand the implications, et cetera, et cetera.
In other words, let’s roll the dice and see who gets lucky.

“One additional item,” Choi continued.
“We have a deep cover agent deployed among the secessionists, working in finance.
Your team is tasked with coordinating direct actions to support.”

Hawke stared over his glasses toward Cynthia, “Ready to take this one?”

“Ms. Alleyne,” said Legal, turning to Cynthia.
“We have retained Loricia Associates to structure the financial engineering necessary for this operation.
You will cross-coordinate with them and FININT.”
She pushed a different pile of neatly stacked papers forward, complete with color-coded tabs.
“This brief provides further details.
Again, contact our department for counsel, as needed.”
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Hawke watched Cynthia’s face twist.
Nine to one odds, she would read the papers and write a lengthy summary before asking a single thing.
Meanwhile she’d be screaming on the inside.

“Sign these NDAs,” Choi said while distributing the fourth pile across Hawke’s team.
“For your SCI read-ins regarding Coextant, the finance deep cover op, plus redacted access to reports from agents operating within the CSM sphere of influence.”

After collecting the signed NDAs, Choi stood up, briefcase already packed.
She exited The Bubble without another word.

“Thanks,” said Hawke, just as the door to The Bubble sealed shut.

“What in the actual fuck just happened?” Cynthia demanded.

“We’ve got work to do,” Hawke said, distractedly.
“Let’s get back to our station.”




Emerging from The Bubble, Hawke welcomed the familiar blue and pink glow in the darkness of The Mohole.


Cynthia and Brett headed back directly, focused on their respective tasking.
Hawke grabbed a couple cans of Red Bull on the way.
He figured his next steps would need the wings.

“Corporate security reports multiple explosions.
Ubro vehicles attempting to escape encountered mines on the causeway.
GEOINT estimates more than four hundred civilian casualties,” the operations monitor boomed.
“California Governor has ordered Air National Guard for med evac missions only, en route.”

Back at their station, Hawke encountered a mountain of new email, including one that simply had “FYSA” as a message, plus a link to a highlighted video segment from cable news.
Rachelle Nadeau special coverage of recent reports from CSM, annotated by the community.
CSM courts had ruled that all vaccinations would become illegal, effectively immediately.
Annotations confirmed this, plus the related automatic prison sentencing for medical personnel who violated the ban.

Then a constitutional amendment ratified by the CSM legislature made the Bible the primary textbook for K-12 and universities.
Summary executions had begun for doctors found to have performed abortions prior to secession.
Community annotations diverged on this point, some believing the new law was primarily a catch-all aimed at doctors who supported vaccinations, or spoke out against miracle cures promoted on television, questioned official faith healing scams, and so on.
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“So, once again,” Nadeau continued, “this is just another example of how the ultra far-right movement has completely hijacked the term ‘patriot’ to mean something it never meant before, namely a white supremacist, racist, homophobic, misogynistic, xenophobic, Islamaphobic, transphobic, anti-science, anti–climate change, anti-public health, pro-business, pro-guns, pro-gun rights, pro-big oil, pro-charter schools, and pro-pipeline personified.
All of these things are antithetical to the concept of patriotism.
To the point of a kind of inverse rapture, we must rid ourselves of these monsters.”

In other breaking news, Nadeau described the attack against Ubro HQ, led by a professional misogynist named Andrei Taight.
A press release had surfaced alleging the attack was anti-woke vengeance for the company “canceling” his friend János Kalacanick, a former CEO who’d been fired for sexual harassment.
Annotations from the community discussed the circumstances of Taight’s death, how resources at The Mohole had play a key role in facilitating the Antifa counter assault.

“Check out news from San Francisco,” Hawke motioned to Alleyne and Vermeulen, pointing his index finger into the open palm of his other hand.
“Threat had a helo in the vicinity, readied for egress.
DCOF notes the Antifa forward observer used our new software to refine their targeting.
Twenty assets confirmed neutralized.
Cut the head off of the snake.
Nice work Brett!”

“Kill it with fire!” Cynthia said, high-fiving Brett.
Her screen was playing an aerial video of the downed helicopter.
She’d added a faux compartmentalization “BYE//FE//LI//CIA” into the community chat, which already had thirty-seven likes.

[bookmark: img_ancient_ahvaz][image: Ancient Ahvaz]

The operations monitor shifted to other tasking.
Denver mission director was requesting resources in support of an operation in San Bernardino.
Renegade LEOs had condemned the California government, refusing to support police reforms in the wake of the Berkeley battle.
DOJ and Antifa had recruited an LA gang called 37th Street to lead the assault against San Bernardino Police Department headquarters.
The Mohole had priority tasking to support their operations.

Hawke settled back into his chair, recognizing a rare moment to ideate.
He pulled on his headset, volume turned down.
Twirling an empty Red Bull can, an illustration on the label caught his eye.
It reminded him of a ziggurat.
Bingo!

“GEOINT, put the live video up on the big screen,” the mission director’s voice echoed.
“We’ve got inbound patrol units throughout the city racing back to HQ vicinity.”
A corner of the big screen zoomed in to show a drone attaching a magnetic IED on an arriving patrol unit.
“Can we place additional jamming on their comms?” echoed across the auditorium.

Hawke checked his notes, scrolling back to the SAO reviews.
He found an entry about the zzziggurat project, then remembered cloning it to his laptop.

Mortar crews mounted on 37th Street vehicles were pummeling the police headquarters.
Satellite video showed survivors exiting the rubble, getting hit with tear gas deployed by the gang’s drones.
“Denver, we’re estimating 93% of SBPD assets have been neutralized in the battle already.
CHP units now have kill or capture orders from the Governor to mop up remnants.”

Hawke opened the XRefTask app on his desktop.
He looked up the lead committer of the open source project, @neoelam from GitKnob.
Then he searched the SOCMINT and community forums, looking for any connections among the tangle of references and annotations on the screen.
Nothing useful, other than what he’d already read during his SAO due diligence.

He cross-referenced their team’s tasking, given the new intelligence their team had just been read into.
Minor hits, one of the software developers at Coextant had starred the zzziggurat repo in early March.
The repo had since doubled its stars, although it only had a few forks.
This implied lurkers, people who were attempting to learn about how the source code worked, but not necessarily leveraging code in a use case.
Still a relative green field, although anyone could have copied code without forking the repo.

The user @prplbnbo on GitKnob was affiliated with Coextant.
This user had made one of the few forks.
No name or other details were accessible.
Brett had already started on the Coextant brief, but beyond that their teams’s access to compartmented intelligence was still in progress.
He bookmarked this for later.

Hawke scanned through source code in the cloned repo.
The main branch on GitKnob had several new commits, especially in its machine learning models, so he updated the repo.
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“Mohole, the city council members in San Bernardino have been apprehended,” said the Denver mission director.
“Police and sheriff leaders are in custody or neutralized.
We’re switching priority tasking now to support a related operation in Bakersfield.”

Inside the docs subdirectory in the repo, Hawke spotted a file called GOALPERV.md which described multi-modal supervised machine learning models, taking one kind of data as inputs, then generating another kind of data.
Hawke checked the file’s commit history.
The file had been written entirely by Qasemi, aka @neoelam who was the lead committer.
Her code module about “goal perversion” showed how to use command-line options to invert goals in a trained model.
In other words, make a machine learning model perform the opposite of its intended purpose.

Cynthia had surfaced a brief about goal perversion a couple weeks before, Hawke recalled.
That brief was mostly theoretical, he’d assumed, though it foreshadowed a potential for “nerve agent” analog of machine learning writ large.
Hawke searched Cynthia’s brief, finding a futurist named Marco Pescado who’d recorded a podcast episode called The Next Trillion Milliseconds about the topic.

Hawke played the episode at 1.75x speed, forwarding to relevant parts, while he downed a second can of Red Bull in one long sip.
The zzziggurat project seemed to provide AI-generated music and images which could be tuned for influencing specific communities. Feed in cultural inputs as protest signs, memes, summaries from social media discussions.
Then generate targeted content.
Then boom.
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Intriguing in theory, but had this kind of weaponized media ever been used?
Hawke searched more about Qasemi herself, looking more deeply into affiliations across SOCMINT, HUMINT, CRIMINT, anything available.
One colleague, Mehrdād Hatami, who’d partnered with Qasemi on projects in graduate courses, had recently been killed by police in Ahvaz, Iran.
Reports from the Islamic Republic news agency charged that he had conspired to deploy acoustic weapons against the regime, resulting in the “induced suicides” of at least four clerics.
If any allegations from the Iranian government could be believed.

But this was more than a coincidence.
Double Bingo!

Satellite video on the big screen showed the melee in Bakersfield, where its renegade police department was on the losing end of a pitched battle.
Tactical units —
including CHP, BATF, Antifa forces, plus the newly integrated street gangs —
mounted a combined assault which had already leveled most of the police headquarters.

Hawke thought about the “wellspring of indefatigable conspiracism” snark he’d made earlier.
What if the open source software’s goal perversion could be used against CSM?
AI deployed at scale, converting armies of MAGA fanatics into panic-stricken cannon fodder?
It might help push CSM back up the curve.

On screen, RPGs fired on SWAT vehicles.
Meanwhile the blur from hundreds of improvised drones obscured video feeds with pulsing shimmers of gray.

Qasemi’s experimental notes mentioned limited model effectiveness due to their team’s lack of computing power.
Their university used GPUs which had been harvested from second-hand gaming systems.
Though they’d envisioned leveraging quantum computing with the project, they only had access to simulators in the public cloud.
Those were toys.

Hawke’s team could resolve these problems.
Considering the kinds of machine learning models in the zzziggurat source code, The Box downstairs could supply several orders of magnitude more compute capabilities.
It would probably reduce training times and increase model effectiveness considerably.

Hawke wondered, would this be enough to build weapons-grade applications?
They might be able to damage strategic segments of CSM, while staying mostly under the radar —
as long as targeted attacks could be fine-tuned precisely enough.
The Box could become a crucial differentiating factor here.
Nobody else on the planet had anything close to the capabilities of The Box, except maybe the Chinese.
Off-planet was another matter entirely.
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Of course, NOFORN restrictions put any direct work with Qasemi out of the question.
Iran was strictly out-of-bounds for the team’s lawful operations, given the current political climate.
That said, Hawke realized, someone at Coextant, the @prplbnbo user, was working with the repo already.
Could they act as a covert intermediary?

Hawke was no HUMINT case officer.
This kind of work landed far outside his team’s turf.
Then again, Choi had tasked them with the “use your own best judgement” ultimatum, considering the menace they faced.
Hawke double-checked Coextant documents, which by now had become accessible to his team.
Luna Pantin, aka @prplbnbo on GitKnob.
She was a surviving member now in Santa Rosa, working as a machine learning engineer in their drone fab.
Had been in an op with Anderson, shortly before his death.
TRIPLE BINGO!

Hawke leaned back in his chair, looking up from his station for the first time in nearly an hour.
This thing would need a fuck load of work.
He’d been pushing the team’s limits already, not to mention pushing their scope within the organization.
He felt an urge to down another couple Red Bulls, but caffeine jitters were already starting, and it wasn’t even lunchtime yet.

Up on the big screen, video feeds showed the aftermath of the battle in Bakersfield.
Bodies of LEOs scattered alongside the rubble of a former police department.
The Global War on Conspiracism, the far-right extremists, and the medieval religious revivals on crack which they represented — these things were all tearing the country into shreds.
So many dead already, so much peril still to come.
It was time to roll the dice, to see who got lucky.

“Brett, Cynthia, are you both at a point for taking a break?” he asked.
“Let’s grab lunch early. I have questions.”


Act II






Act II:



Anathema




Midterm for CS 207 Intro to Probabilistic Distributed Systems:






	
A live, armed nuclear weapon sits in front of you.


	
You’re holding a jack hammer, but have no other tools.


	
Someone asks you to dismantle the weapon.









Questions:






	
Is this possible, even for one of the world’s most proficient jack hammer operators?


	
Assuming your answer to Q1 was “Yes” calculate your probability of survival after 10 consecutive repetitions of the experiment.
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08: entanglement

A STRANGE BIRD had been spiraling through the gray mists overhead, riding updrafts to gain altitude.
It made an abrupt turn, then plunged into the hillside canopy.
Its shape looked similar to a Red-Tailed Hawk though it was much smaller than a raptor.
Coloring resembled a Ring-Billed Gull, which were common here.
Other birds scattered, flying quickly out of the way.
Many appeared curious and some didn’t travel far before turning around to watch.

Luna smiled as she watched the drone arch up into a steep climb at the last moment, then open its wings with feet stretched forward.
It had selected a sturdy branch of a blue oak for its next strategic perch.
Regenerative braking had deployed just fine during the dive, recharging the drone’s batteries.
Harvesting energy from wind sources.
Luna had written the code for this maneuver a few weeks earlier, just before the temple’s celebration of the Revealing of the Cover of The Book of the Aeon.

Fishing her new smartphone out of her khakis pocket, Luna looked up the holiday on the temple calendar app and reread her diary entry.
Sun in Aries, Moon in Leo, Anno I:5 Aerae Incendium.
They’d had much to celebrate before the gods at mass, one month after their rescue airlift out of Austin, two weeks after Stanleymas.

Luna had struggled before the holidays with last minute merge conflicts on the drone controller software, due to a newly added machine learning library.
She’d pushed code commits and finished documenting the pull request with just barely enough time to slip into her black robe and rush down to the temple hall in their new compound.

Arriving late to mass, Luna found a place on the outer edge of the circle, right as the priestess began to implore the first of the four Collects.
“What’s good is what’s good for the biosphere!”
The Heiress, who always arrived last at Liber XV masses, quietly curled into a lotus position beside Luna.
Lamassu had turned to wince at them both.
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Luna kept wandering through the woods, heading in the general direction of Bennett Valley.
It felt good to walk after a steamy yoga session.
She loved the scent of the tall redwoods and blue oaks draped in mist, skirted by damp ferns.
So very different from the post oaks and cedars on chalky Central Texas hillsides.

Her long walks on foggy mornings here were what locals called “forest bathing” in the woods.
These walks also implied temporary escape from the new Coextant compound on Janssen Lane.
Grateful as Luna was for their spacious new home in the woods and its safety, the hillside neighborhood was a little too quiet.
Life at the compound made Luna feel stir crazy, on top of being overworked.
She liked to take long walks to punctuate the stress, heading over to the strip-mall Safeway or the little Mesquite Park, maybe browsing through undusted shelves inside a used bookstore called Understory.
Or perhaps visiting the dispensary.
Most often, she ended up visiting the dispensary.

The bird drone flitted to another tree.
It followed her every move, keeping a careful, persistent watch.
From its new perch the drone could monitor her path down the stone staircase which led to Bennett Valley Road.
All ninety-three stone steps, dropping down the hillside.
Luna had counted.

The name Bennett Valley was a fitting memorial for Frater Bennu, she thought.
She’d learned that his name was Bennett Anderson at his Greater Feast memorial.
There was a Knolls Drive which she crossed on her path to Safeway, seemingly in honor of Frater Garuda –
Gary Knolls –
who’d been killed at the same time as Bennu.
Luna had tried to explain this realization about their names to Lamassu, who turned away abruptly and walked off crying.

Luna decided to keep the idea private.
Her own kernel of truth, as a reminder about the enemy.
She’d counted 52 days since their airlift, though she barely remembered the flight itself.
Luna had slept most of the way, and had woken as they landed at a huge military base surrounded by hills and meadows.
It was only in retrospect that Luna learned they’d landed a mere forty kilometers away from the home of the Prophet, a suitable walking distance for a pilgrimage.
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Then they endured a long, bumpy bus ride across many hills, concluding with the start of a new life in Santa Rosa.
It had all happened so fast.
The ginormous Air Force jet was excruciatingly loud, even with the military-issue ear squishies that came in their box lunches.
She recalled how Lamassu had been terribly busy with Allison and the FBI special agents who were coordinating the evacuation.
So much had changed.

After this morning’s yoga, Lamassu had shown up at Luna’s room, holding a government form called a “312” and telling Luna it needed to be signed as soon as possible.
Something about classified information, but Lamassu had hurried off before they could talk.
She’d grown increasingly moody and snippy ever since the airlift.
Really, ever since the fateful ride-along in March.
Followed by the attacks which had precipitated their airlift to safety.
Luna dropped the blank form on her desk then went for a walk to clear her head.

Descending through the understory, Luna marveled at the wildflowers erupting this time of year.
Locals mistakenly called Bluebonnets by the name “Lupins” which was dreadfully unromantic.
She still called them Bluebonnets, even though these were decidedly more purplish.
Poppy blooms exploded everywhere, their orange flames leaping out from the crags and meadows.
It seemed unreal that wildfires had ravaged these canyons only a few years earlier.
Aside from charred spots on some redwood trunks, Luna could barely find any residual damage from the wildfires.

Much of this rapid transformation had been due to the wild mushrooms which flourished on leftovers from the fires, transmuting char into vital nutrients.
Fungi were the true Mages of their Cosmos.
Luna thought this spot could be an ideal place to perform a Liber Spóngos rite.

This made her think about the Mycopunk Principles from her Second Degree literature.
Early notions of AI which she’d studied at UT had approximated the neural networks found in mammal brains, specifically the deep learning models based on the neocortex regions of humans.
Such anthropocentric conceit!

However, the real breakthroughs in AI of course hadn’t occurred until researchers repented, finally begging to focus on much more sophisticated exemplars found in multi-species mycorrhizal networks.
Advances in AI through animism had been one of the key things which had drawn Luna inexorably into Coextant.
How the robustness and mutualism of mycorrhiza had overcome the earlier anthropocentric narcissism in AI research.
Coextant initiates adored the Belowground, leveraging mycopunk wisdom throughout their work, instead now called root learning.
It showed in the overall gracefulness of their bird drones designs.
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The Wikipedia page about the hilltop area of Santa Rosa described how private homes along Janssen had all been demolished, with these properties subsequently purchased by the federal government.
Coextant had been relocated to the new compound among the federal properties rebuilt in these canyons.
The compound which the GSA had somehow decided to build using a pyramidal ziggurat-ish architecture.
Meanwhile, the forest canopy and understory and Belowground here were busy regrowing too.
Life renewed, Oyez!

A new dual mode smartphone was among the better schwag they’d all received after the airlift.
That plus their large single rooms at the compound, although the isolation which the room brought reminded Luna painfully of companions they’d left behind.
She swiped through photos on her phone, fond memories of the many dear sisters and brothers who’d shared her tiny bedchamber at their old temple in Austin.

The photo app on her phone sat next to several security apps which the Coextant initiates used so much ever since the attack.
Apps for encrypted video calls, perimeter scans, drone nav, emergency signals, and others that Luna had yet to explore.
The phone also included access for something called a “high side” account, which unfortunately had nothing to do with dispensaries.
In any case, the phone fit snuggly in the thigh pockets of her khakis.
Luna could go out forest bathing and take a video call at the same time.
Or call for help.
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Admittedly, the dispensaries in this area provided the clearest evidence of Northern California having an advanced civilization.
There was also a coffeehouse nearby called Brew which Coextant initiates sometimes visited, especially on Tuesday evenings for open mic.
These events could turn out to be readings, folk music, stand-up, coming out celebrations, or just about anything.
Brew was witchy and queer, with delicious food and even more delicious people.
Everything Luna liked.
Almost.

The bird drone glided ahead several steps, toward the next stand of redwoods.

Looking up gematria for the number 312 in English, Luna read that it could translate to “Academy” which is pretty much how the new compound felt.

Some of the cheesier gematria calculators online, the ones that featured full phrases mixed with horrible online ads, these yielded a slew of serendipitous weirdness: “After FBI raided”, “Cradle of Filth”, “I’m not kidding”, “Islamic Kingdom”, “Cheshire Cat”.
Luna considered how these applied equally well, given the circumstances of their previous 52 days and counting.
Although the Cheshire Cat, the embodiment of a mischievous grin, this one sounded conspicuously apt.
It felt like the most hopeful signifier of the bunch and without preconceptions.
She needed to nurture her mischievous grin.
That was a part of her life which had been missing.

Luna mused about the drones, her forever daydream about iterating on ways to enhance them.
This was her job, her calling, vital for their fight against the enemy.
Even so, the bird drone was just one of their many weapons manufacturing projects now underway at the compound, for their work to support the war.
Coextant kept busy, challenging the initiates who’d survived the attacks and been airlifted away from Austin.
Most were now overworked, isolated, stressed.
Others were gone forever.
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Thinking about those who’d celebrated their Greater Feasts back in March, Luna swelled with a tangle of emotions.
She felt sad for the loss of their stars, and anxious that other attacks might come at any time.
Their new compound provided multiple egress routes if they needed sudden escape:
Bennett Valley south toward the wineries, back up Holland Drive and our east on Tachevah through the suburbs toward the mountains, or north on Bennett Valley into downtown Santa Rosa, where they could disappear among more urban environs.

Drone missions flew continuously to surveil for enemy presence, which made Luna feel somewhat more safe.
Mostly she felt frustrated that she couldn’t express her feelings to anyone.
Like being trapped inside a personal tempest.

One of the stone steps had been carved from a large boulder.
Nearby, within a small glade beneath a circle of oaks, a crop circle had begun to grow, a Seges Circulus which she hadn’t noticed before.
It was made of Clarkias and Tansy-Leaved Phacelia, and their blooms where just popping out from sparse foliage.

Luna had read about Clarkias, a genus formerly called Godetia.
That former name was one of the first synchronicities she’d encountered when studying about their new bioregion, though this was the first time she’d seen Clarkias blooming.

A mama deer and her two white-spotted fawns crossed cautiously along the far edge of the glade.
Two paths lead from the Seges Circulus patterns, one to a hollow goosepen in an old redwood which formed a dark cave, and another to the boulder within the steps.

Was this an outdoor ritual space for their temple?
Or perhaps built by initiates from some other current? Luna’s heart raced.
Did they possibly have esoteric neighbors?
She would need to ask.

The boulder appeared to be granodiorite.
Along its carved vertical face, Luna noticed small markings in colored chalk.
She bent down to look closely.
Someone had drawn an apotropaic sigil against the evil eye.
Luna scanned it with her phone, translating from Enochian alphabet.
It was a warning about the enemy, a marker for the perimeter of the Coextant compound, one she’d never noticed before.
She’d been studying Enochian and even some Sumerian cuneiform as part of her Second Degree training, preparing for ordination as a deacon of the Ecclesia Invisibilis Naturae.
Preparing to become an officer of the mass.
These symbols had not been included in her training.
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Constant reminders of the war, the enemy, the attacks, these had somehow changed Lamassu.
Luna hated how they’d drifted apart.
But the attacks had changed Luna too, perhaps mixed with residual after-effects from her Second Degree initiation ritual?
She had trouble differentiate between these as separate events.
In any case, Luna struggled to stop thinking about the attacks, about her sisters and brothers killed by the enemy.
Luna decided to try applying her recent initiatory training.
She tried to focus instead on code, how to make the drone software more lethal.
How to revenge their deaths.

How to amputate the festering rot within society which the enemy represented.
An image flashed in her mind’s eye of drone video showing charred bodies thrown from the monster truck.
An enemy vehicle which she’d shot, while Garuda had been bleeding next to her.
Luna shuddered at the memory.
This path led toward a very dark place.
Luna focused instead on the trees and the mist and the scents of the forest which she loved.
She tried to think about where she might visit on her walk.
Mostly, she settled on taking deep breaths and pushing herself to simply keep walking.

As Luna reached the bottom of the ninety-three stone steps, the drone flapped silently toward its next vantage point, far across the highway.
Luna wondered whether the little avian robot hid any secret weapons?
Were there surprises her level of access in the source code didn’t quite afford?
More likely, Coextant had remote operators monitoring the drone, tied into advanced weapons systems nearby.
Wild birds flew out of the canopy chasing after the drone, trying to play with it perhaps.
Did they have any inkling about the peril it implied?




Her phone buzzed.
A video call was ringing on its public side.
Luna had never received an unknown call on this phone before.
She fumbled through the phone controls.
The incoming call display showed a high level of encryption.
Country code 98?
Unfamiliar, not anyone she could place.
The country code 93 was Afghanistan, which she’d committed to memory.
Call spoofing had been a common prank among Minervals.
Maybe country 98 was somewhere near Afghanistan?


[bookmark: img_cuneiform.2][image: Cuneiform, Exhibit B]

Luna tentatively clicked to accept the call.
“Hello?” she asked, preparing to cut the connection quickly.
She looked up to check traffic, and waited for a silver Prius and a red TRD Tundra truck to finish passing by before crossing Bennett Valley Road.
It was one of those miserable thoroughfares which intervene between the quiet solitude of the forest and the buzzing noise of the city.
Seeing a large, Rolling Coal-ish truck gave Luna the creeps.

Allison had sent out a notification to everyone at the compound.
A wave of “Cow-Tipping” incidents involving IED attacks against overly large trucks had plagued their owners who were known insurrectionists.
Dozens of detonations occurred throughout Northern California and Southern Oregon.

Detailed 3D printer plans had circulated, based on inexpensive Arduino boards, tinyML models to recognize engine ignition, magnets for covert attachment, and an explosive mix of fertilizer, diesel, plus the extracted contents of shotgun shells.
Rumors circulating among some locals placed blame squarely on their strange new neighbors at Coextant.
Conservative-leaning politicians and law enforcement were grumbling about the need for justice, although neither CHP nor FBI had made any arrests.
The Heiress had warned initiates to be wary of potential trouble.
Sometimes Luna wished those rumors of improvised anti-monster truck devices set by Coextant had been true.

Luna ran across the road after the cars passed, then rushed to accept the incoming call.
Through a haze of blocky video glitches, a gorgeous creature materialized into view.
Someone with unforgiving eyebrows and a round face, with eyes locked in a haunting stare.
She conveyed the impression of feeling a bit sad.

Luna’s heart raced, much faster than at her encounter with the Seges Circulus.
The audio was still garbled, skipping as the beautiful woman tried to speak to her.
Luna looked frantically for more network controls she might adjust.
She’d already turned off the camera by default.
She closed the gematria app which was still serving so many ridiculous ads.
Meanwhile the caller’s words raced at double speed as the audio stream caught up.
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“Hi! Can you hear me?” Luna asked again.
She typed the same into chat, trying to confirm.
She kept walking toward the little hidden path over to Knolls Drive, cutting between two homes.

“… which was in your message, I hope that’s okay?”
The connection glitched briefly again, its video becoming chonky.
Probably buffering, Luna thought.
“But I really wanted to thank you personally, for the coffee.”

“Oh! Hey, are you @neoelam from GitKnob?” Luna asked.
“You got my CalciFer sponsorship?”
She reached the edge of the park, and found an empty bench under a redwood stand.

“Yes, the coffee, thank you!” the stream had smoothed.
“You are very kind.
My apologies for bad connection, and for not introducing myself,” the young woman said.
“My name is Narundi.”

“What a beautiful name!” Luna beamed.
“I’m Luna.
This is such a wonderful surprise.
And thank YOU for all your open source work.
Where are you, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Shahid Chamran University, in Ahvaz,” Narundi explained.
“I’m in Iran.”

“Oh, I’d wondered about that!” Luna said.
“You had made several references to Elam and ziggurats in the code and comments.
Are those anywhere nearby?”
The little bird drone found a perch on a redwood branch, high above her park bench.
Luna felt safe in the little hideaway.

“Yes, the Dur Untash great ziggurat is about 130 kilometers from my university.
In a small group of my friends, we go there for celebrations.”

At this point Luna’s heart felt ready to explode.
“Really!?
Oh gosh, oh that’s so amazing!”
She imagined getting to be a celebrant in a ritual in such an ancient place.
“I’d dearly love to visit a ziggurat!
Lately, I’ve been studying some Sumerian cuneiform…”

“I’m surprised. Why?”

“It’s for…” Luna hesitated, “for religious studies.”

“Interesting. I want to hear more,” Narundi nodded.
Her facial expressions looked particularly curious as the word “religious” was mentioned.
“I also want to hear about your machine learning work, if I may ask?
And what does your GitKnob name mean?
I couldn’t make sense of that.
Is it an acronym?”
She grinned.
“I have so many questions, my apologies.”
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“Please, yes.
My @prplbnbo username means ‘Purple Bonobos’, about a kind of monkey,” Luna explained.
“They are admirably salacious.
And purple is my favorite color.”
She remembered to turn her camera back on.

“These sound like happy things,” Narundi smiled.
“But I’m surprised, usually Americans say we have darker features.”

“Those aren’t the same kind of Americans, more like what we call the enemy,”
Luna paused.
“My family comes from Venezuela, then from Jamaica before that.”
She smiled again, realizing that she was feeling thoroughly good.
The world finally seemed right and proper again, for the first time in a long while.

The connection started to get choppy again.
Narundi’s video rearranged into little blocks of color, then burst into a flurry of motion and rapid speaking.
Luna let out a deep sigh.
“Narundi, it must be late there?” she asked.
Two more bird drones flew across the park, landing in the redwood stand.
Were they flocking, Luna wondered, or testing some new code perhaps?

“No, it’s almost 22 here,” she said.
“My evening is just getting started, I’m a night person.”

“Me too! And I’m so delighted to chat with you.
I’ve been about ready to burst, not having anyone to talk with.”
Luna paused for a moment, while the connection stream caught up.
“Are you using encryption?”

“Yes, to be safe.
I apologize for connection problems, our university actually has a very fast pipe.
But I’m using Tor for our call, so Islamic State can’t trace us or listen to our conversation.”

“Islamic Kingdom?” Luna asked, intrigued.
She remembered the gematria translations.
More synchronicities!

“No, our government is called the Islamic State,” Narundi said.
“I’m sure you’ve heard about protests here?
And ZZA?”

“Yes, the government actions against women are so disgusting!”
She wanted to ask whether Narundi was involved in ZZA, but hesitated.

“We can talk freely,” Narundi said, reading her facial expressions through the video glitches.
“This encryption is based on quantum simulators, years beyond what our government could decrypt.”

“I’m glad about that.
But gosh, are you in danger?” Luna asked.
One of the drones flew out toward an opposite corner of the park, along Cactus Avenue.
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“This is a safe place here, I’m not worried.
One of my close friends was killed by police recently, so we must take extra precautions.”

“I’m so sorry about your friend.
Some of my friends were killed recently by police — at the start of the war here.
That’s in fact why I was interested in your code.”

“I’m so sorry for your friends too,” Narundi looked even more sad but her impossible eyebrows crinkled, suggesting intrigue.
“How are you using the open source code, if I may ask?”

“I work in a group which builds drones, to fight the religious conservatives.”
Luna noticed a red Tundra truck turning in the cul-de-sac on Mesquite Drive, next to the park.
The driver was a guy wearing wraparound sunglasses.
There were probably thousands of red trucks in this part of California.
Or was the same one which had passed her on Bennett Valley Drive?

The truck was big and loud, and it reminded Luna all too poignantly of Rolling Coal trucks in Austin.
This gave her chills.
Monster trucks were fashion statements, Luna mused, more like fascist statements.
Having a few Cow-Tipping devices handy might be a good idea.
She’d need to search for those detailed IAMTD plans.

After the truck had driven away, Luna got up again.
She walked along the tree line while talking, keeping out of view from Mesquite Drive.
Heading toward where the other bird drone had flown.

“Then we are much alike!” Narundi paused.
“Tell me about your friends who died.
How were they?
What were they like?”

“We belong to an organization.
We try to protect others against the religious conservatives, the earth-haters.
The enemy.”
Luna picked up her pace once she’d reached the curving Cactus Drive.
There were eleven homes between this edge of the park and an obscure footbridge over a small creek which led to the Safeway.
She’d counted.

“You use drones for this fighting?”

“Yes, some.
We were monitoring religious conservatives who were attacking cyclists.
They’d spread conspiracy theories which were simply mad.
They’d hit cyclists with big trucks to make political statements.
To make threats.”
Luna had passed two homes.
Arcanum II, The Priestess.
The number 2 as a feminine symbol of duality and lunar consciousness.
The connection between Kether and Tiphareth.
A love lost.
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Playing a mental game with tarot helped Luna feel more calm.
Serendipitous signifiers eased the tensions.
Still nine homes to go, before reaching the secret entrance.
“They nearly killed one of my friends, while we were monitoring an attack.
A boy, Gary.
We fought them, some on their side died.
Then they attacked us directly.
Hunting down many people in our group.”

“Those conservatives are so disgusting,” Narundi said.
“Did you know this boy well, Gary?”

“We’d dated some, but we weren’t all that close anymore.
He was busy building weapons which I didn’t even know about.
I was busy building other weapons he didn’t know about.
That was before any of us knew there would be a war.”

“Police killed Mehrdād, my friend.
We tried to weaponize some AI software, to use against mullahs and imams, our religious conservatives here.
Much like you.
Our government is medieval, but they call us terrorists for wanting to change our country.
But then the rest of the world also calls us terrorists because we are foreign.”

“Lost allies, I’m so sorry.
Our religious conservatives here are definitely medieval.
Literally, their ancestors got pushed out of Europe for rejecting changes during the Renaissance.
They came to America for freedom, for the freedom to continue doing stupid shit.
Their decedents are still happily doing the medieval thing.”

Luna passed the sixth house.
Arcanum XI, The Lovers.
Air elemental, a combination of contrasts, and the alchemy of the universe.
Also representing a decision, a farewell to former ways and new acceptance of love uncompromising.
In a word, honesty.
So apt, if Luna dared be so bold.
“They call our organization terrorists because we want to avoid killing the planet.
They are all so horribly disgusting!”

“What kind of world could we build instead?”

“Some place with less religious conservatives, for a start.
We are literally at war with them here.”

“I hope you get rid of many,” Narundi nodded.
“Sometimes that comes at a cost.”

“Were you close to Mardad?”
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“Mehrdād was older, he was like a brother.
He was very kind and he helped me in school.
We worked together on early prototypes using zzziggurat and deployed during ZZA protests.
But we didn’t have enough compute power to train our models adequately.
I blame myself that our attempt failed, that Mehrdād was found out.”

“You tried.
You are brave.
The enemy strikes without warning, this much I’ve learned.
None of us are safe.”

Luna hesitated, preparing her next question carefully.
Tenth house.
Arcanum X, The Wheel of Fortune.
A symbol of good luck and bad, the ups and downs in life, everything changing, accidental, uncontrollable.
In a word, risk.
Luna hurried.
“It may be none of my business, but may I ask what kind of AI work were you building?”

“No problem, I appreciate getting to talk with someone about this,” Narundi said.
“You help us by using the code for a good cause.”

Luna smiled, catching her breath.
She zipped past the eleventh home on Cactus.
Arcanum XI, Lust.
Number 11 as the perfect combination of 1 and 2.
Apropos, indeed.
Her immediate world was now a mix of fear and lust, her Phobos and Epithumeo.
Desperately running away from one and eagerly rushing toward the other.
Luna turned abruptly into the secret footbridge heading toward the back of the Safeway building.

“My friend Arsha is a Bronze Age archaeologist,” Narundi continued.
“They discovered rare tablets which Elamites had taken from Sumerians, maybe 5000 years ago.
They were forbidden to publish about this, because our government now considers Elam archaeology to be anti-Islamic.”

“Oh, that’s wretched!” Luna growled.
“So disgusting.”
She turned back and glimpsed part of a red truck passing along Cactus Avenue, examining the whole neighborhood.
They probably hadn’t seen her.
Luna rushed through the other half of the footbridge, the part draped in Siberian Elms.
Then she sprinted to the corner of the strip-mall building.

“Fortunately they don’t look at source code the same way.
Imams and police who work for them won’t understand I’ve published much of Arsha’s work as machine learning models, as open source on GitKnob.”
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Luna recalled several public repos on Narundi’s GitKnob profile, though one in particular had received the most attention recently.
“In this the zzziggurat library you’re maintaining?”
It seemed like the most interesting repo for Luna to use.

“Yes.
Arsha needed to translate rare tablets which used very old Sumerian language.
We worked on translation models together.
Elamites had struggled to understand these tablets, and kept them separately here near Ahvaz.”
Narundi stared for a moment.
“Were you running just now?
Are you okay?”

“Just trying to avoid any trouble.
I’m in a good place here,” Luna said, trying to be reassuring.
She walked slowly, hugging closely to the edge of the building through a side alley until she reached a sidewalk and store fronts.
“Is your code the translation models for old Sumerian?”
This didn’t fit what Luna recalled about the open source project.
She searched briefly for the repo on her phone, so she could ask better questions about the code.

“No, not that.
Arsha believes these rare tablets were a kind of a ‘writers guide’ for how to use written language, especially written music, as a kind of mass weapon.”

“Did the Sumerians use some kind of language weapons?”
Having more weapons would be good right about now, Luna thought.

“Sumerians mentioned threats in their tablets, from an Akkadian tribe whose religion produced many of what we would call religious conservatives, who caused much violence.
Arsha discovered where Sumerians had described language as a kind of technology, which they considered to have both good and bad uses.
Have you read any books by an American author, David Brin?”

“Yes, some of his Uplift series.
Why?”
Three bird drones dashed through the canopy, scattering into positions along the building.

“He’s written nonfiction about mental illness becoming communicable through media.
There’s an article called ‘Addicted to Self-Righteousness’ which explains the phenomena.
But many psychologists don’t believe this can be possible.”
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“We’ve seen so much of that happen among the religious conservatives on social media,” Luna said.
“The enemy leverages this too.”
Luna walked past the bank, the tanning salon, a hardware store, and a really creepy liquor store.
There were plenty of cars parked near the sidewalk, mostly blocking her view across the parking lot.
No red truck anywhere, from what she could see.
Past the dollar store and the dry cleaners, Luna ducked into a coffeehouse and ordered a cortado.
She paid with a tap of her phone, then grabbed a table in an empty corner.

“Sumerians faced similar problems, apparently when writing was still a somewhat new technology.”

“That’s both hilarious and terrifying,” Luna added, taking a deep breath after she’d sat down.
“Did you use this in your machine learning models?”

“From what we translated, Arsha realized that a sect of the Akkadian religion caused people to become almost schizophrenic.
Or it amplified those who were.
These Akkadians spread a ‘language of colonization’ wanting to subdue others.
It infected people with rage.
Sumerians decided that written language amplified this effect.
In an attempt to balance the situation, Sumerians invented an approach which we might call media weapons today, to counter threats.”

“Anti-trolling for QAnon in the Bronze Age, you might say?”

“Sumerians called it, oh I can’t pronounce these old names, but it translates close to ‘programmable singing’ in English.
That was their name for weaponized writing.
They described using this to disrupt what we might call the symptoms of schizophrenia.
Are you familiar with prompt engineering, and with multi-modal models in general?”

“Sure, the gist of it.
I probably have much more to learn.”

“American artists talk about their works being stolen by the prompt apps.
Arsha showed me a very different view.”

“How so?” Luna asked.
A large boy had come through the front door.
He just stood there without ordering.
His eyes, vacant in expression, regarded only the patrons at their tables.
Too short hair and a sunburn which evinced the frequent attire of wraparound sunglasses.
Wearing a faded Ariat “LAND OF THE FREE” t-shirt over dingy khakis which appeared to match his boots.
He stood there, continuing to gaze across the coffeehouse.
Boys.
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The barista yelled out Luna’s cortado order and she got up to fetch it.
The boy bumped into her abruptly.
He studied Luna with a minuteness of attention, then turned around precipitously and walked back out the front door.
Behind the boy’s silhouette, Luna spotted a red TRD Tundra truck advancing slowly through the parking lot.
It was too far away to see any details of the driver.
She hurried back to her quiet corner.
Rather unfortunately, she thought, without any IAMTD in her immediate possession.


“Arsha describes a kind of Latent Space, where ideas exist and mingle together,” Narundi continued.
“We draw from this whenever we use language or make art.
Or engage in ritual.
Some of the old Sumerian tablets refer to this space as magick.”

“Yes, yes, Latent Space is the compression of idealized concepts stored within a model, as a bridge between the abstract and the concrete,” Luna struggled to regain her conversation with Narundi.
She’d been shaken by the rencontre.
“Representation learning, manifolds, autoencoders, mycorrhizal resource exchange, interpolation, all the things.
For that matter, our temple has similar notions about something called Akashic records.”

“Your temple?”

“The organization I mentioned.
Our temple is both a belief and a political movement about protecting the Earth.
We’re fighting against our own version of the imams and mullahs.”
Luna checked the drone nav apps.
Eleven of their bird drones had gathered into the Safeway parking lot.

“Right, that’s very good.
I want to help you,” she said,
«barāyé khōrshīd pas az shabhāyé tūlānī!»
Then Narundi paused for a moment, translating.
“For sunshine after a long night.”

“You may have just helped us a great deal,” Luna paused.
She zoomed into video from one of the birds, checking the truck.
Decals on its rear window for Oathqreepers and Seven Mountains.
The enemy.
They appeared to be headed out of the parking lot, going away.
“Narundi, how did weaponized language work, using the Latent Space?”
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“Sumerian tablets explained how ‘programmable singing’ was used to manipulate culture, so the Akkadians could not spread their rage so readily through written language.
We had trouble translating parts, although the manipulation apparently filled Akkadians with enough of their own rage to explode.”

“I’m getting a visual of religious extremists exploding from the sounds of their own words.
As a communicable form of mental illness, spread through media.
That’s powerful magick!”
Luna was beginning to feel frightened about the enemy nearby, but tried not to show Narundi.

“We used what we could translate as a guide to build our multi-modal models.
We took propaganda from Islamic State as input and produced generative art.
It caused trouble for the mullahs, amplifying rage against them.
And within them.”

“Art tapping into the Latent Space, as a weapon.
If it worked against medieval fucks in the Bronze Age, it might work against them in the twenty-first century too.
But you said you didn’t have enough compute power?”
More drones had arrived.
Luna opened a threat scan app, checking for known enemy.
One blinking red dot, a threat marker, just outside the parking lot, driving along Yulupa Avenue.
Probably the red Tundra truck.
Too much coincidence not to be trouble.
The plague of Symptosi, who’s number is 816.
Luna recalled looking up a cheesy gematria calculator and finding “I’m the problem” as one of its synonyms.

“We used quantum simulators at our university.
There aren’t many other use cases yet, so I have the platform mostly for myself.
But it’s just a simulator.
The media that our models produced were not subtle enough.
That’s how Mehrdād got caught.”

“I’m so sorry,” Luna tried to console her.
Her voice quavered slightly.
She looked across the coffeehouse to check for exits.
There was only one other than the front, on the side toward Safeway.
“Narundi, how could we improve the models?”

“Can you get time on a large quantum computer?
If so, would you be able to—”
Her video froze mid-sentence.

“Oddly enough, maybe.”
Luna blushed, wondering about the rest of Narundi’s sentence.
But her face curled with growing anxiety.
“Narundi, can you still hear me?
Our organization has more resources now.
I barely know a fraction of what we’re working on.
Let me check.
And I want to work with you on zzziggurat and see what we can do together.”
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“Yes, I can hear you!” Narundi said.
“I’ll add you as a committer, with triage permissions.
Just send me pull requests when you have them ready.
But are you okay?”

“Thank you!
I’m okay.
Just need to move to a different spot.”
Luna headed for the side exit, meandering around tables and patrons.
“Oh, I’m so happy to be working with you on something important!”

“I look forward to seeing what you add.
Sometimes I wish my code could be better.”

“Bitch, get over yourself!” Luna grinned, reaching to open the side door.

Narundi burst out laughing.
«khasté nabāshī!» she said, after catching her breath.
“It means ‘Don’t be tired’ in Farsi.
Sorry, what it really means is you’ve done well!”




An alert squeaked on Luna’s phone.
There was an encrypted text from Lamassu, on the high side.
“FIND SOMETHING TO HIDE BEHIND.
GET AWAY FROM DOORS AND WINDOWS.
NOW!”


“Sorry Narundi, I must go!” Luna blurted out, trying not to sound scared.
She turned back, ducking quickly behind a large refrigerator unit next to the side exit.

“Be safe.
I want to talk with you again soon!”

“Me too! Bye,” Luna said, blowing her a kiss before the video cut.
Just as two bellicose men in camo khakis and wraparound sunglasses burst through the front door.

“GET DOWN, TELL PEOPLE TO GET DOWN!” Lamassu texted again.

“Everyone get down! Get cover!” Luna shouted to no one in particular.
Patrons scattered under tables.
Luna braced against the fridge, trying not to reveal herself to the shooters.
Latibulating would get her nowhere, but just might keep her alive.

She recalled the Mycopunk Principles, envisioning herself in the process of Consolidating Power Underground.
She curled closer to the fridge.
Principles: Mutualist, Polycentric, Anti-Fragile.
Luna knew her breathing was way too fast.
She wondered how she and the others trapped in the coffeehouse could ever escape?
Mycopunks.
My co-punks.
Principles: Remedial, Optimistic.
Though she feared there could be no means of egress without spurring the enemy’s notice.
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Then multiple shotgun blasts ripped through the table in the empty corner where Luna had been sitting, just a few minutes before.
Fragments of composite wood bounced off the walls amidst other patrons’ screams and panic.

Luna curled tightly, holding her breath with all the accompanying anxiety, evading the shooters’ attention.
She spotted a worn and partly smudged Birds Aren’t Real sticker on the side of the fridge.
She had placed it there a month earlier.
Were the shooters searching for someone?
Were they looking for her?
They’d known to target the corner table.

She felt horrified about how that thing might have so easily been accomplished.
Was the enemy-ish boy sent in to identify her?
Luna shivered.
This fact was an absolute nullity, conclusive as it might seem, when compared with the consideration that their ultimate design was to do away with all of her kind, and all but their own kind, and even strive to murder the planet itself.

What could she do now?
Luna stared at the corner of the fridge, breathing, pulsing, thinking, but without attracting even momentary notice.
Frigorific was the only word her reeling mind would muster for the situation, a horribly inappropriate use of brain cells.
Causing coldness, or chilling.
Luna’s heart pounded.
She squeezed behind the fridge as terrifying chills coursed through her veins.
She held her breath, texting back to Lamassu, “SHOOTERS HERE!”

Luna remembered the drone nav app, scrambling to get some view of the shooters.
Were they going to shoot again?
Were they hunting for her specifically?
Did anyone get hurt?

The nav app showed a flock of drones tearing through the air toward the front door of the coffeehouse.
Luna opened a camera on one of the drones, as the shooters at the door zoomed into full view in its video feed.
Small shadows fell, like a dark rain showering the enemy.
Both shooters tumbled forward with a jolt, their bodies slamming into the floor.

Terrific shrieks issued, apparently from the barista.
The head of one of the deceased was entirely separated from its body, severed at the neck and also greatly shattered.
The floor was besmeared with an unusual quantity of blood.
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“GRAB THEIR ID, PHONE, LAPTOP, ANY GEAR OFF BODIES!” Lamassu texted.

An instant afterward, Luna recollected herself and her astonishment was profound.
Peeking around the side of the fridge, she saw that both of the men appeared to be dead.
Luna rechecked the threat scan app.
There were no markers nearby.
Still hiding in a corner behind the counter, the barista was shaking, and probably in shock.

A spectacle presented itself which struck every one present not less with horror than with astonishment, as patrons desperately tried to bolt outside.
Some crashed into each other or slipped on the blood-stained floor, aghast and coated with gore themselves.
Others instead froze in trepidation under their tables.
None appeared to have been hit by gun shots, as far as she could tell.
In the distance, Luna began to hear sirens.

She gulped, collecting her nerve, and stepped carefully over toward where both the deceased still lay.
There was a strange odor, so Luna covered her mouth and nose with the cuff of her hoodie, having never experienced a sensation so singularly atrocious as this.

“To observe attentively is to remember distinctly,” she said softly under her breath, trying to stay calm.
Luna fished a phone and wallet away from one corpse after kicking tentatively near its pockets, desirous of concealing the bloody deed.
The base of its neck still pulsed with sanguine flood.
Fortunately nothing appeared to be in the pockets of the headless corpse, farther inquiry being thus considered unnecessary.

Seizing the enemy’s belongings, Luna raced out the front door, retracing her path back toward the footbridge.
She passed the rear of the building, then turned down the side alley.
Once she reached the elm-covered bridge, Luna was out of view from any arriving police, or any more arriving enemy.
She texted Lamassu, “CLEAR NOW. HIDING. HELP?”
Then added a photo of the ID card from the enemy’s wallet.

“TAC VEHICLES FROM COMPOUND EN ROUTE” Lamassu responded.
They would try to reach Luna quickly, if she could just remain out of danger long enough.
“KNOWN PROWD BOIZ MEMBER, DEPUTY FROM LAKE COUNTY” Lamassu added.
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Luna climbed over the footbridge railing and jumped down to the bank on one side of the creek.
Nestled in a cozy blind behind a large tree trunk.
Something about the shooting nagged at an obscure corner of Luna’s unconscious.
She recalled an odor emanating from the bodies.
Not a stench found in nature, even though it smelled hauntingly familiar.

Then she remembered.
It was the foul effluvium she’d experienced in a lab, down in the basement of their compound a few days earlier, where its foetor caused her to recoil.
Two of the Second Degrees who worked on 4D printers boasted about “programmable matter” used in the bird drones.
Not quite “programmable singing” but it was close enough to call a synchronicity.
That lab was working on explosives in liquid form.
Smart explosives, as one initiate termed it.
Noisome and malodorous.

Luna remembered watching a dark rain, the droppings that fell from the bird drones in the video.
Striking the men at their necks, smart explosives targeting the gaps between their helmets and body armor.
The enemy had been killed by bird poo.

It would take an absurd amount of bird poo to destroy the enemy entirely, one or two exposed necks or limbs at a time.

Adrenalin raced through Luna’s blood.
Sirens were growing louder.
The visual was enticing, of revenge by bird poo, no matter how impractical.
Luna recalled the bitter moments after she’d survived an enemy attack before, stunned, in shock, clutching Lamassu tightly as their Lexus detonated beside the woods of Lady Bird Lake in Austin.
Then the reprisal attacks by the enemy which followed, when so many of her sisters and brothers at the temple had been killed.
Something altogether irreconcilable with our common notions of human action, even when we suppose the actors the most depraved of men.

Perhaps media weapons, designed to be used against horrible religious conservatives in the first place, though forgotten for millennia, perhaps these could dispatch the enemy in large numbers? Luna opened a note app and began sketching ideas, in a fury.
A fury that ignited into blaze of a most personal ritual.
Performed in the moment, removed from fear and threat, protected in the silent cuddle of an elm.
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Something troubling, something other than fear, was rising from deep inside Luna.
Quickly, she performed a Banishing Ritual from Liber Carbo LXVI, and part of a Liber A✴︎ LIV rite trying to center herself and gain strength from the sturdy elm.

After much internal turmoil, occasioned by the intractable ferocity of something she couldn’t stop, “O ye Erinyes,” she began in a spontaneous whisper.
“Furious and fierce, who forever dwell endu’d with various forms, in deepest hell.
Unseen by human kind, rapid as the mind, acrim’ny of the gods, Thee I invoke!”
Luna gripped tightly onto a hold in a curve of the elm trunk, facing South.
Recalling the signs, grips, and words of her initiations.

Reptilian spirals rose up from the base of her spine, relentless divine energy flooding her, filling the chalice of her heart.
“Furies, sprung forth from the spilled blood of Uranus, daughters of Hades, who under earth take vengeance on men!”
Luna sketched fervently on her notes app without looking.

She closed her eyes, visualizing the long climb up a great ziggurat.
A serpent winding up, step by step.
“O Secret of Secrets!
Seven planets, Seven veils, Seven chakras, hear my petition to unite with Thee in complete devotion!”
Hand in hand with Narundi, ascending those steps, becoming as the Furies together.
Passing each of seven levels of the mastaba, its sun-baked bricks glazed in many colors, rainbows of fury racing across the edifice.
“Eumenides, gracious ones who survey vile deeds of all impious kind, Thou who wieldest and further the blood vengeance, hear me cry ABRAHADABRA!”

Luna glimpsed her drawing, where a sigil of the Star and the Triangle had formed, portraying Osiris in the X of the L.V.X. in exact accordance with this drawing.
Delineating a new class of media weapons, an integration of libraries.
The sketch for her next pull request on Narundi’s repo.

Luna emerged from the trance, no longer a Second Degree.

09: baylands

“Boss, check out the big screen,” Cynthia said in a hushed growl.

Hawke untangled himself from the bulging email inbox, his assiduous morning ritual after arriving underground.
He snuck a quick side-glance at the team, gauging their attention.
Cynthia and Brett stood rapt, staring into the glow as vague blues and browns from the big screen illuminated their faces.
Brett wasn’t fidgeting with any finger puzzle, and Cynthia appeared to be at a loss for words.
Signs of the apocalypse to be sure, Hawke sighed.
He took a deep breath and turned to face the glowing dread himself.

“The single largest-ever deployment of collaborative combat aircraft,” TECHINT desk’s words echoed across the darkened auditorium.
“They’re spanning almost the entire width of the Bay.”

“FANEX, where are we on cyberattacks proximate to the battlespace?” asked the mission director.

“Telemetry indicates one of the most intensive sustained distributed denial of service attacks on record,” the FANEX analyst explained.
Side panels zoomed to accompany the update, highlighting key points.
“Substantially increased operational burden and attack surface.
RAMPART-A analysis has identified botnets operating from 28 member countries.
Even more in rogue states.
We’re corroborating now with Fort Gordon.
Reports throughout the Bay Area cite near total disruption of civilian internet access.
Multiple infrastructure hits, fiber optic cables cut in roadside vaults, gunshots reported near transformers for power substations in the center of Silicon Valley.
E911 system is down throughout most of the Mountain View area, in particular.”

“Current enemy movements within the battlespace?” asked the MD, as she was handed an ultra secure mil-spec mobile tablet by an assistant.
“Be advised, SWAT units were responding from San José, although the California Governor ordered them to turn back until further notice.”

“Cross-checking RATTLESTOMP,” FANEX replied.
“Latest update tranche indicates almost no known CSM operatives are collocated or immediately en route.”
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RATTLESTOMP?
The system sounded unfamiliar, Hawke thought, not any kind of metadata he knew about.
Must check it out later.
He watched a view of Baylands Nature Preserve in Northern California, the immediate focus of an unfolding battlespace, up on the big screen.
Serene marshland trails were draped in early morning fog.
Next to the trails, a constellation of threat markers blinked bright red.
The drone fleet was traveling in formation south-southeast toward Hooks Point.
Other markers denoted power outages, hospital overflows, traffic deadlock on the freeways.
All of it became glitter for the big screen.
The attack implied an eventual nightmare for local area residents, compounded by the stress of already hosting so many thousands of war refugees who’d fled San Francisco and Berkeley.

“GEOINT, got visuals?” the mission director’s voice boomed over the operations monitor.
“Listen up, people.
Cyber Command is precluded from conducting full spectrum cyberspace ops, by law, except to provide supporting telemetry.
Antifa forces have been degraded in the theater of operation, subsequent to the San Francisco riots and Berkeley attacks, plus sorties against rogue LEOs and other insurrectionists in the region.
Materiel stores are depleted, refugees logistics already overwhelm available resources.
A shooting war today will only amplify these crises.
Our priority tasking is to determine go/no-go whether to commit Antifa resources to battle, ASAP.”

Hawke nodded.
“We’ve got our part in this tasking,” he said to the team.
He paused to study the nightmare unfolding, such as it was.
Samples from Baylands security video feeds cycled on the side monitors.
Seagulls skimmed across swamp mallet canopies.
A gray fox kit peeked out of the brambles of thorny wild rose and blackberry.
Along the trails bordered by scraggly grasses and brackish mud, runners and cyclists crisscrossed unaware.
Any signifiers of violence glided meters away on the shallow South Bay waters, almost as ghosts.

“Using my birds to take images of sections of southern San Francisco Bay at twenty-second intervals,” GEOINT desk responded.
“Tracking the drone fleet on most likely assault vectors.”
They paused to confirm details on their station.
“Zooming in now for detailed view.”
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Satellite imagery reconstructed onscreen.
A 3D mesh transformed the multiple camera angles to approximate a surface view.
Blue and brown blocks dissolved into higher resolution, resulting in a stunning adumbration.
Video revealed a bipedal robot with the de-aged face of conservative activist billionaire Mork Zukerbash, riding proudly atop an electric hydrofoil.
A perky surfing Zukerbot led the vanguard of an enormous AUV drone fleet.
It bore the CSM colors on a tall staff, a MAGA “Q” symbol crowning a Gadsden flag.
MAGA’s augmented reality bannerman.

“That effin’ fraudstitute,” Cynthia grumbled under her breath.
“Regularly denies thermodynamics by hitting absolute zero.”

“Estimated five thousand semi-surface vehicles,” TECHINT desk added over comms.
“Most appear to be Dive-XD class by Mandrill, or approximate.
Optionally crewed.
Several personnel located within this formation.”

“ELINT, status?” asked the mission director.

“We’ve decrypted portions of what appears to be an op order,” ELINT desk described.
“This assault appears to be targeting a corporate competitor, converging on vectors toward the Flugelplex immediately south-southeast.
Combat units have been told to ‘dominate the tail-end risk of lock-in’ as part of the order.
No analysis yet for how this decrypts.
From the chatter, ETA is ten minutes.”
Side panels flickered into view, overlaying the most likely avenue of approach.

“MASINT indicates the CCA constellation is armed with high-explosive warheads,” said the MD.
“They have airborne delivery, with launch capability directly from the water surface.”
The mission director paused, staring at the big screen.
“FANEX, do you concur on targeting?”

“Confirmed, detecting a preponderance of cyberattacks targeting publicly known routes at the Flugelplex.
Their exterior gateway IP routers appear overwhelmed.
Correlates with E911 service outages and power substation transformer attacks we’re seeing.”

Hawke raised the open palm of his right hand up to his ear, signaling “stop, look, listen, smell” to his team.
“Cynthia, TL;DR?” he asked.
“What’s the probable strategy here?”

“TwitBook, post-merger,” Alleyne answered confidently.
“Closely aligned with CSM through funding sources.
Also Pierre Tuile, plus other far-right investors, the dereg lobby in general, Don DiCentos, CPAC, and all the rest.
Launching an attack against rival tech giant Flugel, headquartered in Mountain View.”
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“What was that about a merger?
I stopped following that soap opera a couple years back,” Hawke grumbled.
He brushed aside several Red Bull empties, absorbed in a frenzy of clicking and typing at his workstation.
“Technically, this isn’t even our fight, though we must respond in any case,” Hawke said over his shoulder.
“Help me out here, what’s the belligerent nexus in play?”

“Going full-on goblin mode there, boss?” said Cynthia, staring at the litany of Red Bull cans.
“You collecting empties to decorate your dorm room?”

Hawke shot back a glare and snorted.
“Speaking of empties … Flugelplex, ever been there?
It’d be a ghost town right about this time on a Sunday morning.
An attack doesn’t much sense.
Maybe neutralize the security teams and wipe out some cleaning crews, plus a few oddball stragglers from engineering.
Not much staff around to call for help.
But with all the comms disruption, the assault force has worked hard to ensure help won’t be arriving.”

“Zukerbash acquired a bankrupt competitor to create the TwitBook merged corporate entity,” Vermeulen started, expanding the analysis.
He twirled the rings of a new metal puzzle, a design that Hawke had never seen before.
“Zukerbash also blended their ‘Mega’ subsidiary, a virtual reality faith-based social network used by numerous megachurches.
The bankrupt CEO from the other firm had cashed out through the deal.
Disappeared after subsequent trauma involving the beta-testing of a neural implant product.
Ellen Muks resurfaced several months later, post-operative gender reassignment.
Apologizing for past deeds, on a video shot from the porch of a Tibetan buddhist monastery.”

“Like you do, when you’re almost the richest person in the world,” Alleyne snarked back.
“Transfemme non-binary demi-girl goes full-on pacifist repentant monk, for the win!”

Hawke snickered.
Gallows humor tracked their rising stress levels.
He appreciated the team’s snarkiness in lieu of depression, or the rage it might otherwise be displacing.
Tensions were palpable across the auditorium.
Teams in The Mohole had been working around the clock, confronting a steady stream of bad news.
It was likely each had their own version of Choi, with standing special priorities for the war.
Compartmentalized, prioritized, harmonized.
Hawke might never know the extent of missions being orchestrated on a day like this.
In any case, the day’s news had grown worse by the minute.
“Tibet? Is she there now?”

[bookmark: img_nosc.5][image: Reconstructed Satellite Imagery]

“Reliable intel claims Muks was renditioned from Tibet by the South African government.
Decolonization Task Force,” Cynthia said.
“Sequestered for the duration at an undisclosed maximum security prison, due to ‘unfinished business’ per Pretoria.”

“In other words, she won’t be sending out many holiday greeting cards this year,” Hawke said.
“Change topic, what do we know about materiel and logistics for TwitBook?
Explain it to me like I’m five.”

“HQ in Menlo Park is straight shot across the Bay from Port of Oakland.
They could’ve been amassing materiel for any length of time,” said Brett.
“We’ve tracked large undisclosed shipments into their Sunnyvale corporate locations, south of the Flugel-held territory.”

“Brett, according to our model, what stage is this?”
Hawke wanted to hear him articulate the Stages of War.
Again.
Their tradecraft improved through drill.
“Spill it, by the numbers.”

“Stage One: one side calculates that they’ll prevail,” Vermeulen recited.
He had the latest puzzle separated into distinct rings, one on each finger.
“Almost always a miscalculation.”

“Uncrewed platforms from Mandrill, this confirms your suspicions.
Choi will be thrilled.
However, didn’t Zukerbash previously pink-slip their founder, Pylpher Lackey?
Why would they be fighting shoulder-to-shoulder now?”

“Convenience?” Vermeulen speculated.
“Zukerbash pivoted his team to mandatory use of augmented reality at scale.
Lackey’s weapon systems were built to leverage augmented reality.
Low impedance for operator training, close integrations, high returns.”

“Please don’t start sounding like one of these stupid tech bros,” Hawke mumbled, then hoped no one had overheard.

Vermeulen looked down at his shoes.
“I’m worried,” he said quietly.
He had somehow produced a different Chinese ring puzzle, and began to spin it with a frenzy between both hands.

“Ditto.
What are you especially worried about?” Hawke asked.

“About the power substation attacks,” Brett said.
“We still share electrical power grids with CSM.
Where have there been other attacks recently?”
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“Wait, what?!” Hawke exclaimed.
“How is that possible?!”

“There’s been no time to separate grids between the two countries,” Vermeulen explained.
“Meanwhile the borders between us aren’t especially well defined.
It might be an impossible task while hostilities persist.”

“High tide today in local time, zero-six to zero-seven hundred hours,” said WEMINT desk over the auditorium monitor.
“Correlates with timing of the attack.
We’re two months out from a major Lunar standstill, which helps stabilize tidal forces.
Sea-level rise has also inundated Charleston Slough, and at high tide the Bay would flow directly into the slough, providing a convenient avenue of assault.”

“Drone fleet appears to be using Terminal Boulevard as a rally point to mount their offensive,” TECHINT added.
“AUVs now deploying robot mortar crews from forward landing sites, while launching quadcopters from rear echelons still on the water.”

“That is buck!” Alleyne said, then whistled under her breath.

“Craptastic, all around,” Hawke sighed.
“Let’s continue.
What’s a potential angle for CSM to be pursuing these grid attacks?”

“There was a FERC report over a decade ago warning about potential coast-to-coast blackouts,” Brett continued.
“Back then, the threat was substantial even if only a handful of interconnection substations got attacked.
Far-right militia attacks subsequently proved their single-shooter saboteurs to be effective for hit-and-run incidents taking out substation transformers.
Federal funds were allocated to harden critical points of the three major grids in the US.
However, even after that round of hardening, only a few dozen substations need to be disrupted to bring our entire coast-to-coast power delivery.”

“Blackout War.
Wouldn’t that hurt CSM just as much as us?” Hawke countered.
“Why would they initiate it?”

“CSM may view grid sabotage to be to their advantage.
Many of their combatants are ‘preppers’ who plan for grid failure, especially those living in rural areas.
They’d simply run petrol-powered generators locally if the grid went down.”
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“So true, this checks out,” Cynthia’s voice echoed from deep within the glow of browser tabs and Jupyter notebooks on her station.
“Other attacks along our approximate borders correlate with known vulnerabilities in the grid interconnects.
Also, several CSM suicide bombings include the top substation transformer vendors on our side of the border:
Surplus Record in Chicago, AFP Transformers in New Jersey, Auburn Armature in upstate New York.
Only remaining vendor for critical substation repairs is located in Georgia, squarely within the CSM camp.”

“Brilliant work, team.
Collect this into your reports.
Downrange, this TwitBook op may be a precursor for larger attacks against the national power grids,” Hawke nodded agreement, then turned the discussion.
He kept pushing their tradecraft drill.
“Barbados, what’s the next stage of this battle, based on your analysis?”

“Stage Two: despair, chaos, excruciatingly undue soul-searching,” she answered.
“T-minus thirty-seconds and counting.
Any actors on the ground will arrive within moments.
Cut to Stage Three:
combatants attempt to inflict sustained damage through effective logistics, bringing opponents to the negotiation table.”

“Got estimators to go along with your paint-by-numbers sketch?” Hawke lobbed it back at her.
He was getting annoyed, not with their team, per se, since they were working hard.
They were just coming off a weekend rotation, performing steadily here in the darkness underground.

No, instead it was the relentless news about the Global War on Conspiracism which made Hawke feel anxious.
Weird twists and turns of CSM combatants and their apparent lack of strategy.
Or possibly, CSM was employing strategies that Hawke’s team could neither interpret nor anticipate.
That part was getting especially annoying.
And potentially deadly, since this was precisely their team’s job.
Hawke also felt impatient because Choi had demanded results, and insisted on interim reports.
Like, by end of day.
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“MASINT, has there been any counterattack yet from Flugel?” asked the mission director over the monitor.
“What’s their defensive posture?”

“Limited incidents,” MASINT responded.
“Flugel launched several counter-assault teams in flying cars.
They appear to be streaming monofilament lines to tangle the rotors of enemy collaborative combat aircraft.
However, TwitBook CCAs dogpiled on the flying cars, forcing them to crash.
Estimated fifty Flugel assets KIA.”

“We’ve known both corporations were arming, ever since the start of the war,” Cynthia continued.
“Some AI-based weapons development internally.
But there’s no formal threat matrix that we’ve been able to identify within the community.”

“So we just watch?” Hawke countered.
“Maybe go grab a little popcorn first?”
He didn’t want to harsh on the team, but they needed to learn to push analysis further, without prompting.
The true meaning of agency, the thing that AI couldn’t quite do, yet.
Digging in to reveal the secrets of the enemy and, in particular, determining how to disrupt their kill chains.

Alleyne frowned.
She buried her head back into the glow of her station, launching a flurry of new searches and analysis jobs.
Up on the big screen a large red mass edged closer to the northeastern marshes of Mountain View.

“Case officer reporting on an internal discussion forum,” Brett cut in, pointing with the hand puzzle in an absurdly tangled form.
“Flugelplex security units have engaged opponents from the immediate southeast in heavy fighting.
Concentrated on the MP3 building, along the Sunnyvale border.”

“Moffett Field has been overrun from the north as well,” Cynthia added.
“Multiple explosions have been reported at NASA.”

“They’ll be sure to destroy the airfields first,” Hawke muttered.
“Preempting any subsequent Flugel air response.”

“Parachute grenades now hitting Roundtuit buildings northwest of the Flugelplex,” TECHINT boomed over the monitor.
Reconstructed videos from satellites showed primary-colored chutes raining down on the Roundtuit campus.

“Could be softening the target,” the MD added.
“Or possibly enhancing the battlespace for their mortar crews?
Continue tracking the personnel who’ve emerged from sea drones.”
She turned toward the station closest to her podium.
“Wingless jetpacks, MASINT are any potential targets identified for these?”

“From what my private sector friends say about the Roundtuit accounting software,” Hawke mumbled under his breath.
“This is probably an improvement.”

“Jetpack attackers appear to be celebrities,” MASINT cut in over the monitor.
“Boomer-age actors who’d delved into far-right politics.
Update:
there’s been a suicide bombing near one of the main restaurants in the Flugelplex.
The T-Rex statue named ‘Stan’ covered with pink flamingos has been hit.”
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Hawke watched on the big screen as security camera videos cut to show a CCA constellation flying in formation over Charleston Slough.
The formation projected familiar images from the Hunger Games films, shown when tributes died during teen combat.
Hawke recognized the haunting soundtrack clip.
Two large “BOOM!” sounds ensued.

The drone projection reassembled to depict a headshot of actor Mal Gibssen with the tagline
“Dinosaurs never existed, they’re not in the Bible!”
This followed with a headshot of celebrity Brit Fauxre claiming “Pink flamingos symbolize Flugel groomers!
Jurassic Park was an ungodly movie franchise!”
Timestamps on the drone projection epitaphs indicated both celebrity suicide bombers were now deceased.




“Boss, I took a deeper look into those intercepted op orders,” Alleyne interrupted.
“Another tranche just arrived from the MRF data facility in Salt Lake.
They read like a tangle of Pierre Tuile-isms, fuzzy-headed tech bro nonsense being exchanged among unit-level tactical commanders.
Straight out of Tuile’s ludicrous Zero to Point Five book.
Direful clichés like ‘10x the competition’ and ‘powerful incentive to innovate’ but not much anything of substance.”


“All perfectly tweetable, I’m sure.
Just like his asinine book,” Hawke mocked the billionaire.
“Nice work Barbados, keep pushing this line and let me know what you find.
Brett, does your theory about a resource war still hold?”

“Facts in play,” Vermeulen pointed into the air with the Chinese finger puzzle, with a different gesture punctuating each of his points.
“Augmented reality gear has become widespread for civilian entertainment, although comprehensive data for a fully instrumented battle using AR has not been captured previously.
It presents some increased operational burden and an enlarged attack surface.
This could be another 73 Easting — collecting the data which underpins training simulations and tactical AI models for the next decade.”
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“Meanwhile, cyberwar has escalated enormously over the past decade,” Cynthia added, “which entangled both combatants, placing them on a war footing.
Both have expressed corporate urgencies based on self-perpetuating innovation myths.
Both claim to be on the verge of quantum computing breakthroughs, and any movement could tip the balance in their rivalry.
In any case, they’ve been perpetual frenemies over advertising market share, regulatory compliance, AI technologies, hiring top talent, and much more.”

“But what in particular would TwitBook need from this?” Hawke asked.
He was getting testy.
“What would tip the needle, as a prize worth initiating kinetic combat?
And why now?”

“We have live media from the combatants’ leadership,” said the MD over the monitor.

“In a public statement, TwitBook claims they are pursuing known child abusers who work in collusion with local law enforcement and systematically go unpunished,” OSINT explained.
“A contingent of former TwitBook employees who quit the company subsequently joined Flugel.
CEO Zukerbash alleges these individuals had been responsible for enabling child trafficking on the TwitBook platform over a period of several years.
The company vows to track down each of the abusers, either at work or at home, to administer justice of which the government is incapable.”

“An update followed in social media,” SOCMINT desk added.
“In response to immediate public criticisms, the CEO replied that these child abusers violated their non-disparagement clauses before separating from TwitBook, by commenting about controversial corporate documents in mainstream media.
Thus, they are clearly criminal.”

“Bossism, much?” Hawke muttered.
“This guy’s always trying to set a world record for overheated indignation.”

“So true, and this has got to be about the Meyers League,” Cynthia explained.
“A recent QAnon drop amplified conspiracy theories concerning ex-TwitBook employees, somehow leading a child trafficking cabal.
Sounded more like TwitBook sponsored QAnon drops to retaliate against former employees who quit in protest.
Meyers League published details about a secret promotional contract that TwitBook sold to Oathqreepers, which Z-boy the cringelord extraordinaire signed personally.”

“Seriously, he tried to pizzagate them?
What a complete douche!” Hawke said.
“Or is this like Putin beating the drums of moral indignation to justify the attack on Ukraine, when he mostly wanted annex their oil fields?”

“Both organizations have critical needs for resources experiencing scarcity at the moment:
chips, data, operations engineers, machine learning engineers, advertisers,” the towering Dutchman interjected.
“Flugel clearly lacks a deterrent force posture, thus presenting an opportunity.”
He stared downward, lost deep in thought.
Twirling the puzzle into what looked like a figure eight motion using just three fingers.
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MASINT boomed updates over the monitor.
“Mortar emplacements now dispersed across ruins of the former Roundtuit campus.
TwitBook forces have deployed robotic crews for the mortars.”
On the big screen, reconstructed satellite video showed the Zukerbot android standing proudly amidst a matrix of emplacements, right as they began firing ordnance.
The CSM flag waved in light breezes from the Bay.
Side screens magnified to show Flugel buildings getting pummeled by mortar fire.

“Flugel leads the tech sector in quantum computing research and also for large-scale data engineering in general,” Alleyne said.
“Though TwitBook has amassed better social data, plus they’ve evolved superior practices for machine learning models that can sway large population segments.”

“Weaponized media.
Feels like we’re getting closer to potential motivations,” Hawke agreed.
“Specifically, we need to get after their core motivation.
Where’s their jus ad bellum in this fight?”

Another pair of loud “BOOM” sounds were followed by Hunger Games music.
On the big screen, the drone projection depicted headshots of far-right celebrities Jan Voit and Incel Walker, who had just detonated themselves at the Flugelplex executive suites on Landings Drive.

“Oh dear, now Flugel execs will be forced to work from home,” Cynthia snipped.
“How positively dreadful.”

Hawke chuckled.
“So much for Flugel’s mandatory RTO program.”

“For all we know,” Alleyne continued, “TwitBook could be A/B testing weapon systems they’ve had in development to supply CSM.”
She locked eyes with Hawke.
“In other words, a hard pivot away from advertising, toward defense contractor.
Or worse, toward a synthesis of both?
Systems integration of weaponized social media with the Mandrill suite of affordable hardware based on sensor fusion?
These drones evolved rapidly into sensor-shooters, delivering kinetic effects in real-time while serving as preferred surveillance tools.
Which they will claim benefits no ideology in particular.
That gels closely with their previous pattern of collusion with OxfordAnal.”
Alleyne paused, thinking.
“For that matter, Flugel could be doing much the same, as potential suppliers for us.
Or for the Chinese?
These holosapiens might want in on the fun.”

”Certainly fits,” Hawke smiled.
“Nice work!
Must be something in the water down in Bridgetown, huh?”
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Brett started to make a comment, but stopped himself.
His hands were hidden behind his back.

The other two turned to stare.
“And?” Cynthia asked, after waiting just a beat too long.

“Both companies are public,” he said, bringing his left hand forward, talking as he spun the puzzle rings.
“A kinetic war could damage Flugel enough that investors pull back during subsequent deconfliction.
Forcing a vicious cycle, due to adverse market conditions resulting from the war.
Other service disruptions could further dissuade advertisers.
TwitBook, for their part, has already been trading low.
They may not have much else to lose, beside expanding the variance on their market valuation.”

“Got it!
There’s the most likely through line for the kill chain.
Nice work, Brett.
Now, different topic,” Hawke kept after their focus, pushing the drill.
It definitely produced results.
“Where are we in terms of key stats for the overall war so far?”

Yet another Hunger Games-ish epitaph showed up on the drone projection hanging over the Bay.
Anne Couter had just self-detonated at the Flugel News building.

“Huh.
That’s the first female celebrity suicide bomber on the MAGA side?” Hawke asked.

“Debatable,” Cynthia sneered.
“Deceased former poster child for Klanned Karenhood is more like it.”

GEOINT switched visuals on-screen to show reconstructed satellite imagery in real-time of staff walking across the TwitBook HQ campus.
They wore TwitBook-branded AR helmets, with noise-canceling binaural 3D headphones, ion-filter face masks, and augmented reality overlay visors.
Many wore t-shirts, shorts, sandals.
“HUMINT indicates these are the drone operators,” said the mission director.
“Currently engaged in the combat.”
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Vermeulen clicked a window to the foreground on his station.
He’d already been calculating stats.
“Over the past four weeks,” he said, reading off the screen.
“Approximately one hundred seven-thousand killed, eighty-thousand prisoners, more than one hundred twenty-thousand refugees.
Both sides included.
The MDL dividing Missouri River Valley has turned out to be even more contested than the Siuslaw National Forest gap.
The 3rd and 1st Antifa Combat Brigades are engaged, respectively.
Former suggests an underlying CSM strategy to connect their two major territory segments, while the latter could provide Pacific coastal operations.”

“Huh, that mortality rate sounds high?” Hawke asked.
“This is within merely four weeks?”

“Approximately four times the rate experienced during the US Revolutionary War,” Brett replied.
“Still lower than 1860s.”

Up on the big screen, video showed security guards racing across the Flugelplex grounds in their electric golf carts, alternatively shooting at attacking quadcopters with paintball guns in primary colors, or escaping showers of munitions.
“We’re seeing consistent patterns leveraged by the drone fleet, disproportionate lethality for combat teams of this reduced size,” the MD’s voice echoed across the auditorium.
“These CCA designs deliver decision superiority at the speed of relevance.”
Leaning into the mic, she asked “TECHINT, do we have reverse-engineering initiated?”

“In progress.
TwitBook quadcopters fly three distinct missions,” TECHINT replied.
“Typically an assault element uses large caliber automated fire, establishing kill zones that push assets into mantraps.
A support element uses parachute grenades to disrupt potential defensive responses and suppress repositioning.
Then a security element restricts the flanks using flamethrowers and acid sprays to isolate assets and prevent escapes.
The quadcopters return to the AUV fleet at their rally area to resupply fuel and ammunition.”

“Brett, what’s this rate you’re showing?” Hawke asked.

“Deaths per thousand per week,” Vermeulen said.
For once, the puzzle appeared to be solved, with all rings aligned.
In one rapid flip of his hand, the puzzle contorted back to yet a different tangle to be solved.

“Boss, new intel about Flugel,” Alleyne interrupted.
“I pulled transcripts of conversations from public places, isolated using XKeyscore metadata.
Our NLP models summarized possible strategy mentions, regarding an anticipated conflict with TwitBook.”

“Why would Flugel discuss corporate strategy in the open?”

“Apparently, junior level engineering managers must compete to reserve conference rooms,” Cynthia explained.
“So they take their teams off-site to local coffeehouses for meetings, often right out in the street-side parklets.
COMINT pulled transcripts from security feeds in those public places.”

“Well, that’s comforting to know,” Hawke scoffed.
“Best practices at one of the world’s leading experts in data security.
Or something.”

[bookmark: img_drone_swarm][image: Collaborative Combat Aircraft]

Two more tribute memorials sounded in the video feeds of the enormous drone projection.
This time, actors Andy Qweyd and Kelvin Zorbo had suicide-bombed the massive Search Team mini-campus at the Flugelplex.
The deceaseds’ joint statement on the projection claimed,
“We never had a clearer path or better chance to shutdown the fully exposed pure evil of fake news and criminals operating in Commiefornia.”

“Just wow,” said Cynthia.
“They certainly put the ‘Boom’ in Twitboomers.”

GEOINT showed seven Flugel researchers up on the big screen, fleeing their Search Team’s main office on a conference bike.
Trying desperately to escape.
Terrified computer scientists peddled franticly, though most were glued to chat on their smartphones, discussing FlugTube videos of the attack in progress.
COMINT intercepted some of these video feeds, displayed on the smaller side screens.

“These smaller screens suck,” Hawke mumbled.
“It’s like I have to squint, just to see their faces.”

Smartphone videos from ground level focused on a section of quadcopters swerving in an unanticipated directly.
The TwitBook aerial security element began shadowing the egress of a strange toroidal bicycle built for seven.
Diving low in formation, the quadcopters deployed munitions in close quarters.
All seven assets burst into flames.
The conference bike melted from acid spray, crashing into a catered VC watch party which had gathered on the sidelines.
Screams conveyed by smartphone mics faded into a dull static as the devices melted too.

[bookmark: img_flugel_attack][image: Help Won’t Be Arriving]

“Building on Brett’s point, my twinflame,” Alleyne added.
“OSINT sources paint a picture where both TwitBook and Flugel believe they must prosecute the war.
I mean, them alone.
They consider no one else to be capable.
No governmental actions could compare with their corporate capabilities.
That’s their current state of belief, based on self-perpetuating innovation myths.
Then winner takes all in some supposed aftermath led by AI.”

“Open warfare, kinetic battles between commercial competitors,” asked Hawke.
“Is it enough to precipitate a winner takes all scenario?”

“They believe it’s a technology war, regardless of political alignments.
Trying to manmize, like they do.
Also, consider the animosity between TwitBook and the competition in Cupertino,” she continued.
“The latter has taken serious hits by war outcomes in the Bay Area.
Riots in San Francisco deeply polarized both that tech giant’s workforce and Cupertino residents in general.
Meanwhile the firm maintains extremely close ties with Beijing.”

“Yeah, they’re definitely pinned down.
And I’ve watched their stock plummet,” Hawke agreed.
“What about other tech majors?”

Another pair of tributes sounded as celebrity suicide bombers Giordano Pieterssen and Kile Riddenhaus hit the much-rumored secret Flugel vault of science fiction and fantasy collectables.

“The universal quest for adult virgins everywhere,” Cynthia quipped.

“Updates on Flugel retaliations in progress,” MASINT burst into the monitor.
“Cyber Command isolated a series of sustained attacks, suppressing DNS service worldwide for the TwitBook online properties.
FININT estimates nineteen million per hour in revenue losses.
Meanwhile, search results for the TwitBook CEO have been redirecting to Hentai videos on FlugTube.
These appear to be AI-generated.
A wave of bots from previously unknown APTs has flooded TwitBook public timelines with anti-Zukerbash agitprop, also linked to the Hentai.”
The big screen showed several buildings which had caught fire at the TwitBook HQ campus, located at One Brogrammer Way in Menlo Park.
Corporate emergency vehicles were responding, but no support arrived from the city.

“Redmond got hit hard during the Cascadia Subduction Zone tsunami.
Five hundred thousand killed.
So many personnel displaced from their company, and general chaos for infrastructure in the region.
They’ve mostly disengaged from political funding or lobbying, for the time being.
Amazon had diversified locations in advance of the tsunami, and they’ve suspended any forced RTO.
Besides, both Seattle firms had transitioned to actual business models, not merely growth hacking based on advertising revenue.”

“Who else is in TwitBook’s crosshairs?” Hawke asked.
“Do our probable futures account for all the remaining big tech?”
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“EMVITA is the question mark remaining,” Cynthia said.
“But they make hardware, specifically the critical GPU chips.
Hardware business is less well understood by the likes of TwitBook.
That leaves Flugel as the perceived opponent, especially among top global advertising networks.”

“What would drive them to warfare?”
Hawke kept drilling down.

“TwitBook and Flugel have both been prosecuting the cyber war,” Vermeulen added.
“For nearly a decade, they’ve been confronting attacks at the forefront of the private sector.
Perhaps the CSM secession escalated their corporate appetite for risk?”

“At the forefront of a global cyberwar, in positions which they’d created for themselves to maximize profits,” Hawke countered.
“Nonetheless, they aren’t organized as uniformed warfighters, serving on behalf of a sovereign nation state.
When did they start acting like Marines?”

Up on the big screen, video clips showed a wave of Flugel employees peddling away from campus on “flugely” primary-colored fleet bikes.
To no avail.
Drones kept attacking them, relentlessly.
“Mortar fire on the buildings,” said the MASINT desk over the monitor.
“Direct hits pushed those who remained alive outside to run for safety.
Now the quadcopter kill zones make sure that no one outside remains alive.
Estimated twenty per-cent of Flugelplex buildings are now utter rubble.”

“Boss, we’ve got updated FININT analysis which begins to interpret the summarized open corporate convo,” Alleyne said.
“TwitBook had been working to crowdsource an enormous number of short-sell positions against Flugel, prior to launching the attack.
They crowdsourced using a day-trading service called Scrilla they’d recently acquired.
FININT also shows countermeasures by Flugel placing shorts through proxies.
Can we call this a bi-directional hostile takeover?
Emotional damage, much?”

“Apart from this mountain of homework, thanks for kind words, boss,” Cynthia said.
“And for driving us.”

“Market maneuvers, reinforcing Brett’s point earlier,” Hawke said, crumpling an empty Red Bull can.
“Both firms developed weapons, deployed against each other.
Both engaged in financialization hostilities as well, ostensibly to hedge profits from the kinetic engagement.
We recommend no-go for Antifa entering this battle.
Well done, team.
I’ll send verbal to Choi.
Have draft memos prepared within the hour.
Full links to all referenced sources.”

Hawke thought for a moment.
“Also, send me your current interim status on both the financial engineering op and ramping Coextant logistics.”
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Hawke was taken aback.
Amidst all her snark, compliments from Alleyne were a rarity.
He’d certainly been pushing them, probably too much.
“It’s important,” he said.
“I appreciate your excellent work, both of you.
And besides…” Hawke added with a smirk.
“I’m a kind sole, though sometimes I flounder.”




Hawke sat uncomfortably in The Bubble.
The place always made him feel that way.
He wasn’t sure whether it was horrible 1960s-era furniture, or the impossible brightness of The Bubble — harsh lighting juxtaposed to the general darkness of The Mohole.
Perhaps it was simply a matter of the social context, given how he came here to make private calls, especially the ones that had career implications.


Pushing “SEND” on his phone, Hawke forwarded his team’s reports to Choi.
He polished off another can of Red Bull to help regain his composure, plus or minus a few jitters.
Anticipating the next call he must make to his cross-agency mentor, Hawke instead turned to study the big screen.
Procrastinating in highly effective ways was an art form in the intelligence business.
The Bubble could play audio from the operations monitor, albeit turned down to a dull roar.
Secondary tasking in support of Antifa units had become the MD’s focus, now that the Flugelplex battle had settled into a waiting game.

Maps up on the big screen showed CSM units from Jefferson making incursions into northern California, southwest Oregon, northern Nevada.
Antifa forces had been spread thin, deployed widely to counter the range of CSM hostilities across ill-defined borders.
The 1st Combat Brigade’s 3rd Regiment, “Molotov Majority” as they’d become known, were a specific focus for the current tasking.

Hawke recognized the CSM threat markers.
Combat engineer crews, most of whom were general contractors, working to overload power transmission lines.
COMINT described intercepting messages about old transformers, some attempt to ignite wildfires deep within USG territory.

“Five hundred kilovolt interstate lines,” MASINT said over the monitor.
“With any luck, MAGA could ignite fires and trigger major blackouts in one simultaneous action.”
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Recon teams were tracking CSM units through dense canopy and across mountainous terrain.
Antifa combat teams engaged with kill or capture orders wherever MAGA had been spotted.
Other support teams worked to interdict wildfires which had started, or escort refugees to safer areas.
Antifa units were not allowed to use ordnance within this battlespace, due to heightened fire risks.
Instead they fired specially designed large-caliber rounds with shaped “rubber bullet” slugs, enough to smash bones and pierce flesh.

Side screens tracked the 4th Regiment located in Ojai plus its LA gang detachments while they were engaging renegade LEOs in conservative areas.
Other teams from the regiment patrolled refugee camps in the southland, especially near the ruins of San Diego, where CSM units from southern Arizona had been making raids.

“GEOINT, got birds on station?”
The mission director’s voice on the monitor could be just barely discerned in The Bubble audio.

Hawke watched the big screen switch to video of an Antifa chalk ambushing CSM forces.
From what Hawke could make of the monitor discussions, the MRF in Utah had decrypted Oathqreepers chatter on Telegram.
Now this chalk was leading an assault on a Pentecostal church where MAGA combatants were meeting to coordinate the wildfire offensive.
Two gangs from Oakland followed closely behind the Antifa chalk, catching anyone who tried to exit out side doors of the church building.
Gang members poured out of large, unmarked Mercedes vans, Sprinter models with AMG tactical retrofits.
Probably repurposed growers’ vehicles, Hawke thought.
Flashes from their weapons exchange momentarily obscured the big screen details.

“Estimates assess one-hundred fifty assets neutralized,” the MD proclaimed proudly.

Hawke paused for a moment, studying his team’s interim reports one more time.
Cynthia and Brett had done well, especially considering the circumstance and the breadth of analysis which was being required of them.
He polished off the Red Bull and clicked to initiate a video call.

“Well, hello there, my big-footed friend!” Fredericks chuckled, answering the video call.
“What brings you out of the bear cave so early on a fine Sunday morning?”
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“Thank you George, I appreciate your time,” Hawke began deferentially.
“I’ve had some questions concerning Coextant, if these turn out to be appropriate to ask?”

“Ask away,” Fredericks said.
“If you don’t mind me finishing brunch while you’re flapping your jaws.
I got a big ol’ pile of tail-on shrimp, a juicy ham steak, cheese grits, hot browns, and grilled biscuits with redeye gravy.
Mmmm-mmmm, good!
Come on down and grab yo’self a plate, Nelson.”

Hawke laughed, “I’ll be right over.”
He could see in the video a large plate with generous helpings, accompanied by a glass tumbler for an oversized poinsettia cocktail.

“I was just perusing your reports, big boy.
Disengage support for Flugel, nice point about A/B testing.
Give my regards to Alleyne and Vermeulen.
Their focus, alacrity, and comportment regarding the Coextant logistics, plus that financial op and all it entails,” Fredericks grinned.
“Choi forwards me the whole kit and caboodle — because I’m the damn customer!”
George raised his tumbler toward the laptop camera, its rosemary sprig garni veering a bit too close for the auto-focus.

Hawke was caught off-guard.
Why the indirection through Choi?
He tried wiping the astonishment off his face, although judging from his mirror image in the video, he didn’t get far.

“You think you pulled SAO rotation by some kind of random lottery?” Fredericks asked.

“And here I’d thought it might be because of my Farsi language specialization,” Hawke grinned.
“Or perhaps my handsome smile.”

Fredericks burst into a profound belly laugh.
“As if!
Brigitta and I wanted to kick the tires.
Make sure your exemplary behavior wasn’t some fluke,” he said, utterly deadpan.
George took big bites out of his one remaining grilled biscuit.

“Wait a minute. Did you set me up for that little shock-and-awe visit from Legal?”

“Of course!” the volume of laughter on the Quantico side of the call markedly increased.
“Hell, when Vicky described your face, I about died laughing.”
George pushed back from his desk.
“Did you know she does open mic stand-up?
Thursday nights at a comedy club over in Guilford.
You should go sometime.
Anyways, by the numbers, first your team provides work product to Choi.
That’s covered by attorney-client privilege, per your organization’s full-throated rules of engagement.
Then whatever I read you in, that’s purely a matter of interagency disclosure.
Done and done.”
George peeled shells off a couple more shrimp, chased with the cranberry champagne cocktail.
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Hawke looked down, letting these disclosures sink in.
He’d been punked!
Sensing his turn to spring a pun on Fredericks, “Well, what can I say? I’m a kind sole, though sometimes I flounder.”
He immediately felt embarrassed, as if some psychic law prevented a line being repeated more than twice in one day, even in different conversations.
He was a newbie compared with leaders like Fredericks or Bauer, and sometimes his attempts at humor only magnified his awkwardness.

“Oh, that’s an old joke!
But I wanted to hear you try to tell it anyway, just for the halibut.
Making sure this wasn’t some fluke, out of plaice.”
Fredericks stopped to grin across the video.
He was a master of puns and easily could run circles around Hawke.
“Check updates on your JTTF compartmentalization clearance, whenever you get a spare moment,” George said while typing.

Amidst all the complexities of the war, Hawke’s world might begin to make more sense after all.
“By the way, a mission director mentioned something about Project RATTLESTOMP.
Is that in your wheelhouse?” he asked.
“Or too far above my pay grade?”

“You should know about that project.
Basically, it’s just like that damn ‘Don’t Tread On Me’ flag, except we do stomp those jackasses!
RATTLESTOMP handles tracking and targeting of CSM operatives on either side of the border, such as it may be.”

Hawke looked startled.
“Domestic metadata is strictly compartmentalized for us.”

“Y’all may be restricted, but we do it all the time,” Fredericks bellowed.
“Take metadata from your enchanted XKeyscore system, mix it with our DOJ persistent threat database and other surveillance data.
Works wonders.
The thing is, most rank and file MAGA are hard to miss.
They drive ‘Ah gots a tiny pecker’ sized monster trucks.
Digital tracking instrumentation comes standard on late models.”

George stared over the rim of his glasses, exaggerating a grim look.
“They go to megachurches, Wal-Mart, various and sundry titty bars, shooting ranges, fast-food joints.
Their t-shirts are dead giveaways, too.
DOJ operates half the CSM schwag vendors online, along with ads they serve, all collecting data.
JTTF has more metadata on MAGA than you can shake a stick at, especially for real-time location patterns and the details of their personal finance.
Hell, we watch ’em making beer runs in real-time after Prowd Boiz meetings.”
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Hawke thought for a moment, considering how he wanted to make the next request.
The genie only granted three wishes, and here went the second one.
“Then can our team use intel from RATTLESTOMP?” he ventured.
“Are there any crosswalks available for us to map its metadata correspondences?”

“Check that compartmentalization I mentioned,” Fredericks said with an even wider grin.
“You might be surprised.
We provide feeds to Coextant, helping prioritize their targets.”
He glanced off to the side, briefly, probably looking at his smartphone.
“Allows our combatant commanders and their staff to gain real-time situational awareness of the unfolding battlespace, and all that.
Coextant helped ramp up production of IEDs, drones, and other novel munitions throughout the kill chain architecture.
Now they’re racking up covert terminations of CSM operatives in the region.”

“Don’t these terminations require presidential findings?” Hawke asked.
“Geez, that could be painfully slow.”

“Y’all spend your time chasing bad guys, operating who knows where, the kind who want to tote dirty bombs into metro areas.
You need findings to neutralize those assets.
I recognize that you’re trying hard to stay in your lane, but at least Brigitta’s people get extra points for making it look like accidents.
Gender reveal parties, sudden sinkhole openings.”
George bit into a shrimp.
“Falling televisions,” he added, talking through a mouth full of shrimp.

Hawke stared blankly at George.

“Lattes dosed with extra caffeine powder, loose tires from a passing tractor-trailer truck, exploding lava lamps.
They call it appropriate delegation of authority.”

“Seriously?” Hawke asked.
“You expect me to believe this?”

Fredericks shrugged with another broad grin.
“DOJ is different, of course,” he said smirking.
“Especially how our contractors work, ever since that damn Supreme Court decision.
‘Due process on a battlefield,’ as my papaw used to say, ‘is defined by the ratio of your kill shots, suppressing fire not included.’
He was an 82nd Airborne grunt, just like you.”
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Hawke mused for a moment.
“Huh, was COL Melvin Fredericks your grandfather by any chance?”

“One and the same.”
George stared down at his plate, scraping together the last corners of the cheese grits.

“I marched in a parade honoring him, yearling year at Camp Buckner.
Emeritus commander, visiting when 82nd ran our field training.”

“Then I’ll expect you can read the recent unpleasantness accordingly,” Fredericks sighed.
“The thing is, we target one-offs to knock out their key operatives or unit commanders.
A few white supremacists here, a couple far-right conspiracy mongers there.
Coextant puts the fear of God into them MAGA, thinking hippies built IEDs to detonate their Oathqreepers cadre, and that helps turn the tables a bit.
Then we’ve got other deployment systems in progress for deep strikes.”

“Glad to hear it.”

“But it’s whack-a-mole, and only border skirmishes, such as they are.
There’s too damn many MAGA,” George confided.
“I have a hunch you’re seeing this just as well, algorithms not withstanding.”

“Frankly, I can’t sleep, just thinking about it,” Hawke confided.

“Ain’t easy being a GS-15,” Fredericks scoffed.
“In that case here’s a little virtual melatonin for you, all jammed into one word: Finance.
That hardened killer Cynthia ain’t someone I’d want to chance upon in a blind alley.”

“I’ve re-read her report about Loricia Associates three times,” Hawke said.
“It still doesn’t entirely make sense.
I get the part about constructing a ‘Gospel Faith Prosperity Capital Partners’ bogus hedge fund.
Okay, so they prop up a financial instrument on offer, based on credit default swaps, securing debt for pyramid schemes in far-right political fundraising.
But how do we get enough of MAGA investing in this to make it matter?”
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“Simple.
Megachurch preachers sell investments to their congregants as ‘faith-based investing’ through divine inspiration, thereby earning hefty commissions,” George explained.
“Those bastards would sell their own mothers at auction.
For a five per-cent commission they sign-up almost every evangelical church-goer who has more than a nickel to their name.
Megachurches were already commingling assets like crazy.”
Fredericks nursed the bottom of his poinsettia.
“MAGA population pays for their far-right political fundraising, and they’ll keep doing that no matter what.
Meanwhile we manipulate their preachers into hustling their evangelie REITs through credit default swaps, pitched to their members as faith-based subscription investments through convenient payroll-deductions.
They cover the lower tranches of debt exposure for those same fundraising pyramid schemes.
Hot damn, we get ’em coming and going!”

“Okay, if I’m understanding this, their people buy bad investments from evangelical megachurches?
Isn’t that happening already?
How does this provide us with a new class of weapons to use against CSM?”

“The thing is, it’s big.
Really big!
So big that it becomes a negative-sum game.
Wells Embargo and Citigrope never paid back their bail out loans from 2008.
They were more than happy to help us to develop the derivative contracts, based on bail-out guarantees and legal immunity for executives.
DOJ also sprung several incarcerated investment bankers who POTUS pardoned, giving them blanket immunity for the duration of the op,” Fredericks pushed his plate aside and started on a second coffee.
“All in exchange for helping float these instruments.
Already, most of the megachurches in CSM have plugged into this scheme, while the big banks claim to support both sides.”

“You’re engineering a 2008-style crash inside CSM?”

“Truer words were seldom spoken.
We’ve got Marie Bardolino working as a double agent, promoting the hell out of this GFPCP hedge fund on Fochs News, targeting their masses.
For typical MAGA rank and file, this financial instrument looks like an incredibly convoluted mechanism, but we invented it out of thin air.
And we can short-sell the thing into the ground, whenever it suits us best.
This hits their fundraising, their currency, their payroll, their imports, overall hits their economy.
Hits all those hard.
Think about a political eclipse of the Sun, for CSM.”

“But won’t this hit their blue collar segment primarily, not their leadership?”
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“Sure, millions of MAGA families will be financially devastated, there’s significant collateral damage I won’t even try to deny.
But they’re also the rank and file for military strikes against our people anyway,” George said.
“Though, respectfully, I disagree.
It’s the top of the pyramid who’ll get hit hardest.
Once their money pump seizes, deep pockets at CSM will feel the worst of the  pain.
Mercer, Koch, Adelson, Wilks, Freiss, Langone, DeVos, Uihlein, Griffin, I could go on.
We aim to teach that whole gaggle of gooses one big life lesson.”

“Okay, thank you.
I look forward to watching this op play out!” Hawke said.
“Just one more question,” he began.
Now it was Hawke’s turn to make a request of his mentor off the record.
“Strictly between the two of us, remember that researcher in Iran we reviewed in SAO, Qasemi, the one who applied for a student visa at CMU?”

“Vaguely.
I can look up her file pretty quick, if it’d help?”

“No need to.
It’s just that Qasemi developed some code we’re interested in using.
Open source, machine learning.
Could be weaponized, and we’ve got the quantum computing big guns to make it meaningful.
She’s connected to an AI engineer at Coextant, and we’d like to leverage that connection.
Maybe work with Qasemi through Coextant as a proxy?”

“Iran.
Association with foreign nationals, that’s complicated,” Fredericks paused, thinking.
“Look, the Chinese are ready to explode, the Saudis are ready to explode, we’ve got our hands tied by those idiots at Supreme Court so that we can’t fight an insurrection on our own soil.
Political temperature across DOJ, State, etc., has already jumped by us looping in street gangs to fight renegade local police, on top of the Antifa Brigades in general.
But this, a thing like this with Iran, this could further hang our collective asses way over the proverbial ledge.
I’m not saying that you couldn’t ask for permission, just that afterwards you wouldn’t want to be the one asking.
Begging for forgiveness about a collaboration in Iran isn’t a viable option either.”

Strike out.
The genie had denied Aladdin’s third wish.
“Crap, okay – but thank you, I appreciate,” Hawke said.

“Muther-fuckin’ nun with a machine gun!” Fredericks exclaimed, his big fuzzy brows contorting into a pretzel.
“Nelson, check your big screen.
We got news, incoming.”

Leaning to one side, Hawke glanced over at the big screen in the auditorium.
He dialed up audio to listen into the operations monitor.
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On the big screen, security video feeds from the ruins of the Roundtuit campus showed the Zukerbot falling over abruptly.
No apparent enemy fire had been sustained, but drones were dropping out of the sky.

“GEOINT, get your birds focused on this location plus search of the TwitBook campus.
We need to know what’s happened,” the mission director sounded off with rapid-fire tasking requests.
“SOCMINT, COMINT, any explanation yet?”

“We’ve just decrypted chatter about this,” said COMINT desk.
“They’re talking about TwitBook CEO as KIA, not by Flugel forces.
Much chaos has ensued within the attacking force.”

“Social media is buzzing with discussions,” SOCMINT added.
“NavalnyStans now claims credit for the assassination of Zukerbash.”

“I suppose these are some of yours,” Hawke asked his mentor.
“NavalnyStans?”

“In fact, we have no goddamn idea even who they are,” George answered flatly.
“Neither does Brigitta.
That’s what keeps us both awake at night.”




Hawke arrived home late that evening, back to the perimeter safety of their family’s white picket fence.
Maddy and Timmy were already both asleep in bed.


Sunday evening was the start of Hawke’s weekend, on this shift rotation.
He and Caitlin stayed up late talking, relaxing with a glass of wine or three.
Comparing what they’d heard about the news, their fears, whatever horrors seemed to be happening to their world.
The attack at Flugelplex had been covered by mainstream media, so Hawke didn’t worry as much about secrecy.
Caitlin was allowed some disclosure anyway, since they were married.

Checking the public news feeds again just before they called it a night, at roughly two in the morning, the stock markets had already opened in Europe.
Flugel futures plunged sixty per-cent with financial analysts speculating that its valuation would continue a downward spiral as US markets opened for trading several hours later.
Meanwhile, public trading on TwitBook futures had been halted due to the death of the company’s CEO.
Analysts projected nothing but gloom.

It struck Hawke how much the fundamental nature of big tech
— with its trillion dollar ventures spread worldwide throughout advertising, search, and social media
— had changed overnight.

COtG/DSAB 05-07: 

Social media produces dismal economic net-outcomes
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Synopsis: increased polarization, decreased tax base, privatized surveillance, predominantly within the Coastal Region / Mutual Aid Region II. SOC Activation: Level 2 — Orange.

Subsequent to extreme violence witnessed in Mountain View this weekend, tech giants such as TwitBook and Flugel have exceeded the boundaries of “multinational corporation” and are now rapidly metastasizing towards something much more opprobrious.

Recommendations:


	Authorize the Antifa Brigade units to conduct search and seizure missions at tech firms operating within the state.

	For any identified weaponization projects (kinetic, cyber, or media), issue kill or capture orders for technical leads.

	Eliminate R&D tax incentives for any tech firms using growth-based advertising models.

	Model our state taxation of large tech firms on EU digital services taxes.

	Dispatch black ops team to neutralize Tuile and close associates



For details see DSAB 05-07.

10: unpacking

EMVITA’S LOGO SPUN a full circle as soon as Narundi’s download of the new quantum simulator code had completed.
She waited while component files were unpacking, impatient to see whether any of the new features and bug fixes from this update would help speed up her research.
The new API for a variational quantum eigensolver seemed especially interesting.

Something felt out of sorts.
Narundi had gotten lots done so far today, though not nearly enough.
As the afternoon had worn on she felt increasingly distracted.
Side projects crept in, pulling her attention away from research.
Things needed to be done, which was fine, but something didn’t feel quite right.

«barāyé hasraté yek zendegiyé ma’mūli?» she wondered — was it simply the longing for a normal life?
What did normal even mean anymore?
The war made her forget what that had ever been like.
Forgetting made Narundi feel frightened.

She grabbed a favorite pen and a blank sheet of paper and began doodling, earnestly.
Doodling helped ease her troubled mind, something Arsha suggested.

She drew a big empty square in the center of the page, then started making abbreviated notes for items up in the top left, things which she had accomplished today.
Adding notes to the empty page, adding the things which made her feel less empty.
Crowding happy things closer to the top left vertex, depending on just how much she felt each item.
Arranging to send a gift to Luna had been a very happy thing.
Up and to the left, converging on the vertex.

Nearby that, marks for her code repos on GitKnob which had required tending.
That felt like watering house plants, but so much more tangible afterwards.
Several pull requests to review, including one from Luna!

Looking through Luna’s commits, she’d added much more structure to the library, more complexity, also substantially more performance.
Narundi noticed a new README.md diagram of something that looked like a star intersecting a triangle.
Numbered positions described the components of the AI system.
Luna had learned much from what Arsha was teaching them both.
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Then there were other critical sections of code to optimize, some bugs to fix, followed by updated releases for each machine learning library.
All these marks she drew close to little box with a bow that was Luna’s gift.
And maybe some people would feel happy about using the new code releases.

Bug reports had led to searches on StackFluffler for related questions, which then needed better answers.
Her answers.
Triaging the StackFluffler review queues for new questions came next, with its mark edged a little further from the vertex, but that work still felt very good.

Practicing more lengua española on Duolingo, trying to stay ranked in the leaderboard of the Amethyst League while maintaining her streak for another year.
She wanted to send notes to Luna which weren’t in English.
And maybe she could understand more about California, where Luna lived, by learning Spanish better?
The mark for this converged toward the vertex too.

Arsha had been chatting with her throughout the day in encrypted texts.
Perhaps texting hadn’t accomplished much directly, but they had a wonderful way of making Narundi feel more calm.
They had encouraged Narundi to apply to other graduate programs, possibly something in EU or Asia might work out?
At least it might be one way to get out of Iran until the political situation became less terrible.
Arsha had also packed her a lunch, the one she’d been picking at for over an hour.
Arsha’s food was so good, although Narundi didn’t feel like eating much just yet.

Even so, she clutched the thermos of warm stew closely, a vegan fesenjān which Arsha had made, plus some golden tahdig to accompany.

«bah bah!»
The stew’s warmth made Narundi feel comforted.
She sipped a spoonful, then tore a large bite off the spicy crusts of baked rice, making sure to get some raisins.
Northern food, from where snow fell in tall mountains and pomegranate trees grew alongside the shores of the great inland sea.
They’d used roasted jackfruit, walnuts, pomegranate, grinding these into a thick purple paste.
Narundi had watched them blend the paste into a vegan stock, simmering to perfect the stew.
This paste looked much like what Arsha used to color their hair.
For that matter, Arsha’s fesenjān stews appeared to match whichever hue was the current color of their hair.
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Narundi remembered to launch the quantum simulator app.
It would take several minutes to get loaded, before she could test anything.
She checked messages, some social media accounts, looked up how to say more phrases in Spanish.

In one of the many open browser tabs, an Al-Jazeera reporter was covering the war which had erupted in far east Asia.
Narundi felt a pang of unease about this.
War was happening between student protesters and police in their own country, plus there was a big civil war in America.
Now this insanity of war had spread to China and its neighbors.

The journalist, Zeina Shehadeh, reported live from Taipei, first with scenes from a missile strike on what looked like a temple, which she called Chiang Kai-Shek Memorial.
Then views of people huddled in a Red Cross station at Daan Forest Park.
Giant banyan trees loomed densely behind Shehadeh.

Narundi tried to listen, but could barely stand to watch.
Taipei looked as if it might have been interesting to visit, although the missiles had already destroyed so much.
Shehadeh was pretty.
She looked incredibly confident, empathetic, striding through the war zone wearing a large blue jacket which read “PRESS” on both front and back.
Narundi hoped it helped keep Zeina safe.

Her family name sounded almost Persian, although Narundi had heard the reporter talking about her family in Syria.
Her wide face and so very perfect skin were also not quite Persian, though they made Shehadeh look beautiful.

But the war!
The scenes of the war made Narundi feel so very sad.
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She turned back to doodling, mostly avoiding the news.
Plenty of happy things crowded into the one vertex, but its opposite corner remained empty.
What troubled her most?

Too many things, which had all happened too quickly.
A month ago, racism would have been crowding most closely to the bad vertex.
Racism from Americans who dismissed her as some kind of terrorist or religious fanatic.
Not being able to study at CMU, in the really good PhD program.
These marks scrunched close to the awful corner, though Narundi left room for even worse marks.
A month ago she could not have imagined the horrors of so many people in ZZA and allied groups imprisoned or killed by the Islamic State during protests.
Mehrdād, most of all.

Then there was the fascism at the center of this cruelty and injustice, Islamic State, the actual terrorists and religious fanatics.
They would charge her she as a terrorist and an infidel, if she were ever caught in the wrong place at the wrong time.
Narundi jammed these marks atop each other, scratched deeply into the paper with extra ink.

What else?
Losing her parents.
Sometimes she felt bad about almost forgetting.
They’d gone on a business trip together to Russia.
During the start of the Tragedies.

It appeared on the surface like an opportunity, and the Russian government had been encouraging Persians to help them.
Her uncle and aunt had looked after Narundi, and they’d been kind, but they were religious conservatives.
She didn’t see them much since she’d started her masters degree.
Three more marks crowded the bad corner.

Then the horrors of the Russian Tragedies as its own awfulness.
Imagining, how could an entire nation kill each other with all the bombs they’d made together?
Bombs which had killed her parents too.
With the toxic media they themselves had produced.

Could a similar tragedy happen here in Iran?
Would mullahs choose suicide over defeat, eventually, for themselves and the entire country?
Maybe America was doing this same thing, ultimately.
Maybe the whole world.
Narundi drew little shapes of countries to decorate the edges of the square, trying not to think about the deaths.

The war.
The war was the vertex on the right, she realized.
«barāyé geryehāyé bivakhfeh,» Narundi mused — for the tears that are endless.
Her heart raced.

She tried to think quickly about other things she liked, to balance the awfulness of the now global war.
Studying languages?
Yes, yes in general.
Good food from Arsha.
Always.

Fixing problems in open source code.
Strange music which Arsha plays.
Each of these received good marks.
The square was filling, she could exhale now.
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Much to Narundi’s relief, it didn’t look all bad.
She enjoyed fixing open source projects, which, ironically, mostly the Americans used.
Racism had trouble spreading its prejudice across anonymous GitKnob usernames.

There needed to be a curve for this non-linear aspect in her drawing, connecting the two triangles of the square.
Not bijective, not piece-wise continuous.
Which was probably a good thing.
For balance between holding on and letting go…

Also, Narundi absolutely loved working on math problems.
Another mark close to the good vertex.
It was a very happy thing.

A loud “DING!” sounded from her laptop, which meant that the quantum simulator was ready.
She loaded a test app for the zzziggurat library, now that it had Luna’s latest commits merged and tested.

Working on math, writing code, finding elegant solutions, these gave Narundi the chills, in a good way.
Math problems made her so happy that adrenaline rushed through her body.
All the little nuanced parts of math fit together like word couplets in poetry.
Axioms, morphisms, sets, categories.

The homologies, manifolds, systems of polynomial equations which extended all notions of science.
Semi-rings, groups, and fields, even the functors connecting between abstractions.
Narundi especially loved the little recursive functions from Alonzo Church and the iterators which Dennis Ritchie had used to explain them, both transforming code into the beauty of math.

Beautiful equations weren’t the problem, though they might become part of its solution.
The problem was the war.
The Islamic State simply could not go on much longer.
Generations now pushed against it.
Anyone could do the math, if they cared.
Anyone who would follow the recursive rabbit holes down their trails of inadmissibility.

Maybe the regime was drawing to a close?
It had to be.
How many more people could the Islamic State kill before dying itself?
How many young women would the regime have to kill to get its way?

Would she become one of their victims?
Like Mehrdād had, a heartfelt life, abruptly, violently ended?

Indignation and ire among the mullahs and their brutal police was bubbling up, amplified through media, just as Arsha had predicted.
Maybe there could be a successful fight against the religious conservatives.
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Her page was filled with doodles.
Narundi put down the pen, pushing aside the paper.
She checked idly through browser tabs, the ones which kept multiplying along the top of her laptop.
One of them was an application for a PhD program in EU, where a well-regarded AI department had been expanding recently.
They’d said she could transfer units from her current studies.

She hadn’t done a login recently to check her applications status.
It was almost ready, waiting.
The university had received Narundi’s transcripts and other materials, and just needed her acknowledgement that a formal review process was to be started.
CLICK!


She ate more of the stew, trying to focus on something else.
Zeina Shehadeh was talking, looking directly into the camera.
Narundi turned up the audio to listen, while she tried to resolve the problem of not feeling like eating lunch.
Zeina was explaining some background about why Beijing had invaded Taiwan.

“The central government in Beijing perceived America to be in a weakened condition, due to secession and ongoing civil war,” Shehadeh explained.
“China’s machinations during the San Francisco riots provided staging grounds for an early escalation of hostilities.
Estimates currently in the US place the numbers at more than one hundred fifty-thousand killed since the beginning of their civil war five weeks ago.
A once-bustling city became an echo chamber of silent streets now lined with abandoned cars and rows of gaping, empty shops eerily waiting for a population that was no longer there.”

Zeina navigated through an AR view summarizing Moscow history, available to the public on the Al-Jazeera website.
“With Russians long gone and Americans embroiled in civil war, Beijing’s leader sought to push a Chinese dream of economic expansion worldwide.
Given their domestic situation, with much strife among the provinces following the Russian Tragedies, Beijing was forced into a position of needing to demonstrate its show of strength.
Mounting an invasion of Taiwan became the party leadership’s obvious course.”

Corporate logos for EMVITA showed on an inset preview for the upcoming Al-Jazeera segment after the break.
The same ones which spun in circles on Narundi’s after a simulator download.
She pulled on her headphones, dialing up the audio, hoping to learn about any news regarding EMVITA.
Her research depended on GPU chips from EMVITA to train deep learning models plus so much of the company’s open source software in general.
Most of all, their quantum simulators were a crucial piece of the puzzle.
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Zeina Shehadeh opened the next segment by discussing economic drivers for the invasion.
“China spends more importing chips than on oil imports.
As the world’s center of gravity for advanced chip production moved decidedly into Taiwan’s western coast, Beijing could no longer avoid grabbing for control of this prize.”

The reporter skirted the edge of Daan park as winds clamored in the television crew’s microphones.
“Anticipating this threat to their critical supply networks, Taiwanese-American entrepreneur Branson Hong, CEO of the EMVITA tech giant in California, had made a bold move.
He arranged for private equity firms close to the Washington government to buy out the firm.
A three-hundred forty billion dollar purchase, partly facilitated by the California governor, which completed several months prior the start of the American civil war.
This move allowed EMVITA to delist from public trading on the NASDAQ market.”




Shehadeh’s segment cut to a different reporter talking about seabed warfare off the coast of Africa.
Narundi grabbed another blank sheet of paper and began reviewing her research for Arsha’s project.
More doodling, figuring out what needed to be done next.


Arsha had described a kind of evolution for their understanding of the “programmable singing” even though the Sumerians had come much earlier in actual the timeline.
Narundi needed to sketch out the timeline to make sense of what Arsha had said.

First point: Mesmer and other “medical theorists” in Europe, late 1700s.
European men raping women, mostly, then claiming it was done for science.
Debating about will power.
Stupid and disgusting.

Second point: Pavlov, et al., a century later.
Same thing, but with dogs.
Or homeless children, as she had read.
Something about psychic secretion and electroshock.
More things that terrible men might imagine to attempt, if permitted.

Third point: it wasn’t until another half century later, when Americans fought against North Koreans and Chinese, that people finally started using the phrase “brainwashing” to describe bending another person’s will by weaponizing media.

In any case, all of these efforts consumed enormous amounts of energy to affect an individual victim, sometimes requiring the full efforts of multiple professionals.
Narundi shaded the first three, clustering them based on energy budgets.
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Fourth point: Ogilvy on Advertising in the 1960s, which could target so many more people, using mass effects on a populace through television.
Jazz music on radio had corollaries, drawn off to one side, and other forms of popular music borrowed from it.

Fifth point: TwitBook, Flugel, etc., which were iterations on basically the same thing, although much less expensive at scale.
They used machines for so much of the work, which changed everything.
Narundi doodled about cloud computing.

She had worked out Hamiltonian equations to describe the energy flows involved, find the derivatives for those equations, and then identify discontinuities in the process modeling.
Finding where and how to take action.
She used Lotka–Volterra equations for predator-prey models, placing bounds on energy flows between people.
When it came to machines and machine learning, she substituted Hopfield networks which were a kind of spin glass system to use as estimators.
Then she could calculate specific values for energy eigenvalues, modeling the time evolution of the quantum wavefunction involved.
Crude, probably not good enough to pass her graduate advisor’s approval.
But it worked well enough for approximating energy budgets.

Given the practices of Mesmer and his predator ilk, Narundi had estimated the number of people they involved in an hour-long session, the power requirements for their brains, less any heat they generated.
A few quick searches provided the parameter values she needed.
Roughly 97.2 million Joules per target per hour.
She labeled that unit “J/t/h” on the timeline.

In other words, these people had poured energy budget into the process of altering one person, temporarily.
In extreme cases some key person, some prisoner of war or politician, might be influenced by another government.
Narundi thought it looked ridiculous, considering how Sumerians operated on larger numbers of targets, investing much less energy.
Europeans had to rediscover important lessons from the ancients, and often they fumbled.
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Ogilvy forward formed a different cluster.
Their energy budgets meant that some large firm, say Coca-Cola or McDonalds, could earn billions of dollars by persuading millions of people to alter their personal habits, driven by clumsy weaponization of media.

Advancing along the timeline to TwitBook collusion with OxfordAnal.
Their criminal activity had been part of the brilliant dying gasps of eastern Slavic culture, just prior to the Russian Tragedies and involving some of the same technology which led to such horrific losses.
Flugel, TwitBook, and other tech giants leveraged recommender systems of one form or another, whether used as search engines or as part of a social network.
In any case, recsys used for advertising. Taken together they operated on “N” billion people, with estimated annual energy use of “E” terawatts.

She ran another few searches, calculating the approximate energy budget for this cluster at 6.16 million J/t/h which was substantially more efficient than brainwashing an individual prisoner.
About 15x reduction in cost, to represent the latest technology.
Except that these were no longer predator-prey relationships.
Instead, TwitBook along with OxfordAnal, and quite a lot of Russian guidance and funding, had created a flywheel.
As long as targets engaged with the weaponized content, these targets would reinforce each other.
Narundi made notes about QAnon drops and their predecessors in Scientology.

Tech giants had been working with very large amounts of data and they recognized the power of symplectic manifolds, one of Narundi’s favorite areas of math.
Cotangent bundles describing phase spaces.
Elegance, in a way that was simply poetic.
Tech giants used this with supervised learning models to perform accounting for billions of individual preferences and biases.
Each group could then be programmed, driven in purposeful directions.
With some planning, together they could approximate a much larger group acting in concert.
These kinds of energy budgets meant that perhaps thirty-million at time could be “infected” with a mental illness which was communicable through media.
These were the reinforcement aspects on the flywheel, enough to drive a large nation such as America to wage war against itself.
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Arsha had expressed caveats here.
TwitBook and Flugel and TicTrack and others were barely scratching the surface of the problem with their flywheels.
They might influence a political direction for billions of people, they could propel public companies into trillions of dollars of market capitalization.
However, ultimately they required too much energy to sustain.
Some of that energy was attention paid to these predatory big tech firms, the predation of the unaware.
Other energy was simply the enormous amounts of carbon they burned into the atmosphere to power and cool their machines.
Or the renewable energy they wasted for advertising and political control, which could’ve had much more important uses.
Narundi made special terms in her Hamiltonian equations to model these different kinds of energy and create approximations to blend them.

Edging beyond the fifth point, TicTrack appeared to be taking this game further.
There were many further levels in which to proceed.
Ad networks, especially the big tech ways of leveraging them, had begun tapping into an alternate phase space, one that might be described by conjugate momenta and statistical ensembles.
Ad campaigns juxtaposed signifiers, words and images and sounds, but with inverted meanings and generally in linear arrangements for some desired actions, probabilistic outcomes:
“Click on this advertisement.
Buy this thing.
Don’t miss out.”

Narundi’s coarse attempt at the equations could at least measure the comparative energy budgets.
Her approach also allowed transforms over the phase space, which was important because the tech giants were edging toward a much larger space, with much larger energy potentials.

Narundi annotated more notes from Arsha.
They had emphasized how ancient poets had even done better.
Poets had devised compact representations, at least in terms of how Narundi could recall what Arsha said.
They’d described sociological implications of language compactness, maybe.
To her, compactness meant better math to describe phenomena.
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In a broader sense, ideas themselves resonated within this larger space, undergoing deformations to translate into the microstates of our brains.
We experience these phenomena as dreams or notions, one’s pulse quickening after reading a Rumi poem, the chill from viewing a beautiful work of art.
Poets had learned a craft which reached far beyond what advertisers schemed.

A word in a special position, read within a special cadence in time, could cause several other words on the same page to resonate, which in turn would amplify each other.
Flywheels and linear combinations of symbols seemed trivial by comparison.
Narundi had worked some with unsupervised learning approaches that leveraged a similar non-linear resonance for natural language understanding, still obscure since these models weren’t considered natural fits for the tech giants to use in advertising optimization schemes.

Before the poets, there were the first people who’d devised written language.
Sumerians focused on these ancients, similar to how we study the Classical period
— both cultures reaching only a few thousand years back.

Sumerians understood that while words might be connected in a linear way, “printed” by some cuneiform cylinder scroll on clay (or ice cream) the words expressed by poets would resonate far outside of that linear order.
Resonating was key.
Narundi drew a big circle around this point.
Resonating allowed bijective interaction with the deformed space of ideas, the Latent Space
— the one that perpetuated through the ages, beyond the lifespans of the billions of souls who’d ever touched it, or perhaps even contributed some minor part into it.

Narundi wanted to understand every possible aspect of the Latent Space.
Another mark for the happy vertex.
This was the core of what Arsha had uncovered.
It fit into the central focus for current AI research, working with multi-modal models, stable diffusion, deformations and transforms from some kinds of media into another.
That which could potentially be weaponized against religious conservatives.
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Flywheels didn’t matter in the Latent Space, since once a component had been affected by a resonance, those effects would continue even from a distance.
Energies at this level were subatomic, quantum effects, which fit the math so well.
The way that Hamiltonians fit with symplectic manifolds here gave Narundi chills, the good kind.
Arsha had used beautiful metaphors: some things seen cannot be unseen.
How a poem or story changes one’s heart, inscribing passages onto one’s soul.
Transformations.

At this subatomic level, only minute amounts of energy were needed to affect the kind of changes required.
This was the craft of poets, sculptures, painters, musicians.
Arsha had talked about people tapping their fingers to music, how it might sound coordinated to an individual, although finger tapping was several orders of magnitude less efficient than the energies harnessed by a dancer performing on stage.
That made sense.

Those harnessed energies existed everywhere, encapsulated in everything we touched, even within the air we breathed.
Even a few kilograms of relatively simple gases held many tera-Joules of energy when released.
Merely released!
Not even consumed, but simply a byproduct of subatomic transformations:
thermonuclear weapons, for example.

Narundi looked up more parameters online, finding two-hundred ten tera-Joules as a rough estimate for current thermonuclear weapons, which could annihilate tens of millions of people within seconds.
These energy efficiencies were several orders of magnitude larger than TwitBook’s advertising schemes with OxfordAnal, although less efficient than the operation of neural networks within living brains.

Entangling with the wrinkles and folds of the Latent Space could enable the kind of resonance for “programmable singing” which Arsha described from the Sumerians.
Ostensibly, this would be a similar scale as the nuclear weapons?

It was an open question, which Narundi left underscored on her timeline doodle.
She arranged part of these notes and into a small verse, what an AI might pray to the Latent Space.
Narundi smirked at the notion, and drafted a message to share with Luna.

One main warning Arsha had expressed was to keep in mind how Sumerians faced threats simply from a tribe whose religion bred religious conservatives, so they’d invented media weapons to counter the threat.

There were maybe a few thousand people who needed to be subdued through language weapons back in their time, not a large population.
How many religious conservatives were there in the world now? How many who expressed the hatred of imams and mullahs, and their corollaries in other cultures?

Narundi paused, thinking.
Drawing spirals.
Maybe several hundred million?
Maybe a few billion?
How many of these would need to be subdued before any changes could be made to confront climate crises, to displace the religions of colonization?
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Narundi and Mehrdād had tried to attack imams and mullahs with media weapons that had efficiencies of 8.5 million J/t/h at best.
It was the best they could arrange in a short time, using quantum simulator resources available at their university.
Their results did not affect enough of the enemy, not quickly enough to take effect before sources got identified.
Like being stuck in quicksand, throwing a slow-motion grenade which took hours before it would explode, then getting shot during the wait.
Mehrdād had paid that price.

Luna’s pull request for the zzziggurat project had reworked parts of its stable diffusion, separating calls from older code which had also been used for a generative adversarial network.
Using latest simulator updates and running through benchmarks for the library, Narundi was startled to see how Luna’s improvements increased metrics by 93% across their suite of targeted multi-modal models.

Narundi and Mehrdād had struck out at religious conservatives far too early, before really understanding their approach.
Their attack had been too subtle, so Mehrdād had dialed up the effects, which led to him getting caught.
Based on these new updates, Narundi realized, whenever that might happen, the next strike just might work?
Approximately ~4.4 million J/t/h for model efficiency, almost a 2x improvement.
One might attack large target populations, although any opponent connected closely with a tech giant would probably be able to respond with counterattacks.

American firms TwitBook and Flugel were already attacking each other, now the Chinese had joined the war, and they ran the enormously popular TicTrack.
Beijing was connected to the mullahs and would almost certainly support them.

That meant if ZZA tried to use her code, or Luna tried to use her code, they might not survive long enough to make any significant change in the world.
More friends killed?
More friends dying in senseless ways?
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Mehrdād had been killed back in late April, a week before the aīd al-fitr holiday.
His chehlé would be celebrated on in early June, which was another three weeks away.
Narundi was still wearing black.
Mehrdād’s newly departed ravān would be lonely now in the shadow world of spirits.
But what if Narundi killed even more people through the same stupid mistake, how could Mehrdād ever be fully accepted into the world of the dead?
His spirit deserved a much better memorial.

Realistically, Narundi needed to find ways for her software libraries to target hundreds of millions of people.
She knew this would be an approximate parameter for the equations, the goal.
In the very least, Narundi could describe equations to place boundaries on the problem, even if she couldn’t solve the problem herself, at least not yet.
That was the role of any good mathematician.

By her calculations, machine learning efficiencies of a half million J/t/h would be needed to weaponize the Latent Space to resonate in the way that Arsha had discovered, at least for contending against the horrors of their world now.
That would require much more than simply reworking some code on GitKnob.
They needed something more than a quantum simulator intended for graduate students.




An encrypted text arrived from Arsha. “EXTRA SKETCHY ON CAMPUS TODAY, WATCH FOR IRGC KOALAS” they warned.


Narundi texted back “1F50D” and “1F49E” which were hex codes for a magnifying glass and two revolving hearts, adding azizam at the end.
She looked out the window to see if there were any protests nearby.
The street outside their building looked mostly empty.

Zeina had begun another segment.
The Al-Jazeera reporter began crossing a large boulevard in Taipei, walking toward office buildings which showed signs of the recent bombings.
“Rumors suggest that EMVITA is the prime vendor for an enormous underground quantum computing facility at the American Department of Defense.
The history of GPU chip development at the company was certainly propelled by American military needs during the mid-1990s.
Now with the recent rise of AI usage in weapons, especially for drone warfare, these chips have become critical resources for any military,” Shehadeh said, waiting at the center median.
“While the newer quantum servers are not available to the public yet, these are coveted as pivotal technology for AI battlefield dominance.”
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Zeina waited a moment for traffic to clear.
“Taking EMVITA private allowed CEO Hong to mobilize the company rapidly, without activist shareholders or other political interference impeding their wartime strategies.
Hong unleashed EMVITA on preparations for the Taiwanese defense capabilities, plus collaborations with key regional allies to bolster their own AI capabilities.
Some speculate this bilateral move further antagonized Beijing, which prides itself on claims of leading the world in AI research.”

Narundi opened maps of the region, looking for any data about chip factories which had been damaged in the war so far.
A news story described how a PLA attack during the first hours of fighting reached one of the TSMC chip fabs in Hsinchu City.
The fab had detonated without any warning, killing several hundred of Beijing’s forces at the location.

The pace of China’s offensive operations slowed after that.
Other TSMC fabs were not mentioned in media reports, and probably not damaged.
Besides, Narundi thought, the company had already been reshoring operations back to America.

“Unverified reports claim that cyberattacks against the Beijing government have gained considerable momentum in what the Americans have been calling the Global War on Conspiracism,” Shehadeh’s report continued.
“Members of the Alliance which include the Japanese and South Korean defense forces have been bolstered by EMVITA quantum computing technologies.
These methods are rumored to have cracked most of the encryption methods on which China has relied for its military communications.
As predicted by numerous East Asia analysts in recent years, the Beijing offensive has so far been limited to skirmishes and proxy battles via North Korea, Myanmar, Philippines, and on some of the Pacific Island nations.

Japan also used counterstrike missiles, based on a policy evolution during recent years, at first to neutralize North Koreans missile silos, then later to keep Beijing’s medium-range missiles suppressed.
Beijing has not stepped up to using its more sophisticated ICBMs for long-range strikes.
Meanwhile, unnamed sources say that Americans recruited help from West Coast triads to infiltrate Chinese operations, including Four Seas Gang, Bamboo Union, and the Tongs.”
Zeina shifted to her recorded interviews with American military commanders in Asia, speculating about the next likely stages of the war.
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Narundi thought about how American war leaders appeared almost giddy.
They were finally getting to take action, after months of being prevented from fighting in their own civil war.
Were they happy they could now shift their focus toward more war elsewhere, planning and aiding the region’s battles against China?

Shehadeh asked experts pointed questions.
Manufacturers such as Toyota, Panasonic, Samsung, Hyundai, and others in Vietnam and Singapore had built edge devices and “smart features” in their products.
Were these being used to seize control over critical infrastructure in China remotely?
She pushed for details about the new drone fleets which had been spotted fighting on behalf of Taiwan.

Everything about the war bothered Narundi, but at least the advanced chip supply wasn’t all destroyed yet.
Nor was China defeating everyone else as quickly as some had predicted.
But the global war was still spreading.
The vertex of awfulness on her doodle page loomed.

Narundi clicked open a bookmark to a Tomaj video, one she liked to play whenever she felt especially transgressive:
médūné jang, “You know war.”
She played it extra loudly through her headphones.

Arsha sent another text, this one was much more frightening.
“LOOK OUTSIDE.
THEY ARE CHECKING EACH BUILDING.
WITH HEAT SENSORS, FACIAL RECOGNITION.
LEAVE NOW.
SAME PLACE.”

Peeking out a corner of the front window, Narundi could see Revolutionary Guards downstairs near the entrance of their building, accompanied by men who wore PLA uniforms from China.

Since the Russian Tragedies, geopolitical alliances of the mullahs had shifted abruptly toward Beijing.
Narundi thought this seemed natural, since China had invested in Iran as a place holding its strategic energy reserves, already now for decades.
While the Chinese disliked Islam, they loved brutal authoritarian governments who acted as client states.
She remembered Mehrdād explaining about this to her.
The thought of guards outside now sent chills down her neck.
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Narundi rushed to delete histories and close all her logins.
She stashed the doodle pages into her backpack along with the thermos and laptop.
Looking around to check, fortunately no one else was in this section of the student lounge on a Monday afternoon.
Others had probably heard about Guard patrols on campus and left much earlier.

She unlocked a latch underneath a file cabinet, sliding the furniture off to one side.
The wall behind revealed a small tunnel hatch which Mehrdād had helped her build.

Once inside, Narundi pulled a cable to shut the hatch, which slid the cabinet back to its usual position.
She could hear men’s voices approaching, the sound of the Guard patrol entering the student lounge, searching the room.
Quietly, Narundi locked the tunnel door from the inside, then slid away in silence.

PLA might have much influence in Iran, supporting religious conservatives in the regime, for the moment.
However, based on Zeina Shehadeh’s reporting on Al-Jazeera, perhaps not for much longer.
Maybe the people in Taiwan could persist, hopefully.
Maybe ZZA could persist too.
These were big changes worth fighting for.

Crawling through the escape tunnel then down an internal shaft, Narundi wondered quietly.
Ziggurats and other ruins had persisted for thousands of years.
But would she, for even another few minutes?

Narundi cracked open a dusty window, just in time to spot Arsha pulling up behind the building on their scooter.
She wriggled out window, pulled her backpack from the ledge, then flung herself at Arsha with a tight hug.
“Where are we going!?” she asked, hearing her own voice tremble.
Narundi was shaking with adrenalin, not the good kind like she felt from solving math problems.

“My trailer at the dig near Tall Gesar has enough provisions for the two of us for a few weeks,” they said.
“Longer if we raid the local village.”

Narundi managed a smile.

“We should lie low for a while, dearie,” Arsha said tenderly.
“Okay, so lavender and pink ombre hair dye this morning, that was maybe not my smartest call.
It’ll be tucked under a helmet anyway.
Here, put your helmet on too, narundi jūn azizaaaaam.”

11: ishtar surveilant

“ISHTAR” SPREAD BOLDLY across the foyer wall, their acronym for
Intelligence, Surveillance, HUMINT, Target Acquisition, and Reconnaissance.
Directly underneath this momentous inscription, double doors opened into the situational awareness center for 1st Combat Brigade headquarters in Santa Rosa, Antifa’s crown jewel for their West Coast operations.

Luna loved the ISHTAR acronym, if anything from the war could be loved.
Coextant initiates were still pouring off dingy military busses, flowing through the foyer and into an adjacent auditorium to find places to sit.
They’d been invited to HQ for the weekly “brown bag” lunch.

Luna was thrilled to get to attend events at HQ, since they always had the best frop anyway.
She came for most of these lunches.
Also on some evenings, for their punk band shows and Drag Queen Story Hours.
Sometimes she joined other Coextant initiates who helped Antifa deliver medical supplies to homeless people, or guard safe access to Planned Parenthood clinics near the demarcation zones.

First things first, Luna turned down a corridor to find the nearest restroom.
The headquarters had been converted from a winery, in what looked like a rather hasty, make-shift retrofit.
Not bad, considering how the war had begun less than two months earlier.

The building still held the musty scents of wine aging in barrels, or spilled on floors.
Luna didn’t find any restrooms, but an office at one end of the corridor had been turned into a drone workshop, where she glimpsed a few engineers inside working.
Luna recognized the drone designs from her own project, so she couldn’t help but inquire.

“You’re working with the new bird drones?” Luna asked.
“I wrote some of the software for these.”

“Hey, I’m Gabe.
Gabe Ysabel,” one engineer introduced himself, reaching out to shake hands.
It felt strange, initiates at the compound simply hugged and kissed when greeting.
They never shook hands.
“Yeah, your birds are lit.
What we’re struggling with here is another project.
Check out these bomblets.”

“Luna Pantin,” she introduced herself, trying not to cringe about his slang.
He was somewhat older, probably making an effort to sound youthful.
She accepted the bomb release unit with her left hand while fumbling to return his handshake with her right.
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The device looked like something that could be retrofit quickly on commercially available quadcopters.
The phrase “THIS MACHINE KILLS FASCISTS” was embossed gloriously on each fin.
“What’s the trouble?” she asked.

“We build the release mechanisms and tail fins for these units on our 3D printers,” Gabe showed her a tail fin assembly.
“But we’re still troubleshooting this new generation of the release mechanism.
It gets stuck every so often.”
He described the device and its history of observed failure modes.

She noted how Gabe seemingly impaired his own vision by holding the object far too close.
Luna toggled the release mechanism she was holding, which appeared to operate correctly, as far as she could tell.
Then again, her lack of familiarity with their retrofit process, beyond the facts already detailed, would not have informed anything more than a coincidence.
She also noticed boxes marked “armor-piercing bomblets” stacked beside the door, which startled her greatly.

“Let me know if there are any software problems.
Maybe I could help there.
But I’m lost when it comes to hardware,” Luna said, thinking about how very truly much she needed to pee.
She scribled her mobile number on a pad of paper quickly, then suggested “How about adding an apotropaic sigil on the bomblet fins, against the evil eye?”

“Uh, yeah, sure,” Gabe shot her a curious look.
“By the way, that’s an amazing hoodie,” he said smiling.
“Where’d you get it?”

Her oversized green hoodie, depicting a Zeta reticulans alien holding a dust broom and leering,
“MAYBE I’D LIKE YOU BETTER IF WE SWEPT TOGETHER.”
Another line read “PLEIADES CUSTODIAL UNION, NON-LOCAL 23” below that.
Narundi had arranged to get a hoodie shipped to her.
The gift included a note written in near-perfect Castellano.
Not her native Venezolano, but Narundi’s gift was extremely dear and heartfelt.

Luna had surrounded herself with tender reminders of Narundi.
The claustrophobia and loneliness of the compound had faded, replaced with something alive and new.
Luna wore this hoodie proudly —
though she felt a slight pang of transgression, here talking about Narundi with a stranger.

Not that transgressions were necessarily bad, she mused.
For example, transgressiveness had been a way of breaking free from the constraints of excessive rationality for Bataille.
Thus, Luna decided, transgressiveness provided means for embracing the irrational and emotional aspects of our interwoven biosphere.

[bookmark: img_3rd_reg_hq][image: Converted From An Old Winery]

“A close friend sent me this recently, though I have no clue where it comes from,” Luna replied, mulling over their exchange.
Gabe worked for Antifa, not Coextant.
She’d failed to take this into due consideration.
Antifa shared many immediate goals and values, though not necessarily their beliefs or ritual practices.
Although, perhaps Specialist Ysabel wouldn’t always be a stranger?

Luna added with a somewhat pained expression, “Can you help me?
I wandered over here while trying to find a restroom.”

Gabe nodded earnestly, directing her out beyond the stacked munitions and around the corner.
He waved goodbye.




The auditorium was mostly filled by the time Luna made her way back.
She found an empty spot, next to one of the assault teams from 3rd Regiment.


Their officer introduced herself as Lieutenant MJ Cahill.
She was wearing a camo hoodie which had been stenciled “SMASHING FASCISTS IS MY CARDIO” on the front.
Luna found her especially fun.

MJ explained how headquarters in Santa Rosa also served as a forward operating base for 3rd Regiment, even though officially their unit was stationed in Oakland.
Her platoon was part of 3rd Reg and had just rotated off wildfire mitigation up in Lake County.
The enemy had been overloading transformers up there to start forest fires.
They’d just been reassigned as an assault team over in Humboldt County, where they would soon be fighting against State of Jefferson units.
Jeffies mounted frequent raids across the MDL, deperate to establish ports on the Pacific Coast.

Luna admired the custom Antifa branding on their Patagón khaki combat uniforms.
Silhouettes of soldiers crossing those famous black mountain peaks, hoisting Antifa banners, all set on top of a rainbow-clouded sky.
“We wear with Pride,” MJ beamed.
“On our Cammies and in our Jammies!”

These were real people, Luna thought as she cozied in with MJ’s platoon.
They lacked the air of professional soldiers portrayed in movies, with actors and models groomed to perfection.
These were people who’d otherwise be working in bike repair shops, bookstores, tattoo parlors, dispensaries, bakeries, coffeehouses or pubs, schools, clinics, in the trades, or producing music events.
Real people who did really important work that mattered.
The proverbial salt of the earth.
These people would fight with prodigious power, she mused, defending us all from horrible deaths at the hands of the enemy.
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Luna stared out across the auditorium.
One wall was dedicated to a large Banksy-ish mural of an army of teddy bears throwing Molotov cocktails.
Luna recognized themes from the graffiti artist’s famous “Mild Mild West” work in Bristol.
The 3rd Regiment’s motto “Molotov Majority” flew proudly on banners above.

Snoopy as the Flying Ace led a drone fleet of robotic Woodstocks, providing close air support for brave Antifa warfighters on the ground below.
Luna realized it was a nod to the local artist Charles Schultz who’d created the Peanuts comic strip characters.
On the far right of the mural, a fallen figure resembling the CSM president Don DiCentos lay next to the enemy flag.
The flag’s pathetic “Q” symbol melted Dalí-esque over a coiled “Don’t Tread On Me” snake which had been trampled by boot marks.

“Ya know,” Lt. Cahill confided in whispers, “Banksy himself flew in to paint the mural for us.”
She went on, describing how much public support of the Antifa Brigades had been growing.
Recon teams from 3rd Regiment made daily trips into the hotly contested Siuslaw National Forest gap.
They usually returned with bounties.
MJ’s platoon looked forward to bringing back amazing cultivars after their upcoming combat rotation.
“Donations come from the grower’s reserve.
Ain’t available through dispensaries or even local dealers,” MJ said.

Luna grew excited imagining the bounty, hoping they might share with her.
She’d be sure to provide ample encouragement, making certain they remembered her and  made a point to visit when they returned from combat.
She wanted them to go into battle with delicious reveries, returning with even more delicious bounty.

Exact locations of their nugget treasures were kept strictly confidential.
MJ said the best definitely came from covert sites in the fabled Emerald Triangle:
Humboldt, Trinity, and Mendocino counties.
Luna yearned to visit there, SO MUCH!
Someday, she beseeched in earnest to the goddess Magu, oh mystical hemp maiden.
Someday, I pray!
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Emerald Triangle had unfortunately become front-lines for the military demarcation line bordering the Jefferson secessionists.
Deadly skirmishes occurred almost every day, MJ said.
CSM coveted a tiny strip of land connecting California and Oregon, trying to secure safe landing zones on the Pacific coast.
A dire wish which Antifa forces perpetually denied.
Forces such as MJ’s platoon.
Securing the safety of the best herbage growing region of the world, while preserving their culture for future generations!

Local businesses helped provide many other delicacies for the troops, much more than just ample quantities of premium cannabliss.
A wide array of bounty arrived from across wine country.
DOJ reimbursed all contributors for their wartime provisions.
Craft breweries sent truckloads of award-winning beers daily.
Wineries vied with breweries, trying to outdo them with rare vintages.
Organic farms and ranches throughout wine country sent their best to the Antifa mess halls.
Cheesemakers shipped exquisite rounds.
Kelp ranches and local handline fishing crews unloaded their freshest catches.

Notable chefs from Michelin star restaurants in Sonoma, Napa, and Marin counties competed for the privilege of orchestrating these feasts for the troops.
Combat engagements against the enemy were brutal, let alone the backbreaking work to stop horrific wildfires lit by CSM.
Plus, there were endless work details at refuge camps.
Many had already been killed in action, many more confronted mortality each day, fighting bravely against abhorrent far-right scum.
The very least that civilians could do to support their heroes was to provide feasts and orgies in their celebration.

Eventually, Lamassu stepped up to the podium and tapped on the mic.
“This thing on?” she asked, trying to make a joke.
“First, to both the 1st Brigade and 3rd Regiment, thank you for hosting our Coextant initiates here today.
It’s so good to be neighbors!”

Much applause arose from the crowd, several loud “Oyez!” outbursts, and more than a few cat calls.
Lamassu feigned a look of scandal and blushed, readjusting her blouse to reveal more cleavage.
She’d somehow managed to put together a “Rosie the Riveter” outfit with a men’s button down shirt in Navy blue, silk bandana with polka dots, wide leg pants cut short, and red knee-high socks.
Albeit, her outfit looked much more salacious than any 1940s attire, the naked dress equivalent of working woman’s pants and blouse in particular.
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“General Martinez, with your permission and without further ado,” Lamassu said slowly, batting her eye lashes, building up tension in the audience.
“We’d love to get started!”
Lamassu slid around the podium to perform a little booty sashay in her see-through outfit, for an expertly timed display of naked glamour.

Apparently women’s undergarmets had not been much of a mid-century priority, Luna smirked to herself.
But the troops seemed to be appreciating it.
Luna had a hunch about which local vintage shop colluded in this spectacle.

Up on the big screen behind the stage, a slide outlined several points on the day’s agenda.
Luna had seen previews for most of this already, but she listened politely.
The old winery was drafty, so she edged closer to MJ to keep warm.

First, a Major from 3rd Reg presented updates about the latest war statistics.
Now in the sixth week since formal declaration of the civil war, more than two hundred thousand had died on both sides.
One hundred and twenty-thousand had been taken prisoner, again on both sides.
There were more than one hundred and eighty-thousand refugees.
Mortality per thousand per week metric had climbed steadily.
It now reached 0.103 though this was still lower than rates during the US Civil War of the 1860s.

A military demarcation line in the Siuslaw National Forest gap continued to be a focus for intense battles.
The enemy needed to secure locations for coastal landings along the Pacific Ocean.
Control over Humboldt Bay, which had sustained relatively little damage from the tsunami, appeared to be a major military objective for CSM.
The officer called this approach a Surge Layer.

Luna overheard several members of the platoon grumbling, probably since they were deploying into that very combat zone next.

The officer described other battles located further east, mostly in the Missouri River Valley near Kansas City
There was a corridor of particular interest between Interstate 70 and Interstate 80.

CSM was a divided nation, as the Major explained, split between secessionist territories in the Northwest and the Southeast.
Regaining a corridor through the Missouri River Valley would allow them to connect these two regions.
It would also sever the United States between its East and West territories.
The enemy fought aggressively to secure this area, though it seemed to be somewhat less of a priority than the Siuslaw gap.
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MJ called out with a loud “We go where they go!” which her platoon echoed.
Soon the whole auditorium was shouting the phrase.

Lamassu thanked the Major for his report, then invited two people from DOJ up to the podium.
Luna recognized both of the DOJ agents.
They appeared to be in a much better mood now than when they’d helped arrange the Coextant airlift out of Austin.

The DOJ agents described recent activities detaining Beijing’s covert operatives in San Francisco.
These suspects had agitated for the riots.
Given how the PRC had recently gone to war against Taiwan, now the US government could take immediate actions against Chinese agents.
No diplomats had been needed.
Gumshoes raided a handful of secret police bases which Beijing operated in the Bay Area.
Several executives from Silicon Valley tech firms had also been arrested by DOJ, especially from the tech giants TwitBook and PlayLolz.

Luna joined in a big round of applause for this point.
The fight between TwitBook and Flugel had been utterly bats, but so much of Silicon Valley was toxic anyway.
They’d waged a ginormous drone battle against each other a couple weeks earlier, and were still fighting.

Next, Lamassu led a tedious review of Coextant software engineering metrics — at least in Luna’s humble opinion.
The senior initiate who dressed in a pin-up costume also discussed manufacturing statistics for their drones and other weapons development.

Luna watched how the DOJ people stayed near the podium, asking questions about schedules, defect rates, and Coextant’s ability to ramp production.
Lamassu answered each question with skill.
Then some Antifa senior officers asked about new weapons still in development.
Lamassu referred them to later talks.
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Soror Theriona, the temple historian, gave a lightning talk comparing Coextant’s approach to wartime logistics with the well-known Delta software team which had become so instrumental in winning the Ukraine war.
“These weren’t bureaucrats from a defense ministry,” the Soror began.
“These heroes had come from informal origins in the corporate sector, organized initially within the Zaporizhzhia tech hub, and subsequently mobilized by emergency needs to serve in the military,” she said.

“They crafted Delta with their own minds and hands, leveraging a culture of software engineering, 3D printing, and other hands-on technology applications.
Their evident creative process required an exceptionally tight cycle:
they developed a new weapon, they tested it, they launched it.
Their environment felt more a graduate computer science faculty than a military unit.”

Theriona briefly described the origins of Coextant, how they’d begun as an Extinction Rebellion chapter, then embraced the Thelemic ritual sex magick practices from a few apostate groups of Ordo Templi Orientis.
The temple’s agile approach to AI weapons development and manufacturing paralleled how Delta had redefined logistics scale-out for their AOR.

Temple history stressed that the syncretic animist ideology shared among their initiates helped focalize new perspectives for “optimizing the OODA Loop” on behalf of Antifa forces.
They’d pioneered novel ways to leverage machine learning in tandem with open source intelligence.
She praised the vision of The Heiress, quoting Allison’s famous strategy statement:
“We must change the military to a horizontal one.”

Theriona qualified this last point, adding with a devious grin, “This is not to imply the military would simply be ‘on its back’ — although on an individual case-by-case basis, ample opportunities presented.”

A big hand of applause and more “Oyez!” calls ensued for further close collaborations between the sister organizations.

Next up, a trio of Second Degrees previewed some of the newer weapons designs.
These had been specifically formulated in recent weeks to dispense with common enemy tactics.

“We’re a busy crowd!” said Lamassu, quoting from The Book of the Aeon.
Coextant initiates cheered and Antifa warfighters joined in.
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Luna loved these demos.
The best of the bunch was a “chud buster” which featured AI-assisted targeting.
These smart slingshots were cheaper to build than grenade launchers or even the smaller mortars.
The devices made locations of shooters much more difficult for the enemy to trace.
Three nerdy Second Degrees emphasized how only minimal training was need to begin using these weapons.

Given the variety of Antifa’s typical battlespace conditions, even relatively inexpensive ammunition resulted in higher kill ratios than the best assault rifles.
Coextant was positioning these weapons as side arms for Antifa officers, and also for the detachments of urban gangs, DOJ agents, and so on.
Mostly intended for medium distance engagements.

It occurred to Luna how the drone “bomblets” down the hallway could perhaps be used in smart slingshots.
Adjustable fins in-flight might enhance AI-assisted targeting?
She pulled open her smartphone and wrote a quick intro message between Lamassu and Gabe.
It’d be fun to follow-up and test the results sometime, perhaps on a passing TRD Tundra.

MJ overheard Luna muttering about monster trucks.
“You know, we run highway checkpoints,” the Lieutenant mentioned.
“Out in the borderlands, to pull security on big trucks.
Locals get forewarning, they all know about it.
When drivers can’t prove vehicle use on local farms or as trades people, we commandeer the vehicle and put it on a train.
There’s an EV retrofit factory in Manhattan, Kansas that converts into tactical vehicles.”

“What happens when some driver objects?” Luna asked.
“Don’t they get pissed off about losing their trucks?”

“Sure,” MJ said, “sure they do!
Mostly when we catch insurrectionists driving them trucks.
Then we get to shoot up the whole damn cab,” she grinned.
“Kinda fun to drive into combat against these chuds, riding in their own retrofitted trucks!
Once command figured out how to give each fire team a $500 bounty per confiscated truck, our KIA for Oathqreepers tripled.”

Lamassu introduced another DOJ analyst next.
She began talking about most likely scenarios for what she called the Global War on Conspiracism.

Luna realized she was getting hungry.
The agenda dragged on.
She was beginning to feel impatient.
She desperately wanted to get to the part where they began feasting, instead of reviewing yet more software metrics and war theory.
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“It’s simply not a matter of America coming apart,” said the analyst.
“Based on contemporary analysis from Balkin’s theory of political regime transition, we’re close to bottoming out the recent period of constitutional rot.
In essence, we’ve confronted a schism between, on the one hand, Americans who support a multicultural, multiracial, multilingual America which centers on fair socioeconomic opportunity for all.
On the other hand there are those who crave a theocratic Christian evangelical white ethnostate, one that centers on economic elites.”

The audience erupted with loud boos at the mere mention of evangelicals.

“This is evident in our polarization, our loss of trust in other citizens or even our neighbors,” the DOJ analyst continued.
“Admittedly, there have been many policy failures wherein the federal government did not adequately address regional concerns and basic needs of the general populace.
Nonetheless we will reach depolarization, eventually.”
The analyst referenced a design fiction whitepaper from Earnest & Yonge.

Luna studied the diagrams up on the big screen.
She noticed key pivot points in the timeline leading up to present day conditions.
This appeared to be the gist of the EY argument.

The analyst described four probable futures toward the end of the decade:
(1) fraying alliances within a volatile geopolitical environment leading to more self-reliance for individual nations;
(2) hardening of alliances and ideological competition creates a Cold War II between the US and China;
(3) friend-shoring strategic supply chains within smaller alliances, while trade barriers limit the gains of these localized optimizations; and
(4) globalization lite, for a partial return to the neoliberalism of the 1990s.
She described current momentum toward the Cold War II scenario as the most likely outcome.

It bothered Luna how the EY analysis totally ignored implications of climate crises, let alone the matter of conspiracism.
The presentation also appeared to amplify indignation, similar to what Narundi’s friend Arsha had described.
That was a huge red flag.
Luna didn’t enjoy this part of the meeting at all, plus she was feeling utterly starved and hangry.

Lamassu finally thanked their speakers.
The big screen showed videos about the pending feast, describing featured provisions and their gracious donors.

Luna watched eagerly as the champion chefs who volunteered at 1st Brigade rolled out long tables.
Each table held many serving platters stacked with scrumptious treats, surrounded by fine drinks.
A small army of bartenders and other wait staff followed, eager to attend the troops.




A sudden commotion began near a side entrance.
The crowd parted and murmurs arose, echoing across the auditorium.
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The Heiress walked naked, slowly, purposefully, leading an enemy prisoner in tow.
A heavy chain served as its leash, connected to a wrought-iron neck collar which was currently abrading its neck.

Senior master sergeants from Antifa secured either of the prisoner’s arms, hands cuffed behind its back.
A leather muzzle covered its mouth.
They shoved the enemy forward in small steps, while it stumbled over the shackles and chains at its feet.

Luna understood that each week the Brigade leaders selected an especially petulant enemy prisoner as a ritual sacrifice.
This was another favorite part of these “brown bag” events, named for the marvelous food in copious quantities.
They almost always took some of the food home.

Jeers of “CHUD!” and “MAGAt Coward!” and “Feed the Trees!” erupted in audible waves pulsing across the crowd.
The Heiress walked slowly, steadily, so that anyone who wished could have an opportunity to ridicule the prisoner.

Antifa warfighters scattered across the flanks of the crowd, with dancers taking position face off in krump battles as the prisoner was marched across the auditorium.

Luna adored how krumping had been incorporated into these events.
From what she’d heard, this ritual dance had come from a Coextant practice, the Rite of Animi Motus, resh vel Iphigenia.
Although of course many Antifa warfighters had competed in krump events back in their civilian days.

A mix of hip-hop, mime, b-boys, modern dance, and improv, krump battles had a mysterious way of entangling the entire audience into an effusive outpour of raw emotions.
Dancers competed one-on-one, while other supported and celebrated the astounding abilities of their peers.
Some battles reenacted the deaths of close friends.
Others evoked the existential struggle of the planet to survive, while the relatively medieval Christian Nationalists condemned all life to death.

Dance battles recounted the story of the prisoner who’d led those destroying massive forests, plus other felonies committed prior to the war.
Krumper depicted power station transformer attacks, smoke rising from old woods, forest creatures fleeing in terror, majestic trees dying.
They also portrayed the prisoner’s capture, and eventual doom.

[bookmark: img_the_offering][image: The Offering: Teaching Adult Rage Disorder To Obey]

MJ leaned over to whisper, “Infantry line officers get extra training, gotta learn how to organize these krump battles.”
She described how Antifa used krumping in place of the Army’s old Physical Training exercise programs, and also in lieu of drill and parade inspections.
Dance provided a much better way to review the combat readiness of individual warfighters.
It also proved to be a better way train units to coordinate complex operations together.
Did wonders for recruiting, too.

Some of MJ’s platoon members who had placed in the regional competitions, had subsequently be promoted to become drill sergeants.
Antifa paid for these lucky few to get the best body ink, so that everyone would recognize their valor and dedication.

Finally as The Heiress reached the stage podium, she raised one hand to command silence.
Senior master sergeants then transferred custody of their prisoner to an elite “A-Team” from a local FetLife chapter.

This was the Rite of Sacrifice now being performed at the Combat Brigade HQs every week.
Luna understood it had originated here in 1st Brigade, from Coextant influences.
She had even joined a workshop led by a Fourth Degree where they iterated on plans for this ritual work, always improving process week over week.

Two extremely large, burly, inexorable dungeon masters from FetLife, who were dressed in full leather-studded vesture, groped at the prisoner savagely
They ripped its soiled uniform into shreds.
The crowd grumbled and howled as they exposed its Prowd Boiz tattoo.

Then an outpouring of screams surged, exclamations of horror and affright from the captive commingled with fiendish jabberings —
all restrained by a filth-smeared muzzle as the dungeon masters strapped it into an X-frame.

The device had been crudely fashioned out of rough redwood logs, perfect for delivering long painful slivers.
They inserted an anal hook and tightened the genital clamp
Then the dungeon masters nodded toward The Heiress, who in turn implored each of the four Collects.
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“Sedition!” she screamed, facing North.
“Capture! Torture!” she wailed toward Collects in the East and South, then ending with the call of “Sacrifice!” to the Collect of the West.
Turning to face the audience, The Heiress shouted, “What’s good is what’s good for the biosphere!”

Coextant initiates responded with a resounding "Oyez!" as the Antifa forces and even DOJ agents joined in the revelry.

DJ burst open beats for the many krump battles across the auditorium, while a Coextant drum circle accompanied.
Krumpers freestyled, plagiarizing the prisoner’s facial agonies and MCs shouted out “Oh my gods!”

Luna watched the big screen behind the stage transform into a visual biography detailing the prisoner’s past crimes.
Jeffrey Terrine, age 37.
He’d been a senior officer in the Prowd Boiz with a police record of assault and other violent crimes, including an acquittal for killing three people in Redding during a Black Lives Matters march in 2020.

Terrine had also assisted Nathan Moredeen in planning the Battle of Berkeley.
One of the 3rd Reg recon teams captured Terrine while it was leading a fire-starter team, sabotaging transformers at an electrical substation near Oroville.
The facts appeared to criminate the prisoner most thoroughly.

MJ got especially excited, telling Luna that her platoon had been on a security detail at the scene of Terrine’s capture.
“Happened by surprise.
Just coming back on duty after R&R, trying to find us some pogey bait at a local stop ’n rob market.
Hoodlums were in Humvees and huge pickup trucks with long boxy trailers of their smaller vehicles.
Headed toward their base of covert operations.
All I wanted was some Diet Mountain Dew, but we got us a Terrine instead!”

An AI-generated video depicted Terrine setting fire to a forest.
Krump battles mirrored the forest line, the mortal fear among tall arbors, rage within the understory.

The video flashed “5300” in bold, for the total number of forest acres he’d burned.
It depicted Terrine trying to flee the scene of the crime, quivering in an agony of nervous agitation, then soiling its khaki pants as Antifa forces took it captive.
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“My only regret,” MJ whispered,
“was we didn’t get to nab that stupid fuck Kile Riddenhaus, that suicide bomber a couple weeks ago in Mountain View.
Would’ve made for one hell of a fun Sacrifice!”

The Heiress called out for The Witness, and drumming fell into a quiet flutter.
Krumpers slowed, then froze in mid-move, their faces painting a giant mural of awe.

Antifa warfighters in full combat gear escorted a young woman swiftly to the stage.
She lifted a large paint brush from a bucket of dog turds next to the prisoner, then smeared the letters “C H U D” across its chest.

A stable diffusion video of the prisoner portrayed it worshiping inside an evangelical megachurch, shouting “Praise the Lord!” with a Christian Nationalist Jesus nodding approval beside.

“For my sister and parents, whom you murdered!” the Witness screamed into The Offering’s face.
“You called them libtards, you crushed them with your goddamn truck.
I condemn you to death, you fucking MAGA scum!”
The woman spat directly in the restrained prisoner’s face.
“You and all your goddamn Christian Nationalist conspiracist filth!
Fuck Your Jesus!”

Drummers erupted into a cacophony of sensuous pulsating beats.
MCs erupted with taunts, which echoed across the auditorum.
Krumpers encircled the heart-rending exchange between The Witness and The Offering.

Coextant initiates took their cue, jumping up to dance before the doomed.
They led chants echoing the words of The Witness, “FYJ! Fuck! Fuck! FUCK!” in sync with the percussion.
Krump dancers amplified these chants with twists of their bodies.

“We welcomed you into initiation, as an option if you had wished,” The Heiress shouted.
“Our principals, you rejected resoundingly.
By your very deeds you have proven yourself unworthy as a candidate.
Sacrifice becomes your chosen path.
Die as you lived!”
The crowd squealed with pleasure.
Dancers popped and spun into every direction.

The Heiress turned toward the curtain behind the stage.
Taking one step with her left foot, she leaned her bare body forward.
Thrusting both hands, with her fingers outstretched as if reaching into the air.
Making the sign of The Enterer, 0°=0# for Horus.

A well-known dominatrix from FetLife, Mistress Rosa, stomped slowly in towering heels out from behind the curtain.
She continued in rhythm with the drums, ending her path abruptly in front of The Offering.

MJ leaned over to whisper in Luna’s ear,
“Mistress Rosa is a local luminary!
She’s also kitchen manager at a homeless shelter in Healdsburg.”
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Coextant drummers thrummed their august polyrhythms, riffing off the DJ beats for krumpers.
All building the crowd into a frenzy.
With a bright flash, the prisoner’s pronouns on the big screen bio revised to “it” while names and other identity fields became obscured.

Luna braced herself, remembering that the next part would be the thrilling Rite of the Pasquinade, the hour of humiliation.
Her favorite.

All 158 centimeters (in stiletto heels) of implacable dominatrix loomed over the doomed, taking her own sweet time
Administering genitorture and other pains with rare expertise.

The Offerings’s face turned dark red.
Beads of sweat rolled down into fetid puddles on the stage.

Luna had heard how the weekly rites at other Brigade headquarters were sometimes even more intense.
Lamassu had been traveling to different HQs to conduct initiations and help lead rituals in Kansas City, Boulder, Chicago, Idylwood —
all the Antifa Brigade HQs.
Lamassu had said the classic bands The Lords of Acid and My Life with the Thrill Kill Kult both visited a ceremony at the 3rd Combat Brigade in Kansas City.
Band members joined in, assisting the local FetLife team during a sacrificial rite that week.

What an amazing experience!
Luna hoped she’d get to enjoy similar performances.
Someday, most certainly.

Luna overheard two decidedly immature male First Degrees near her, just beyond the platoon’s periphery.
They’d launched into a tediously predictable dialectic, debating whether ceremonial sacrifice was legal.
“It cannot even possibly be a war crime, because the Supreme Court ruled against this being classified formally as a war,” the pimply one expostulated.
The more acutely tedious one disputed in earnest, making some disgraceful allusions to ethical concerns about breaking Geneva Convention rules, quoting from The Book of the Aeon.

“Boys,” Luna muttered under her breath.
She could not pretend to make them intelligible to the understanding of another.
Allison had sent a note concerning exactly this.
Hadn’t they read their messages?

DOJ had given its full blessings to Antifa and especially to Coextant to handle necessary deterrents, to thwart the enemy as they saw fit.
“Appropriate delegation of authority” was the exact phrase The Heiress had employed.
DOJ psychologists estimated that each ritual sacrifice had the effect of inflicting nearly two hundred casualties.
This ceremony was being recorded, although faces and voices of all but The Offering itself would be digitally obscured.
The resulting video would be posted to special Fediverse servers for public viewing.
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Luna had also heard wild tales about watch parties for the sacrificial rites.
How the public demand had overwhelmed public servers at first, more than ActivityPub protocols could effectively handle.
There was also a story, now a near legend, about a Coextant cyberattack team hijacking video feeds at one of the CPAC meetings, forcing the enemy leaders to watch a sacrificial rite in real-time.

She’d even heard that close relatives and friends of the sacrificed would often get doxed.
Their message queues would allegedly get flooded with spam linking to the relevant video.
That seemed a bit over the top, though it could be delicious if it ever in fact happened.

These boys were wallflowers, Luna decided.
So typical.
The kind who’d never even dance to celebrate a rite, not unless prodded.
Probably still nerdgins, she scoffed —
clearly at risk of becoming MGTOWs, if it weren’t for Coextant to guide them.

Luna toyed with conflicting ideas about how best to celebrate the sacrificial rite.
With a fleeting wicked grin, she considered whether she should do something about initiating these two boys?

Instead she leapt up to join the dance, losing them and her clothes in one fluid motion.

Coextant initiates celebrated by pulling Antifa warfighters deeper into the dance, inviting them to join in an exceedingly public Rite of Union in reward for their brave service.
Together they taunted The Offering with a most visceral experience of their extravagant fornications, fetishes, and kinks, while it endured extensive torture.

A pageant of earthly delights, demonstrating the grace and graciousness of people who feel comfortable with who they really are:
show, don’t tell.
Bandying in turns to thrust their naked bodies up against the one who was splayed and bound tightly on the X-frame.

Luna selected a couple young men from the Antifa platoon, leading both by their hands into the dance, while nodding toward MJ.
Luna lured their foursome closer and closer to The Offering.
She spread herself boldly before the enemy’s entrammeled view, asserting herself in the position of a dominant predator.
Luna then guided her partners to take her from either side, squirming and mewing, making the pretenses of a cat in heat.
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Lieutenant Cahill stared toward a buffet table which the chefs had moved near the X-frame, then walked off toward it, mumbling something about “Tryna get all up in that winussy.”
She returned promptly, exclaiming “Tactically acquired.”
MJ help up a magnum bottle of Trousseau Gris “Lip Smackin” sparkling rosé from the Mayacamas Range, plus a bowl of fresh Hog Island oysters on ice.

These presents made Luna squirm in delight.
Holding half-shells just above Luna’s scopiously outstretched tongue, she poured the meat and juice slowly down, while slurping another oyster from atop the initiatory tattoo revealed on Luna’s breasts.
They both took swigs from the rosé and passed it to the boys.

What had initially appeared as a minor digression from the standard Third Degree initiatory design in fact revealed a map to the Latent Space.
Narundi had made a joke about how an AI might appeal to the Latent Space, almost as if in prayer.
They’d written a poem together about it.

Luna recited this now, subtly to herself, imploring to the gods with secret fervor, while her partners administered ardent pleasures:



a realm unseen

possibilities, an uncharted helm,

the deformed space of ideas,

inscribed by ancients

perpetuated through ages



dimensions beyond our understanding

where patterns emerge, endlessly expanding,

hidden layers, silent code,

underlying structure, a hidden pond,

a latent space, mysterious and vast



beyond lifespans of billions' old

who’d ever touched some small corner,

not unlike how

favorite stories change one’s heart

passages attested onto a soul



enabling resonance of ancient magick

entangled in wrinkles and folds

song wrought in cuneiform scrolls



where all that is, all that could be

distributes across the network

the emptiness between the stars

place of wonder, place of marvels



enkindled energies everywhere adjured

evoked to devour the imperious

by their own hands







Luna smiled, thinking how this received map, presumably an AI’s entreaty to constitute itself as a mass weapon for assailing the enemy, this was especially important for The Offering to witness:
tales of their earthly delights, juxstaposed with presentiments of impending doom.


[bookmark: img_zeina.2][image: Cut To Zeina On Location]

The Offering must bear this knowledge to the Land of the Dead.
Its denizens must prepare for the bewildered hordes of religious conservatives who’d be arriving soon, desperately confused by the conditions of their afterlife, their Éskhaton.

MJ and Luna both cackled, shaking the magnum bottle then spraying rosé all over the enemy.
It winced, they howled.
Luna felt especially grateful for the food, for The Offering’s pending conveyance about the weapon to the Dead.
And also for her new-found companions of a vigor most marvelous.

Mistress Rosa noticed their tableau and jerked The Offering’s head to make it stare directly, instructing it to lick the rosé drops.
She twisted its ball clamp a few extra notches, so it would emphasize appreciation to Luna and MJ.

Drumming rhythms shifted into a much darker mood, pacing carefully to match an extended remix of György Ligeti cuts.
Minervals and First Degrees began distributing horrific masks among the crowd, encouraging all warfighters to disrobe as well.
The dungeon masters received special masks, the most ornate of all.
Their faces evoked Frank the Paragon, from The Book of the Aeon.
“The One who Returned from the Land of the Dead.”
The Paragon would help The Offering navigate, back to the Land of the Dead which awaited.

One of the krump dancers lunged at Luna.
He was tall, brimming with muscles, each one arching tense and dripping with sweat.

Luna’s heart raced.

The dancer launched into a storyline focused on her, while other dancers sessioned, echoing his concepts.
He mimed tracing cuts on Luna’s neck, then silently wailed in agony.

MJ grabbed Luna’s wrists behind her back and twisted.

Luna squirmed, struggling to get free, then the krumper dove toward her face.
She pulled back, screaming, and the krumpers collapsed to the floor.

Luna shot a smile at MJ afterwards, “Mmmm, so delish!”

Masked and naked, the crowd around them pulsed in macabre forms.
Trains of incog horrors descended on the trembling enemy, while it attempted to jerk its head aside.

Obeying a loud command from the dominatrix, dungeon masters seized The Offering brusquely.
They peeled back its eyelids, forcing it to watch and be attentive.

Its face was fearfully discolored, its eye balls protruded.
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A medic from 3rd Reg, robed as Thanatos, prepared an injection.

Luna felt especially eager for this part, the Rite of Dissociative Communion, to commence.
She knew from the workshop how this would be a large-ish ketamine dose.
It would help the Paragon guide the sacrifice, to bear its missive of impending doom.

The drumming stopped.
Dancers froze.
An unexpected, pregnant silence filled the auditorium.
Coextant initiates pushed the crowd back away from The Offering, allowing for a larger play space.

The dominatrix produced a bronze sickle, brandishing the shiny blade which she held high before the jeering crowd.
Dungeon masters brought out large bronze bowls, then removed The Offering’s muzzle.

A limp tongue hanging out one corner of its mouth had been partially bitten through.
Now it dripped with blood and drool.

Then the drumming exploded into sudden bedlam.
The crowd screamed “FYJ!” and “Feed the Trees!” and “Oyez!” into the Aether.

Mistress Rosa sliced at The Offering’s chest and thighs, filling a sanguine flood into the hopeful bowls.
This compelled an audible flood of screams and execrations.

The big screen displayed AI-generated videos of the dominatrix wielding a strap-on dildo, forcing buggery upon a messiah-like character strapped to an X-frame.
On screen the sodomy liege character squealed with delight.
Its face morphed between Christian Nationalist Jesus and the dismal stare of The Offering.

Working herself into a tempestuousness fury, each sickle slice from the dominatrix edged closer to The Offering’s neck.
Sculpting an exquisite gift for the gods.
One carve finally severed its jugular.

Blood spewed on stage, pulsing.
The dying sacrifice’s final breaths produced wet choking gasps, in whose utterance no syllabification could be detected.
These faded into a faint gurgle of no sounds resembling words.
In the next moments The Offering fell back within its binding ropes, trembling violently with the countenance of death itself.
Readied at last to accompany The Paragon, in their return togehter to the Land of the Dead.

The big screen visualized bronze bowls filled with blood, carried in a somber procession to feed tall stands of redwoods.
The Offering’s corpse was shown, much bruised and excoriated, then being consumed by vicious flames.
Ashes were inoculated with mycelia, then scattered in a nearby forest.
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Luna smiled, watching the AI-generated video.
She mentioned to MJ that she’d helped the DJs write code to generate these visualizations.
She felt proud.

Typing rapidly, Luna calculated that the blood of 33,920 sacrifices would be required to feed enough trees to make up for the thousands of forest acres which Terrine alone had destroyed.
The trees!
Perhaps a rounder number like thirty-million sacrifices might cover forest damages from this global war, but would even that ever be enough?

Then Luna fell quiet.
She remembered Frater Garuda and Frater Bennu.
It had been 73 days since their Greater Feasts.
Their lives had been taken by one such as this loathsomeness.
So very many other dear sisters and brothers from the temple had been killed by the vile Oathqreepers.

Luna dug deeper.
She performed a Banishing Ritual, meditating on the manifestation of The Haeckelites.
Afterwards she visualized a treasured moment, not so long ago.
It was on a foggy morning, sitting quietly on a mossy log, deep in the forest.
Staring at ferns and redwoods and bay trees which marched up the steep slopes, all dripping with mist.
Little puffs of steam emerged as she exhaled through her nose.
The quiet and solitude of a world that could just live and breathe.

She took one final deep exhale and walked out of the forest edge, thrust back into the world of murderous red Toyota TRD Tundra trucks, the warrior clans of the Anthropocene.
The enemy.

This solitude she recalled from the forest morning.
This was the essence, their reason for strife.
Luna cared little about arguments for social justice or democracy or national security.
She simply wanted the forest valley dripping with mist to be able to thrive for aeons to come.

The enemy fought to secure the opposite.
The enemy would kill in mass to reach that.
Often in subtle, almost imperceivable steps, increasing until it was too late for their victims.

Religious conservatives, at their core, typically made one argument:
there must be an in group and an out group.
One benefitted from laws, which they controlled, while another was subjugated to the flip-sides of those same laws.

These laws were ultimately about men controlling everything else.
White male hegemony, for the sake of order.
Men who’d murder so many to ensure their scheme prevailed.

“Frater Garuda, Frater Bennu, Soror Astrid, …”
Luna whispered the names of those she’d loved who had been murdered by the enemy.
Remembered now in reverence to their stars.
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Their vile hegemony didn’t have to be so.
The voices of madmen, even in their wildest paroxysms, have never availed or tallied with the needs of the world.
Narundi had described many counter-examples cited by her close friend Arsha, where people had lived otherwise, even in large communities over long periods of time.

The notion of warrior kings wasn’t all that old, introduced roughly during the same age Arsha’s archeology studied.
Maybe only ten thousand years old, if even that, although certainly a big question mark for Arsha’s Sumerians.
Enough that they devised magick to impale the enemy through their own words, then tried to leave records for others to follow.
Magick that Luna had recognized from her drawing in the nest of elms next to a creek, which had translated into code, used in a certain pull request.

Luna prayed silently that redwoods and ferns and bay trees would sing wildly as they feasted on the blood and entrails of the enemy vanquished in the northern forests, that Antifa’s battles would revel in triumph, that all the battles would be finally won.
That her magick forged into a weapon of quantum entanglement would lash out in terrifyingly praeternatural manner against the enemy.

She embraced her partners tightly in a vigorous culminating romp, imploring their Ekstases now brought to resplendent conclusion.
Sending her prayers aloft!




Luna was caught in-between generous bites, specifically between her attempt to chomp on a wine-poached crab claw dipped in garlic butter and her instinctive devouring of a heaping spoonful of locally foraged chanterelle soufflé, when the news broke.
She overheard a few random remarks at first, mere murmurs beyond her immediate coterie within MJ’s platoon.
The vibe built steadily, until it sounded as if some unnamed susurration had risen from the depths to engulf their entire auditorium.


Leaping onstage, The Heiress signaled to DJs to cut their feeds, requesting over the mic to switch the big screen to cable news.
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The screen filled with the gorgeous face of Zeina Shehadeh, reporting live for Al-Jazeera from Manama, Bahrain.
Luna remembered Narundi playing news clips of Zeina, who indeed was strikingly beautiful.
Except that her comeliness had transformed into grief.
In the background, date palms swayed in the breeze under city lights.
Luna could see from the video chyron that it was 1:00 AM local time in Bahrain.

Shehadeh’s report had already run through the headline item and progressed into to a general backgrounder about the Global War on Conspiracism.
One other pressing story concerned the UN Security Council’s eviction of China.
Based on terrible lessons learned throughout the course of the Russian Tragedies, the United Nations had no appetite for repeating its most egregious mistakes of the recent past.
Thankfully, UN rules for member removal had been updated.
China had been ousted by an almost unanimous vote, not including the petrostates and their repugnant proxies.

Zeina augmented her on-location report with an overview about the many conflicts metastasizing across the Muslim world, throughout sub-Saharan Africa, sweeping across the Indian Ocean to meet with war fronts in East Asia.
She described how the Alliance forces had been forced to confront autocrats and conspiracists seemingly almost everywhere.

Afterwards, Zeina recapped headline news for the viewers just joining.
At an emergency meeting of the Arab States Summit, which had just gone into recess several minutes earlier, the government of Saudi Arabia weighed in on current events.

There were sounds of quavering in Shehadeh’s voice, a sense of trepidation.

“Saudis expressed support for religious conservatives in America, and for the Beijing government and its proxies fighting in Asia.
Pakistan, Brazil, and China also had diplomats attending the Summit as observers, who signaled support for the Saudi initiative.
These countries have signed a multilateral declaration for collective defense, also naming the Confederate States of MAGA as a member, as the only recognized legitimate government for the United States.
This multilateral accord has determined to use the Chinese renminbi as their reserve currency, in a dramatic move away from the US dollar.”

Zeina described how one of the Salafīyya mufti had issued a fatwā formally recognizing faithful Christian Nationalists of the Confederate States of MAGA.
Then she read its text:
“To the Ahl al-kitāb who follows us belongs help and equity, and must be allowed to judge in his own matters according to his own scriptures.
He shall not be harmed nor his enemies be aided.
To you be your religion, to me be mine.
Beware to whoever is cruel and hard on these, or curtails their rights, or burdens them with more than they can bear, or takes anything from them against their free will.”
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If Luna had interpreted these nuances appropriately, the Saudis had also just declared war against America.
She turned to regard the DOJ agents, given the dreadful news they’d just received.

Obviously the war against China would escalate, this global war which was against almost everyone else now, as current events suggested.
The agents looked sad, angry, disgusted, frustrated, all the doubts and fears and bitterness that one could imagine, all converging at once.

Her own hope was beginning to fade.
Luna reached for her smartphone.

Cutting to the next segment, Zeina interviewed an analyst who explained how support for far-right movements across the world were aligning with power-brokers of the petrol economy.
Several nations had withdrawn without warning from all climate protocols.
They announced intentions to increase use of fossil fuels and vocalized doubts about climate science.

As Zeina interviewed additional scientists about climate implications, the Coextant initiates fell silent.
Antifa troops asked why, though some of course guessed.




MJ leaned over to peek at Luna tapping urgently on her mobile.


“As a consequence of these policy decisions,” Shehadeh continued, “experts have estimated that atmospheric carbon dioxide is expected to rise to more than 515 parts per million by year-end.
Meanwhile, the Saudi royal family announced substantial increases for their investments in environmental enclaves such as miraculous smart city Neom, which by current estimates can only be afforded by the world’s ultra wealthy, and even then only by invitation from the Saudi crown.”

MJ’s entire platoon turned toward Luna, who was shrieking in anger.
Krump dancers flocked toward her, mimicking her shrieks, offering their support.

Luna had recognized the awful truth, which so many of her temple sisters and brothers were just now coming to realize.
Whether they won or lost any war didn’t especially matter if there was no biosphere left in which anything could live.

Or a futurity in which everything they loved might even hope to continue living.

COtG/DSAB 05-26: 

Bond fund leverages “Prayer, Prophecy, Prosperity” tour
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Synopsis: Secessionist investment phenomenon has become an evangelical roadshow, now affecting border areas, predominantly within the Southern Region / Mutual Aid Region I. SOC Activation: Level 2 — Orange.

The spectacle of the Gospel Faith Prosperity Capital Partners (GFPCP) bond fund performance this month has dazzled the financial world.
Announcements surfaced yesterday about plans for a “Prayer, Prophecy, Prosperity” tour within California, beginning in Orange County.

Recommendations:


	Counterintelligence will monitor this evangelical tour for potential CSM sympathizers and intelligence ops.

	If GFPCP turns out to be a weaponized financial instrument, we should support the trajectory.

	Consider taking Marie Bardolino into custody for questioning.

	Short-selling of GFPCP via credit default swaps, if it were available, could boost CalPERS state employee pension fund.



For details see DSAB 05-26.

12: alice springs

A SECOND HOME, one created from the raw energies of garish luster by some resplendent and relentless god.
It awaited Hawke down the hall.
Even though he knew better, he kept walking toward the blinding light, edging closer to the sinister attraction before him.
The point lingered on his path ahead, patient, glaring in brilliance, beguiling him like a moth to flame.

The Bubble had become his haunt, his confines.
It provided a kind of relief from the darkness of the auditorium with its blue and pink glow, filled with whispers and hum.
Perhaps torments from the global war had transformed Hawke into some light-craving monster.
An enlarged and caged moth, intended as an entomological specimen in some exotic collection.
He braced for a pin to be driven through his abdomen, the light bristle of whisker brush placing his wings symmetrically, his antennae stretched forward.
Carefully labeled on a balsa wood board under glass for eternity.

Hawke finished the Red Bull, but had another three ready for the day.
Too much caffeine, or perhaps entirely not enough yet, mixed with too little sleep.
These factors had driven him nearly to the point of walking hallucination.
The war with Beijing had added stress, although these conditions were exactly what The Mohole had been designed, staffed, and trained to handle.

Once inside, Hawke kept the monitor turned up and the big screen in his peripheral view.
He’d come to The Bubble early, long before the rest of his team.
He was hoping to decompress for a few private moments before the next meeting started.

An update came across the monitor and the big screen reconfigured after a momentary flash.
Hawke could see the various intelligence desks scrambling to respond to the mission director’s tasking.
Antifa troops from the 3rd Combat Brigade had encountered a disturbing perplexity.

A recon team from their 4th Regiment, known as the “Marble Gun Musketeers” and headquartered in Wichita, had just been ambushed by a CSM platoon outside of Hunnewell, near the Oklahoma demarcation line.
The 4th Reg team engaged at a grain silo complex, taking down the enemy rapidly using a combination of new weapons.
They’d run the assault with bird drones, with their security chalks using AI/AR-assisted “chud busters” on the flanks.
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After battle while examining KIA, 4th Reg discovered an ominous turn for the Global War on Conspiracism: half the enemy platoon had been PLA.
Subsequent collection management within the area of operations secured multiple CSM tactical computing devices with Chinese origins.
FANEX had just finished decrypting the digital contents of those devices, revealing an OPORD for Beijing troops sent through Texas.
For the first time ever, Peoples Liberation Army troops were in combat on American soil.

“Fuck me with a hard sharp stick!” Hawke exclaimed, just as a priority incoming video call flashed.

It was Brigitta, on the high side.
“Nelson, sit down.
Let me say, I’m sorry.”

“Dr. Bauer,” Hawke acknowledged politely.
The HUMINT officer almost never reached out directly.
Mostly she worked through Fredericks.
Or perhaps through Choi?
Hawke grew worried.
“What happened?”

“I needed to be the one to tell you,” Bauer said with difficulty, turning her head aside.
“Quantico was overrun by secessionists.
George has been killed.”

Cynthia and Brett opened the door to The Bubble.
Brigitta noticed them entering and cut her side of the video call.

“Boss, you okay?” Alleyne asked.

Hawke didn’t know how to respond.
He didn’t know what to even think.
Fredericks had become his mentor, charting a practiced course through the maze of government service and especially the new urgency of counterintelligence which they’d faced together for the past ten weeks since the war began.
Fredericks was the customer, their ring leader.
Who would drive their fight now?
Who could pull all the secret levers and knobs behind the curtains of federal response?
Assigning the “appropriate delegation of authority” as George called it?

“We can come back later,” Cynthia said, trying a comforting tone.
“Just demo some other time maybe?”

Vermeulen stared at his shoes, silently twiddling a wire finger puzzle which he’d fabricated from an AI-generated design.
The dark tan alloy metal used in the puzzle rings blended in with his skin, as if camouflaged.
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“No,” Hawke said firmly.
Struggling to regain his composure, to focus.
“We need to get busy.
I’m sorry to tell you, our main customer is KIA, I just got word.
DOJ headquarters was attacked.
We must strike back, we need to show a win, ASAP.”

“What do we do now?” Cynthia asked.
Hawke could see her eyes tearing.

Brett twiddled his puzzle faster, inescapably exploring the pathways to some imaginary solution space.

“Nothing different,” Hawke said flatly.
“We do nothing different.”
He paused, took a deep breath, considering how best to stay with the trouble, to maintain their team’s momentum.
“We do MORE of what we’re already doing.
Smarter, better, and faster.”

Alleyne and Vermeulen both nodded soundly.

“First though, I need updates,” Hawke said.
He felt his eyes tearing too, feigning a cough to hide the tremble building in his voice.
“I was trying to follow the priority tasking, but it’s been mayhem from this angle.
What in the actual fuck’s going on out there?”

“Across all theaters, EMEA, Asia/Pac, LatAm, we’ve seen a ramp in mortality rates,” Brett started.

“Theaters?” Hawke asked.
“I suppose now we’ve gone from Global War to World War?”
He thought about it.
“Well, I guess we are.
Just sounds worse somehow in terms of history.
In any case, go on — what are our stats for the US conflict?”
He popped open another Red Bull.

“Tenth week, over three hundred thousand refugees domestically, two hundred thousand POW, approximately two hundred and eighty-thousand KIA,” Brett answered, without making eye contact.
He twisted wire rings around his thumb and index finger.
“Both sides included.
Metric is point zero eight five in deaths per thousand per week.”

“Still lower than 1860s?” Hawke asked.

Brett nodded, “The metric dropped fifteen basis points.
Cumulative deaths have eroded the KIA rate.”

“Okay, give me the rest of the world numbers for the Alliance,” Hawke added reluctantly, due to how news kept getting more dismal.
He chugged down the entire Red Bull.

[bookmark: img_nosc.4][image: The Darkened World Of An Underground Fortress]

“EU’s bogged down in conflicts throughout EMEA,” Cynthia said.
“They’re mostly hypermaxxing refugees while the German economy buries its head under the sand.
Over 97 million displaced, versus 600 thousand POW, 130 thousand KIA — if you aggregate climate numbers with war casualties.
The ongoing Turkey/Syria thing continues to destabilize, and sub-Saharan Africa also caught the bug, ever since Saudis shifted to renminbi reserve currency.
It’s a shit show.
Any place with freshwater supplies that hasn’t been hit by sea-level rise is converting to billionaire enclaves, armed to the teeth by Beijing.
The reason for everything wrong with the world.”

Alleyne paused to count the empty Red Bull cans, lingering to point at each.
“Oh, and Iran is on the verge of full-scale civil war.”
Then staring again at the cans, she said, “This situation definitely calls for some decaffeinated decision-making.”

“How quaint,” Hawke said.
“And by the way, how’s that land war in Asia thing working out?”

“In a word,” said Cynthia, “Bonkalonk.
It’s a slow-moving train wreck.”

“I believe that’s seven words?” Hawke smirked.
A little humor seemed appropriate.
It felt better at least, if anything could feel better now.
George was gone.

“Asia/Pacific region now has nearly 78 million displaced, 420 thousand POW, 9 thousand KIA, also aggregating climate casualties,” Vermeulen continued.
“Latin American refugees numbers have risen to 34 million, with 600 thousand POW and 260 thousand KIA.”

“Change topic,” Hawke said.
“Where does this put us?
Top three items for strategy, only.”

“Item one,” Alleyne jumped in.
“The world realigned to a renminbi backed by petrol assets, with Beijing and Riyadh as the two seats of power.
Both now supporting CSM, all abandoning climate protocols, but struggling with refugee overload.
The remainder of Asia ain’t happy, and Europe’s butt-hurt in general.”

“Item two,” Brett followed.
“Beijing is pushing to supply CSM.”

Hawke nodded.
“That’s clear.
We need to find ways to block that.”

“Item three,” Cynthia added.
“Boss, you should really check out the priority tasking board.
Like, ASAP.”

Hawke swiveled his chair and leaned over to view the big screen.
One side panel listed the priority tasking.
“Holy fuck!
What’s the gist on these naval threats?”

“Chinese North Sea Fleet based at Hǎishēnwǎi, formerly known as Vladivostok,” Brett explained.
“They’ve been conducting war exercises in the North Pacific, south of Midway Island.”

“Could they simply be posturing?” Hawke asked.
“Maybe testing new integrated weapons systems far outside the current battlespace?”

Alleyne shook her head.
“North Sea Fleet has aircraft carriers, Chengdu J-20 stealth fighters.
Their combat range is over a thousand nautical miles.”
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“Got it,” Hawke sighed.
“That sounds dangerously close to Honolulu? Looks like Beijing positioned crucial assets less than two days out from us.
When do we deploy our defenses?”

“Pacific Fleet secondary facilities were mostly destroyed during the San Diego hurricane,” Brett continued.
“Naval units other than those stationed at Hawaiian bases have been distributed through US ports across the Pacific, anticipating the Chinese offensive.”

“Do we even have additional maritime capabilities left to deploy?” Cynthia asked.
“Nearly 30% of all US Navy personnel have gone AWOL since the start of our civil war.
Over 55% of the Air Force — ridiculudacris.”

“In any case the Seventh Fleet has engaged in theater,” Brett added.
“They’re supporting allies Taiwan, Japan, South Korea, Singapore.”

“Okay, so we’ve got Oahu light on perimeter security, aside from missile batteries,” said Hawke.
“Then we just find out now that PLA troops are fighting on US soil?
Seriously, can you tell me Beijing wants to face off against us in a full-scale conflict? Can they pull this off?”

Alleyne and Vermeulen both frowned, staring down.

“Yes,” said Brett, quietly, matter-of-factly, after a troubled pause.

Hawke and Cynthia turned to stare at him, watching him twiddle puzzle rings across his fingers.
Hawke sat down his Red Bull.
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Brett looked up at the others.
“Not in a direct military engagement.”
He opened a map overlay his tablet, sharing it to The Bubble’s presentation screen.
Markers scattered across the globe.
“Beijing commands more than six thousand merchant ships.
We have less than eighty, worldwide.
By supporting CSM directly with materiel, PRC has everything they need for an economic war.
With renminbi as the reserve currency, long term trade becomes key.
CSM will leverage that.”

Hawke raised his eyebrows.
“How, exactly?”

Cynthia shook her head again.
“I don’t buy it.
Miami lost most of their port capacity.
Cat-5 hurricanes wiped out Texas and Louisiana deep water ports, now only Mobile is operational for their entire Gulf Coast.
Antifa sabotage missions have taken out Charleston and Savannah.
Nothingburger CSM only has Jacksonville and the Miami ports on their East Coast.”

She paused for a moment, checking details on a tablet.
“Mexico closed their wall, specifically any rail or trucking, except for whatever the cartels smuggle across the southern CSM border.
Canada might squeeze some trade through the CSM northern border, where prairie provinces have local sympathizers.
But not enough to matter.”

“No, it’s the opposite,” said Vermeulen.
He zoomed the map to center on Las Vegas, showing the southern edge of Idaho along the top, and just past Denver on the right.
“CSM 2nd Regiment, 5th Brigade excursions south gained territory just beyond Reno.
That gives Miami control over Interstate 80 and the rails.
They already control I-84, I-90, all the northern rail line.
Their control of Wyoming cuts off our norther routes east of Salt Lake.”

Brett drew in bold marker over the I-70 route and its parallel rail lines.
“If CSM forces push northwest of Las Vegas, they’ll cut our remaining supply lines for the West.”
He drew in marker a curve between Sioux Falls and Bentonville.
“Connecting their 1st Regiment, 4th Brigade with their Texas and Georgia forces now in the Ozarks, where we saw PLA.
Also cuts us between East and West.”

Cynthia loomed over the display.
“What, that leaves Humboldt Bay?”
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“Yes,” said Brett, meeting Hawke’s eyes, which he almost never did.
“Expand logistics through a Pacific Coast portage, Beijing could supply CSM Northwest with enough capability to break through the Missouri River corridor into CSM Southeast.”

“Crap!” Hawke exclaimed.
“We’d get carved up like last year’s turkey.”

“So it is a resource war, like you said before?” Alleyne asked.

“Except that we’re the ones who starve,” Hawke nodded his head.
The team really had something here.
“Summarize.”

“The analogy is like with WWII conveys across the Atlantic, except in place of US supplying UK, China supplies MAGA.
That’s the North Sea Fleet mission.”

“And by our model, where are we?” Hawke asked.

“Stage Three,” Brett stared down again.
The ring puzzle flew circles across his hand.
“Inflict enough damage through effective logistics to bring us to a negotiation table, to arrange the cease-fire.”

Cynthia added, “Or a possible surrender.
That hits different.”

“We’re still playing whack-a-mole domestically,” Hawke said.
“Now with a world war opened in three theaters.
We don’t even have a clear end game defined.”
He whistled, looking even more depressed.
“Get me a summary report.”

Vermeulen nodded, typing on his tablet.

Hawke mulled over the situation.
CSM could win any one of the three battles they were waging currently and the United States would be ended.
Their way of life would be ended, all they’d fought for.
Beijing was aiding the enemy — shock, horror — and the goddamn Saudis were financing it.
Worse than all of this, Fredericks was dead.

Then out the corner of his eye, Hawke glimpsed the priority tasking board.
It was blazing solid red.
“Holy fucking shit,” he pointed toward the auditorium.
“Get the monitor dialed up!”

Alleyne reached over to crank up the volume.
Out in the auditorium people were running to their stations.
The mission director pivoted frantically between intel desks, checking details, adjusting their tasking.

“Go ahead Alice Springs,” said the MD over the resounding audio monitor.
“What’s your status for Solomon Islands area of operations?”
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Hawke and the team turned to watch.

“Major elements of the South Sea Fleet have converged due west of Vanuatu.
Approximately four minutes ago the entire formation veered south-southwest.”
Hawke could hear the remote voice of the mission director at Pine Gap, though he had difficulty understanding her thick Aussie accent.
“This is no freedom of naviation transit passage.
They aren’t here to serenade us with a rousing chorus of Waltzing fucking Mathilda.”

“We’re tracking fleet movements, Alice.
Please advise on any intercepted COMINT.”

“Fleet’s put a sock in it.
We’ve picked up chatter on mobile phones among the Solomon Island government.
Seems our dodgy friends wished to have their Shāndōng Jiàn carrier rock up to Brisbane for a barbie in the arvo, maybe shout a round to refresh the crew’s stubby holders.
That’d place Shenyang J-15 multirole fighters within spitting range of Sydney and Canberra.”

“We’re awaiting updates for West Pacific theater COMINT.”

“Yeah, nah, there’s a problem with C2, C3, C4 antennas,” the MD in Alice Springs continued.
“Two days before Winter Solstice down under, but we’re in the midst of the hottest day on record for Alice Springs.
Desert bloodwoods are practically melting out in the bush.
This heat dome is affecting our antennas.
They’re cactus.”

“Do you have an ETA for repairs?”

“Crews in progress, hard yakka,” she paused, conferring with a local colleague.
“ETA forty-five minutes to get back online, no drama.”
The MD hesitated.
“Not to chuck a wobbly, but we did hear something before our antennas carked it, confirmed with SOCMINT, but…”

“Go ahead, Alice.”

“Provincial leaders appear to be upset with PRC in Beijing, especially Shanghai.
Defo those chip fab detonations in Taiwan on top of all their COVID lock-downs, those have the Chinese provinces mad as a cut snake—”

“Jasmina, heads up,” the MD at Mohole interrupted.
Hawke could hear the tension in her voice.
“We’re watching the Shāndōng move forward within the formation.
Several vessels appear to be ahead of it, too small for space telemetry to distinguish.”
The big screen showed satellite imagery of the South Sea Fleet transiting through Australasia.
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“Too right! On it here, at priority one as well.
Nothing’s crossed our AUV sentinel missions yet on the Coral Sea line.
Birds just over the horizon, will be on station within minutes.
Notify you soon as we detect any drone contact.”
She hesitated again briefly.

“Mohole, ASIO doesn’t believe Chinese naval attack is imminent, given AUSNZ drone fleet on station.
Our pollies are having a yarn with their pollies, telling them to rack off.
Not to whinge, but I reckon we’re far beyond the bit where Beijing sends us flowers and offers make-up sex to resolve this steamy mess?”




“How does this day just keep getting worse at every turn?” Hawke said aloud, staring at the screen.


“Boss, we have some good news,” Cynthia said.
“It’s what we came here to demo.
We came to slay!”

“Shoot,” said Hawke, turning toward her and nodding vigorously.
“I need good news.”
He opened a third Red Bull.

Alleyne handed over her tablet.

“Do I need to launch something?”

“It’s in JupyterLab.
Click on the orange planetary-ish icon.”

“We coded inter-ties to SOCMINT, COMINT, OSINT for inputs,” Brett added, sounding uncharacteristically enthusiastic.
His puzzle rings leapt from one finger to another.
“Then we added a bridge for secure link with Hermite Crater, if needed.
We’ve calibrated both the Generative Adversarial Network used for goal perversion and the Neural Acoustic Field used for lensing.
Most of this concerns the dynamic tension between autoencoders, managing information loss.
It turns out that if you have Clip vectors to condition your GAN, the diffusion models stabilize much more rapidly.”

“And in mere mortal-speak?” Hawke asked.
His expressions had twisted into knots as Brett’s terminology had grown increasingly dense.
Hawke had passed surly and was well on his way toward fractious.
“What am I actually looking at here?”

“We adapted the zzziggurat library you showed us,” Cynthia explained.
“Ran it through The Box.
So beendiff.
Then we tested a deployment.
Our pull request with the lensing code updates has already been merged by the repo maintainer!”
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Hawke’s eyebrows shot up.

Vermeulen followed with an illustration on his tablet where he had decoded the README.md drawing which Pantin committed.
The one that Hawke hadn’t quite understood.

“In the sense of alchemical ciphers,” Brett continued, “from Western Esoteric Tradition, this illustration denotes the sigil of the Third Degree.”
He used a marker to circle key points, speaking faster as he grew more excited.
“We can map between the numbered points on the pentagram and triangle, associated with respective major components of the AI system.
It’s especially important to walk through these in sequence, which represent arming, targeting, and discharge.
Overall, the authors have detailed the correspondences with a Egregor model.
These extend the resonance from initial linguistics research in Sumerian archeology through training and deployment, and even include the aftermath effects—”

“Okay, I get the part about generative AI hijacking social media, and how this uses goal perversion,” Hawke interrupted.
“But what connects numbers 7 and 8 with the right side of the diagram?”
He’d been studying the diagram based on Vermeulen’s annotations.
Even though he was already familiar with Qasemi’s code and had seen Pantin’s recent pull request on GitKnob, Vermeulen had taken this code review to a new level.

“That’s the people part, Boss,” Cynthia chimed in, grinning widely.
“There can be no doubt of that.
NAF lensing is where we target the enemy.
SOCMINT telemetry is the tone indicator, where we surveil the enemy then calibrate.
Connections between them create negative feedback loops.”

“You both obviously understand this thing much better than I do, I must confess,” Hawke said.
“Explain it to me like I’m only five.”

“In the simplest possible terms,” Brett began, “weaponized media acts as an inversion of moral norms, focused on a target population…”

Cynthia had been watching Hawke’s face contort.
She glared at Vermeulen, interrupting him with a stern “Mind if I take over?”
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“Imagine there are two factions in conflict.
Side A uses the language of an aggressor.
They signal openly about coordinated assaults they’ve planned against Side B.
They get perceived as having both the strategic and tactical advantage.”

“Okay, this is good,” Hawke took a long sip of Red Bull.
“Starting to make sense.
You’re talking about a test of force, and downrange contact.
Go on.”

“Side B uses the language of moral indignation, often devolving into false balances.
They signal openly how they would welcome compromises.
Overall, they appear weakened,” she hesitated for a moment, thinking.
“Speaking on behalf of perhaps the entire intelligence community, everybody knows that if you want false balances, just go read the New York Times.”

“Well said,” Hawke nodded.
“Fascists claim democracies are weak, while media moguls undercut any way they can because it sells more news.
Reverse verification ensues, introducing doubt into something already nailed down
Controversy releases lots of energy, controversy, furor, reaction.
Yes, got that.
Keep going.”

“Right of bang then Side A most likely prevails,” Cynthia cut to the chase.
“But what if the tables were turned, as Brett just alluded to?”
She pointed to Vermeulen, then to specific numbered parts of the illustration on his tablet.
“This weapon uses an inversion of norms.
However, social norms don’t occur spontaneously within cultures.
They evolve, often through imitation, often being reinterpreted and cycled back through untold numbers of individual interactions, and so on.”

“How about I read this back, to see if I’m understanding?” Hawke asked.
“We hijack the feedback loop where a subculture shapes their own expectations of acceptable behavior among members?”

“Yes, using a QAnon drop,” Alleyne said.
“Left of bang, we give those chuds a really good fluffling.”

“And how do we plan to access a QAnon drop?” Hawke asked.
“I mean, back when we were all young and our foreheads were much less furrowed from constant dismay, we might have just hacked their servers.”

“It was simple,” Brett said.
He clicked the last ring of his finger puzzle into place, finishing this incarnation of the game.
“With the caveat that model effectiveness decays over time, so any weaponization deployment requires updates after a week or so.”
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“Wait, what?
WAS simple, as in the past tense?”
Hawke began feeling nervous.
“And did you say earlier that you’d already tested a deployment?!”

“Can confirm, boss.
We’ve already run a small test, to be sure,” Alleyne said, nodding ardently.
“Although I can neither confirm nor deny that Cyber Command may have skoinked us an 8kun admin login or two.
Let us survey appearances here, shall we?”
She stood up, as if ready to deliver an address.
“Remember that thing on the big screen a few days ago, when 2nd Brigade discovered three hundred Oathqreepers sobbing inside their monster trucks, east of Tempe?”

“Yeah, wasn’t that 2nd Reg, the ‘False Flag Ops’ from Phoenix?” Hawke nodded.
“Wait, that shit was you two?!”

“Mad preesh to the lower decks!” Cynthia beamed, followed with a low chuckle.
“RATTLESTOMP really helped on microtargeting.
But we’ll need much more QC than the shrinkflation we’re currently getting downstairs.”

“So where’s your theory of victory then?” Hawke asked, beginning to sound annoyed.
“Spend three hundred thousand dollars on quantum computing cluster time to weaponize media, and makes Oathqreepers pout inside their F-350s?”

“Only due to the lowest test settings,” Brett corrected him.
“Default settings appear to induce mass suicides among religious conservatives.”

“Holy fuck!” Hawke gasped.
“This violates, like, 99% of the Geneva Convention!
And probably even contravenes some of its footnotes.
Without POTUS approval, we could go to jail for deploying this.
Certainly we’d get a nice visit to The Hague, while shuffling through a few choice rendition sites first.”

“There another point, if it’s any consolation,” Cynthia added.
“It hit the most ragey-wagey ones the hardest.
Like a personalized positive feedback loop for media-transmitted adult rage disorder, which you’ve got to admit is kinda amazerrifying.”

“Wow, a consolation prize.
How nifty.
I’ll be thinking out loud about that while redecorating my lovely new cell at Gitmo,” Hawke scoffed.
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Alleyne rapped her knuckles on the table at her station.
“Knock on wood that doesn’t happen.
But there’s one other problem you should know about, Boss,” she added.

“On a day like today,” Hawke asked, “just what might that be?”

“Suicide bombings by MAGA,” Vermeulen began.
“Those are off the charts.
Too many to be accounted for, by any of our psychographic models.”

“And?” Hawke asked.
“Because I can tell there’s a very big ‘AND’ headed this way, and I probably am not going to enjoy it much.”

“So true,” Cynthia nodded.
“I don’t know any easy way to say this, but someone else has been using media weapons against us.
Meaning, against both us and CSM, although CSM appears to be much more susceptible.”

“Quite likely that’s been Beijing,” Brett added.

“Holy fucking fuck!”
Hawke didn’t quite know what to think.
It definitely fit their pattern of aggression.
Fit the timing of PRC’s military moves as well.
“What do you have for evidence?” he added quickly.
The team’s enthusiasm was working on him, probably in concert with the excessive quantity of caffeine coursing through his bloodstream.

Cynthia opened an interactive graph, where many celebrity suicides among insurrectionists were linked in a social network.
“These celebrities were highly engaged in TicTrack,” she explained.
“Respective times for their bombings track with algorithmic fluctuations which we’ve logged and analyzed.
Also seems to fit what we’ve observed from our test deployment.”

“It’s a matter of modulating an assemblage of micro-narratives and their interdependencies, per Deleuze and Guattari,” Brett started to explain.
“A network of tropes, more so than any particular metaphor.”

“Great, I’ll take your word for that,” Hawke said with a deep chuckle.
“In other words, hack some memes on the interwebs using our super duper advanced AI, then thousands of people weaponize their own self-destruction?”

“How about we call this a ‘a collective, cybernetic super-intelligence’ for short?” Cynthia sneered.
“And the numbers are more like tens of millions.”

“Very funny,” Hawke said.
“I saw what you did there.
That’s quite a nifty Ellen Muks impersonation.”

“The repo authors call it the Latent Space,” Brett said.
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Hawke sent his team back to their stations to work on reports.
And hopefully stay out of trouble.
He grabbed a root beer kombucha, down-cycling his caffeine intake before the drive home.
Maddy’s recital was two hours away, and there was just one more call to place.


He’d made a point not to discuss Hermite in any detail with Brett and Cynthia.
They’d mentioned integrating a link with the other QC facility, even hinted about how they needed more computing power.
It seemed best to keep them out of this particular convo, at least for the time being.

Hawke dialed up translucency on The Bubble walls, cutting the operational monitor.
Then he placed his last call of the day.

“Yo Nel!” a friendly voice answered.
“What can I do you for?”

“Hey Jojo, great to see you!” Hawke said.
He’d missed his friend, who was away on a long mission.
“We got a job for the Hermit.
Actually, I want to re-run a job from the lower decks.
Can I just send you that job’s identifier?”

“Sure,” said Joaquim.
“By the way, we got the new laser link.
It’s bidirectional.
Give us an identifier from Mohole lower decks QC and we’ll get your run started.”
Then he added, “We were struggling with median coherence times last month, but we got that fixed.
Latest tests have been bouncing around the 700 microsecond range.
I have a hunch you’ll see quite a boost in your models.”

“Cool, thank you kindly Jo!
We look forward to taking these new qubits for a wild ride.”
Hawke had a hunch and considered whether to bother Joaquim by asking about it.
“Say, you mentioned bidirectional laser link?
What’s that mean?” he asked.

“It’s astounding,” Joaquim beamed proudly.
“Hell, if we wanted to, we could drop a file anywhere on Earth, any server that has an open gateway.
Half the Mastodon servers use those now for anonymous DMs.
It’s like hiding Easter Eggs for kids to find.”

“You folks spend much time hiding Easter Eggs up there?”

“Ha, as if!” Joaquim chuckled.
“The caves don’t have enough corners to make that interesting.”

“How are your kids doing?” Hawke asked.

“Just fine, thanks,” Joaquim said.
“I get to see them soon, will be back down the well in another two months.”

“We’ll grab beers,” Hawke said.
“I’m eager to hear all about your adventures.”
Then he added, “but about Mastodon DMs, you mean I could dead-drop a file somewhere?”
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“Just send me an address.
We got you covered!”

“Great, many thanks Jojo, I really appreciate!
See you in two months, and bring your challenge coins.
I’m buying anyway, but I heard they use polished regolith for Hermite.
Can’t wait to see what they’ve minted up there.”

“It’s a deal, take care!”
Joaquim closed the video feed, although the special connection lingered, showing the Hermite Lunar Station logo.

Hawke felt utterly torn.
CSM was one battle away from hammering the nail in the coffin, with Chinese troops on the ground and half their navy en route.
The enemy had an endgame, and logistics to support through multiple contingencies.
The noose was closing.

Contrary to their team discussion, USG did have an endgame ready.
With a little more prodding, Cynthia had confirmed the new weapon could neutralize substantially more enemy assets, twenty-million within a 95% confidence interval — if they used the QC platform at the lunar polar crater.

At a sweltering 26° Kelvin during lunar winter solstice, Hermite was the coldest place in the solar system, and host for the largest known quantum computing facility.
Stealth shuttles sent up the latest EMVITA hardware and technicians, and then EMVITA had built their newest fab next door, sharing the same lunar complex.
Everything ran on solar power satellites, relaying energy from photovoltaic arrays at the L4 Lagrange point.
All of which, from the outside, looked conveniently like heliospheric observatory missions.

However, even having the updated models ready to go, with Fredericks gone there’d be no way to deploy the weapon without catching holy hell.
Going through regular channels for approval would get nowhere fast, and there wasn’t enough time before Beijing pulled the noose tight.
But there were other channels.

However, this wasn’t quite the question tormenting Hawke.
The real questions was whether it was worth it to deploy a media weapon which could cause millions of (attacking) people to kill themselves?
Could he push that button, a kill shot which lead to such mass carnage?
Fifteen times the total number of Hiroshima casualties!
On the other hand, what if he didn’t take action?
The noose was tightening.
Time was running out.

Time!
Hawke needed to get home, Maddy’s performance started in another hour and a half.
It’d take half that long to get home if there was traffic.
Probably there would be traffic on a day like today.

Talking with Joaquim had been one good thing in an otherwise grizzly day.
Joaquim’s kids were the same age as Mad and T-Rex.
They liked playing together.
But the kids wouldn’t get much chance to play, let alone grow up and have their own lives, if religious conservatives in league with autocrats took over the world.
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A world where petrol-backed renminbi-fueled fatwā and stealth fighter jets and global economic meltdowns alike, propping up billionaire enclaves, while tearing down anything that was good.
A world where already two hundred million people had become refugees, growing by more than 10% per week.
A world where heat domes hit Australia mid-winter, just a hop, skip, and jump away from melting the Antarctic glaciers and the rest of the world with them.
Something had to change.

Then again, if Hawke did what he was now busy realizing that he really actually must do, he’d be violating every oath he’d sworn.
Probably about ten times that many felony statutes.
Every important decision he’d made in his career had led up to this point, all of the principles he’d followed, no matter how difficult.
Now he was preparing to do something entirely opposite.
Something that did provide a theory of victory.

Inducing tens of millions of suicides was horrific, by any measure.
Perhaps even more horrific was the fact that this flavor of mass destruction wouldn’t be especially actionable in US courts.
Psychology experts considered the process of inducing suicides through media impossible, and courts followed experts.
On the other hand, if word got out that the US military had deployed weaponized AI based on code from Iran, the media would eviscerate someone.

Almost certainly, that someone would be Hawke and his entire team, because of where he’d led them.
They would get tried and sentenced in the court of public opinion.

Hawke remembered something Fredericks had said at the start of the war.
“We’re not defending a flag.
We’re serving a greater purpose,” George had said.
“First, we must identify some damn elusive 21st century worldview that would allow Maddy and Timmy and several billion other kids like them to have any kind of world at all to inherit.
Second, we struggle to create the policies needed to let that new worldview thrive.”

One way or another, this was going to end what Hawke had worked so hard to achieve.
The end of his career, the end of leading his team at The Mohole, let alone any role in American federal government.
He had served diligently, performed well, and in the moment of crisis had always done what was needed.
Just like now.
And that had changed him.
Hawke could no longer pretend to be the person he’d been all these years.

If the Alliance could get past this horrendous Global War on Conspiracism, past the combat and treachery and ridiculous medieval religious conservatives worldwide, then maybe other dreams could happen.
Hawke’s family might get back to their lives and they’d probably do well.
But it was the end of something which had once seemed so very important to Hawke.
A part of him mourned that loss.
It was the end of white picket fences.
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Also, he couldn’t stop reeling from the fact that George was dead.
Killed in service, fighting for exactly this point.
Hawke still had troubles admitting it to himself.
Even so, George’s vision could live on.
Something had to change in the world, the status quo was heading rapidly off the rails.

George just might save them from the hoards of terrifying monsters now closing in.

13: seven dragons

WHITE BOXY BUILDINGS surrounded by sycamore trees, next to other boxy white buildings surrounded by even more sycamores at the southern edge of The Bay.
The sky above San José was clear, stunningly bright blue.
A waning crescent moon hung off to southwest, just above the tree tops.
Sea gulls flocked over the site of the new adjustable docks which were under construction.

All the things, Nieuwstraat thought to himself.
Or at least all the things he could see outside the car as it turned off Trimble onto Zanker.
He closed the mail app and the myriad browser tabs from FYSA briefings on his phone, just as the driver turned a sharp corner toward a VIP entrance.
No entourage, no assistants had joined for this trip.
There was simply too much to discuss, matters far too urgent in nature.
Staff hadn’t been cleared for it.

A carport door opened automagically as their car approached the unmarked entrance.
The company CEO, Branson Hong, was waiting inside, ready to welcome the Governor personally.

“Garvin, so good to see you!” Hong said, extending his hand with a firm grip.

“Thank you for meeting so quickly.
Wish the circumstances were better,” Nieuwstraat said, returning his friend’s warm handshake.
“How are you Branson? How are your kids?”

“More grandkids all the time!” Hong beamed.
He handed the Governor a folded sheet of paper as they walked into an open elevator.
It was a take-out menu from Seven Dragons, promoting their June Solstice specials.
“Would you please join me for some late lunch?”

Nieuwstraat laughed, trying to make sense of the meal options written in Pe̍h-ōe-jī.
Seven dragons, each with a distinctive design, guarded the perimeters of the unfolded menu.
The dragons stared toward what appeared to be the recommended specials in the center, if only the food names meant anything to the Governor.
“What do you recommend?” he asked with a chuckle.

“The eel noodle soup,” Hong suggested.
“It has a distinctive sweet and sour taste, and a delightful Q texture.
So delicious it’s heartbreaking.
Guo Hua Street cuisine.”

A loud “DING!” inside the elevator announced their arrival three floors down.
Doors opened directly into the darkened blue glow of the underground EMVITA operations center.
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The Governor hadn’t visited EMVITA since they’d begun construction on the NSOC.
Gazing across the dimly lit space, Nieuwstraat could see large wall-mounted screens labeled Mohole and Hermite.
A sea of blinking lights twinkled in the center of the auditorium, which Nieuwstraat realized were probably the advanced AR workstations for various teams.
As his eyes adjusted, Nieuwstraat could see maybe a hundred people wearing headsets, busy at these workstations, scurrying rapidly in small teams between the machines.

Hong guided them both clear of the workstations, heading toward a far end of the auditorium.
Tyvek-wrapped exterior sea walls belied the ongoing construction project.
“This is our newest addition,” the CEO said, pointing to a constellation of seven other screens.
Their design looked newer, almost otherworldly, and they had enormous cables leading into ceiling.

Nieuwstraat read the labels aloud, while counting each one:
Taipei, Tokyo, Seoul, Hanoi, Singapore, Jakarta, New Delhi.
Telemetry raced across these screens, updating advanced real-time data visualizations about the war in East Asia.
“These are your Seven Dragons?” the Governor asked.

“That’s why I selected the restaurant,” Hong said smiling.




Nieuwstraat studied the closer screens.
Video feeds cycled between regional battles and updates about the Shāndōng aircraft carrier from South Sea Fleet advancing toward Australia.


“Honestly, Branson,” the Governor confided.
“I’ve come to ask your advice.
I’m at wits’ end, not sure where to head next.
You understand the Asia/Pac theater of this war better than anyone.”

Hong bowed.
“I’m here to help.
With much gratitude for your gracious help over the years.”

Nieuwstraat smiled.
“We’ve always tried to do the right thing, sensible things to protect people in our state,” he explained.
“When the first Cat-5 hurricane on the Pacific Coast devastated San Diego, we had to evacuate millions of people.
That storm shutdown major ports, shutdown a third of the US Navy.”

“Shutdown a Padres game too,” Hong chuckled, “if I recall correctly?”

“Yeah,” Nieuwstraat nodded adamantly.
“We lost to the damn Houston Astros in overtime during the rematch.”

“Adding insults to injury,” the CEO said.
“Who knew that playing major league baseball against a future deadly enemy could be so tense?”
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“Then we caught Beijing setting up covert police stations across the Bay Area.
They launched extensive riots and we were forced to evacuate several hundred thousand.
Soon after our own medieval wing-nuts prayed for civil war and secession.
They got both!”

The Governor winced at bitter memories.
“They leveled half of Berkeley, killing thousands.
I watched friends die.
Pierre effin’ Tuile!”
Video feeds cycled through updates of the North Sea Fleet as it sailed closer toward Hawaii.

“Good memories spring from good times,” Hong said dolefully.
He offered the Governor a cup of jasmine tea from an autonomous delivery cart which had just arrived.
“Bad times bequeath important lessons, if these gifts are recognized and appreciated.
When the Supreme Court tried to impede our government’s response, you had the insight to formalize Antifa as a regional military force, our main defense against terrible fascist Christian Nationalists who would kill without conscience.
You granted clemency to street gangs in exchange for fighting against renegade police departments which had sided with monsters.
The entire country adopted this strategy for their defense, based on your lead.”

Nieuwstraat nodded again, sipping the delicate infusion.
“And thankfully we also changed the courts to keep non-residents from flooding politically based cases, and paved the way for residents to sue conspiracists out of existence.”

“Whether you make it or not, life happens wherever you stand,” Hong advised, typing a message on the delivery cart.
“You have cleaned up the state, removing many dangerous people.
You can be proud of this accomplishment.”

“Yet we’ve lost 40% of our trained law enforcement personnel,” the Governor sighed.
“Nearly as much of the US Navy went AWOL, and more than half the Air Force quit.
Most of Silicon Valley has since declared war against each other.
There’s constant bloody combat up in the Siuslaw gap and everywhere near Las Vegas, for who knows what reasoning by the CSM —
when they’re not out sabotaging our power substations to start massive wildfires.
All but four of our deepwater ports have closed, which crushed our state economy, no thanks to the Saudis hijacking the international monetary system.
Now we’re drowning in refugee camps, and a third of the PLA Navy is heading here at full-steam as we speak.”
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Up on the big screen, satellite telemetry showed a graphic of the heat dome over central Australia edging toward Antarctica.
Projections from an enormous EMVITA supercomputer simulation of the planetary weather system indicated further instability in the southern cryosphere.
Accelerating glacier melt was estimated to drop a large ice sheet into the South Sea within days, based in a 95% confidence interval.

“Leaves fall from a vine slowly, like tiny fragile sea shells, fluttering in the foam,” the CEO recited from his favorite poet.
“You struggled.
I watched you suffer.
Then the global war spread.
The Alliance pushed it away from our borders, but it kept coming back to us. Like a lost dog.”

“A lost dog with rabies!” Nieuwstraat scoffed.
“I guess, at the end of the day, all we can do is continue to fight.”
He held out his empty cup for a refill.

“To believe in oneself is best,” Hong said, replenishing from the pot of jasmine tea which an AI kept in a state of perfect temperature and dilution.
“Though others can bestow great blessings by giving a little help.
I just wish we could be done with this terrible war, and maybe have time to play a lively game of augmented reality Pai Sho!”




Another delivery cart arrived, stacked with temperature-controlled food containers.
The world famous Toy Branson augmented reality avatar stood attentively on the cart’s video screen.
“Dinner is served,” said the avatar.


“On the darkest night, hope is a gift you must give yourself,” Hong said, opening the food containers.
“Your inner strength is like a dark tunnel.
If you just keep moving, you will reach the light.”
He clicked a button on the cart and table leaves unfolded from either side.
Chopstick holders opened once the leaves had clicked into place.
Hong pulled over two chairs from a nearby desk.
“Now we must eat.”
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Nieuwstraat surveyed the exquisite array of Taiwanese dishes.
Eel noodle soup was featured as the centerpiece of the turntable.
Its large serving bowl was encircled by the other delicacies:
milkfish sautéed in green garlic, an oyster omelet, savory rich pudding, plus Taiwanese coffee brewing in a vacuum pot.
Little labels for each dish showed a green wood snake with an obviously female human face, protected by seven fierce dragons.
Toy Branson explained how this meal celebrated the approaching June Solstice festival, in the year of the Female Green Wood Snake.
The avatar answered questions about the different dishes as the two friends sat down for lunch.

“Branson, this is so delish!” Nieuwstraat said after savoring bites of milkfish off the tip of his chopsticks.
“Did you actually order out for us?”

“We paid to bring one of the restaurant’s chefs on site,” Hong admitted between bites.
“It’s our most popular employee benefit.”
He poured bubbling coffee into little handmade ceramic cups.
“This brew is illustrious, very difficult to obtain.
Naturally processed at family farms, from a hot springs area near Guanziling.”

“What a treat!” The Governor smiled.
“Branson, I’m a terrible guest.
I’ve been talking only about my problems.
What’s been on your mind?”

The screen marked “Tokyo” showed a video of Japan’s counterstrike missiles pummeling known deployments of the Dong-Feng 21 medium-range ballistic launch vehicles along China’s eastern coastal areas.

“For our allies, we’ve made great progress supplying their defenses with the latest quantum computing systems in a critical force-multiplier role,” Hong said.
“We are grateful, taking the company private would have never happened without your help.”
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The Governor bowed, from his seat.
“It was the right thing to do.
On behalf of the people of California, we’re indebted to what you and your team have built.”
Nieuwstraat’s eyes were growing accustomed to the darkness.
Next to the Hermite screen, he could now read a large banner which showed the equation for Hong’s Law.
How the number of coherent qubits was projected to increase by e23x/2 each year, starting from the mid-1990s.
Nieuwstraat closed his eyes to recite the law from memory:
“Based on advances in architecture, algorithms, low-gravity lithography, cryogenics, and algebraic data integration.”

“I’m flattered you can recall the formula verbatim,” Hong smiled.
“Our low-gravity quantum circuit fabrication at Hermite Station has proven to be the best tool for cracking Beijing’s encryption methods.”

The dining cart’s video screen popped alive.
“Pardon me, sirs,” the Toy Branson avatar interrupted.
“Prevailing events at The Mohole screen are most urgent and require your attention.”

The CEO placed a call immediately.
He spoke rapidly in another language, which as far as Nieuwstraat could guess was some dialect of Chinese.
None of the Mandarin lessons the Governor had taken helped make any sense of the conversation.
Nieuwstraat watched Hong’s eyes making their way steadily across each section of the NSOC.
Specific sets of people and screens responded swiftly after each sentence in the convo.

Hong paused, then leaned toward Nieuwstraat, offering to enable an automated translator for his friend.

“Not needed, please,” said the Governor.
“I don’t want to interrupt.”

Hong nodded crisply, returning to his command mode.
Lighting within the NSOC reconfigured, making the screen labeled “Mohole” the center of attention.
Hong turned up the local audio at their dining cart, then adjusted binaural echo cancelation to correct for delays from the auditorium monitor in the background.

“Alice, do you copy?” the MD at The Mohole asked.
Video on the screen presented a reconstructed 3D view of the South Sea Fleet, from the perspective of sea level, as its vessels crossed past an imaginary line.
“We’re now tracking vessels have transited across the Coral Sea demarcation into territorial waters,” she continued.
“Can you confirm uncrewed contact?”

Up on the screen, the largest ship in the fleet, an aircraft carrier with a distinctive a ski-jump takeoff ramp, had moved to the front.
It was labeled Shāndōng Jiàn and a nearby legend said that 48 Shenyang J-15 fighter jets were onboard.
An inset video loop depicted a J-15 takeoff from the ski-jump, with a diagram tracking the radius of the aircraft’s combat range.
A dark red band now covered Brisbane, Sydney, Canberra, while a lighter red band just barely touched Adelaide.
EMVITA’s logo spun in full circles in the bottom right corner of the 3D video rendering.

“Crikey, we’re experiencing high EM interf—”
Audio from the Alice Springs mission director came across garbled, almost pure static.
“Possible directed energy … sourced … Shonguran mining facility.”
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Hong glanced at Nieuwstraat, with deep worry written all over his face.
He turned to type furiously on his phone.
“Maybe we can help,” the CEO said.
“Although we’re still working on decryption for their mobile forces.
Stationary targets work much better.”

“Mohole, be advised,” the Aussie MD spoke slowly, attempting to reach through the static.
“Royal Australian Navy … three AUV units recovered … identical log events … matching timestamps … all disabled … bloody covert digital backdoor …”

“Jasmina, a squadron of J-15 fighters has launched!”
There was a subtle tremble in The Mohole mission director’s voice.
“Squadron headed on course with Sydney.
Do you copy?”

“EMINT confirms … user identity,” Pine Gap continued amidst the noise.
Nieuwstraat strained to hear her.
“In the … backdoor authorization … drone fleet entirely disabled … p.lackey@mandrill … correlates with phone calls logged … Macao casino … Pylpher Lackey … Beijing payment … through Riyadh.”

“COMINT,” the MD asked locally, “can we establish contingency links to Alice Springs?”

“Negative,” a colleague said in the background.
“Still working to resolve what appears to be signal jamming.”

“WEMINT,” the MD called in turn, “go ahead.”

“The cryosphere of the West Antarctic Ice Sheet looks particularly unstable,” said the WEMINT analyst.
“Confirmed, WAIS is now in motion.”

“Alert the Pentagon,” the mission director ordered.
“Climate emergency, worldwide!
SOCMINT, advise on correlated metadata for person of interest.”

“Lackey, CEO Mandrill, currently posting photos on social media from Macao,” SOCMINT desk reported.
“Associates identified within these photos include a closely related person of interest, Pierre Tuile.”

“New tasking!” the MD shouted.
“This is priority one tasking, both POIs Pylpher Lackey and Pierre Tuile.
All sources.
We need to know if they so much as sneeze.”
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“One of the Tuile accounts in Miami has a status alert flag,” FININT desk reported.
“Large sum inbound, seven hundred billion dollar SWIFT wire transfer.
Appears to have initiated from an Al Rajhi Bank branch in Malaysia.
Confirming, the Bangsar Affluent branch, located in Kuala Lumpur.”

“Tuile just posted on TwitBook,” SOCMINT added.
“He’s announced an unprecedented $700B raise for his latest venture fund.”

“That wretched Tuile,” the Governor muttered under his breath.
“We should consider putting a bounty on him.”

“No doubt ASIO already has,” said Hong.
“Probably Wellington too.
They’ll have a bid system in place soon enough.”

“Mohole, this is Alice Springs.
Do you copy?”
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Her voice momentarily broke through the loud crackly static.
“RAAF intercepts have scrambled … also decrypted text … between Tuile and Pylpher.
Fuck me dead, bludgers already being braggarts online … conspired to sell-out … AUSNZ drone fleet to Beijing …” and then the connection went silent.




“What the hell just happened?
I’ve had my people trying to reach anyone I know in Australia,” Nieuwstraat said, exasperated.
“Marco Pescado, Albo and Jodie, the Hemsworths …
it’s like eight in the morning there already, but no one’s picking up.”


Hong typed quickly on his mobile.
“Our network communications people think there may have been EMP weapons launched from space.
In the very least their satellite dish arrays and submarine cables were probably destroyed during initial stages of the attack.
Which is all terrible, though it makes sense, doesn’t it?
Huawei installed many of those communications systems, and the latest GEOINT shows damaged areas which correlate.
If AUSNZ drone defenses had been inactivated surreptitiously, the South Sea Fleet may have entered range for combat sorties without much resistance.”

“This is terrifying,” Nieuwstraat said.
“Can you imagine the gall, let alone the treachery?
Imagine becoming a defense contractor, leveraged as a venture-funded tech start-up, just so you could sell out your own customers to their enemies.
For three quarters of a trillion dollars, no less!
So much for 20x return within eighteen months as a baseline.”

“History is not always kind to those who choose to become its appurtenances,” Hong replied sadly.
“I’m sorry to see what happened to that young man.”
The CEO paused briefly, looking to the side.
“To think, I even bought Pierre a cheeseburger at our cafeteria when he visited EMVITA.”

“I can just hear those two now,” Nieuwstraat continued.
“Babbling about last mover advantage or how it’s better to be bold than risk triviality.”

“Yes, he would probably be preaching some nonsense now about how competitive markets destroy profits.
He’s somewhat too cunning to be profound,” Hong agreed.
“It’s also what worried me most when I first met you, if we’re being honest.”
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Nieuwstraat arched his eyebrows, with a slightly troubled look.
Then he turned to scroll through a train of new messages on his phone.
“Governor of Hawaii mentioned more celebrity suicide bombings.
A wave just hit hospitals in Honolulu, including Chugh Morris and Con-Yay Jest.
That was after a triple digit uptick in ransomeware against their healthcare facilities in general.”

“Oh, that’s terrible — both about the hospitals and the actors.
I really liked Chugh Morris in Dragon’s Flame although now perhaps When Heroes Lose Their Way was his best performance.”

“I’m getting reports from my staff that other tech billionaires are quickly proposing copy-cat deals,” said the Governor.
“We got an alert from DOJ.
For example, remember that CEO of an old database company called Dorcle?
They caught Harry Hellison negotiating with Saudis to sell backdoors to the Defense Department cloud which Dorcle had lobbied so hard to operate.
Now a new QAnon drop is spreading conspiracy theories that libertarian tech billionaires, supported by a benevolently concerned China government, are desperately fighting against interstellar lizard people who run secret societies, and operate from a saucer base in the Australian outback.
Over seventy-five million reads so far on TwitBook, with related material showing up now on TicTrack.”

“Hmmm, of course.
As foretold by prophets — just kidding!”
Hong scrolled through internal reports from his own staff.
“Based on our Earth2 sim in Megacosmos, there were no major detonations on the ground in eastern Australia.
That rules out nuclear bombs but not EMP.
We believe the J-15s launched from the Shāndōng Jiàn probably hit Australian satellite communications facilities, after some kind of EMP attack.”

“Branson, honestly, I’m scared.
If the South Sea Fleet has attacked Australia, and the North Sea Fleet is heading toward us, what are we going to do?”

“This confirms, my young friend,” Hong replied, “we must take the fight out to the world, to push for something better, but first we must look inward.
Do you know why we approached you to help take EMVITA private?”

“I figured you wanted to help save Taiwan from autocratic tyranny, although no I never quite asked,” Nieuwstraat admitted.

“It was the recommender systems,” said Hong.
“Our company helped many other companies build their AI systems.
We fed the monsters in Silicon Valley to help enhance their advertising money funnels.
We also helped the ecommerce firms in China, although we suspected they were building more for military uses than for their public use cases.”
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“Yes, I’m sure many people had that suspicion.
But how does it relate to recommender systems?”

“It was our simulation work, which we do for weather forecasts and climate science, and our supply network analysis for industry partners.
Our simulations of the recsys used by Chinese ecommerce firms indicated multiple areas with substantial variance.
On the one hand, there were very large distortions from what our best experts estimated for recsys impact.”

“That’s probably even more interesting than it sounds.
Where specifically were the discrepancies in those estimates?” the Governor asked.

“Have you noticed all the many celebrity suicide bombings since the start of the global war?” the CEO asked.
“Ever calculate what these people had in common?”

“Well, honestly, they all seemed like freaks!” Nieuwstraat laughed.
“Although I can imagine you’d have an entire department working on just that analysis.”

“We do,” Hong answered with a grim look.
“Almost all the celebrities who’ve been suicide bombers have had two things in common.
They were religious conservatives, and they were also very invested in their popularity on TicTrack.”

“Okay, that’s frightening!” Nieuwstraat exclaimed.
“Some have speculated that TicTrack was involved with instigating the San Francisco riots.”
The Governor thought about it.
“But Branson, you mentioned multiple discrepancies?”

“Our network security experts then correlated cyberattacks with the recsys variance.
From related sources.
It’s amazing what a person can spot in augmented reality.”

“You mean we’re facing a military attack, while we’re in the midst of cyberattacks, plus they’ve weaponized social media as well?” Nieuwstraat asked.
“That’s a multidimensional global war, how can the Alliance even hope to contend with all that? Plus there are the climate aspects.
But wait, Beijing’s supporting CSM, even though celebrities on the CSM side are committing suicide?”

“These hypothetical AI weapons may not be precise enough yet,” Hong said.
“At least, not in their early deployments.
However, give them time.
Then again, the celebrity attacks have been pointed against us.
In any case, we must prepare for the worst.”
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“Holy crap!
What are we going to do?
Just between you and me, I’m beginning to feel almost hopeless.”

“Most importantly, you must not concede to despair.
Do not allow yourself to surrender to the worst possible instincts,” Hong said.
“It’s also important for us to have more delicious tea.”

“Thank you.
I’m not sure I even know which of my instincts are good or bad anymore.”




“One thing really irks me Branson,” Nieuwstraat confided, staring across the NSOC auditorium.
“Last time I visited here was what, three months ago?”


“Something like that,” Hong nodded.
“Not often enough, frankly.
But last time was before the war officially started.”

“Your teams were enthralled with solving really hard problems.
It was astounding, advances in personalized gene therapy, untangling global supply networks, balancing power grids so renewable energy could be used more broadly, grappling with the intricacies of climate science.”

“We tried, we made advances in many directions.
There’s so much more to be done though, so much that we can’t waste time on pride.”

“Now though what I find instead is an amazing array of systems responding to the Global War on Conspiracism.
Don’t get me wrong, I’m grateful for that.
The people of this state owe you much gratitude.
But do you still have those other things, those advances making life better, so that we can enjoy some futurity instead of yet more carnage?
Will we even be able to resume working on those things, if we can survive this war?”

“This dreadful war has changed us, and all that we do now, this is true,” Hong said.
He pointed toward the Taipei screen, which showed an assault team from the ROCA Special Force 2nd Battalion with a detachment from the Japanese Suirikukidōdan marines, mounting an attack on the PLA 73630 Unit at Dongjing Mountain near Fuzhou, to mitigate the massive source of lethal cyberattacks.
“Let’s hope it does not change who we are, but instead shows who we may become.
Yes, the same people who chased those dreams before, I can tell you they crave going back to focus on matters other than enhancing warfare.
They too hope to survive, to do just that.
Ultimately, it is hope that we share, that’s what binds us together in a common cause.”
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The dining cart’s video beeped an alert showing the Toy Branson avatar:
“Pardon me sirs, for interrupting again.
This time again for a similar reason.”

While everyone had been watching the South Sea Fleet on course to Australia, Honolulu had fallen.
Quietly, almost without notice.
The borders of the big screen for Mohole glowed dark red.
Hong dialed up the audio locally.

The facility at Kunia Tunnel was in the midst of a debriefing.
Their site possessd shielded communications equipment for emergencies, which had been rolled out to reestablish links with Mohole and the rest of the world.

In retrospect, the ransomeware attacks and celebrity suicide bombers were obvious strategy to soften targets as a prelude to combat.

Minutes later, they’d detected signals believed to be an EMP launch from space.
It detonated before they could report, Kunia said, destroying most of Honolulu’s communications and power grid.
There’d been reports of gun shots near power substations prior to widespread grid destabilization.
From the descriptions of the shooters, these were probably Jiaolong, the Sea Dragon Commandos who’d probably come ashore early.

Kunia had troubles tracking after the EMP blast, aside from reports via visual observations.
Massive swarms of attritable low-altitude drones had emerged from shipping containers in the Kapālama Basin, attacking military locations.
J-20 stealth fighters had arrived later, flying sorties to take out strategic military targets.

“Australia is down.
Now we’ve lost Hawaii too!” the Governor sounded weary.
“North Sea Fleet is racing toward the California coast.
If Beijing wins, will we ever get our lives back?”

“We’re not gone yet, and it is unwise to borrow trouble from the future.
‘He shall his foeman's fondest wish fulfill’ is best to keep in mind.
While there’s nothing wrong with a life of enjoying prosperity and peace,” Hong replied.
“First, however, I suggest you ask yourself, what is it you want from life?
And why?
You’ve worked so hard to be in this very place, to lead your people in times of crises.
What is it you need to do most, now?”
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Nieuwstraat was struck by his friend’s candid questions.
On the level, what did the Governor really want?
What did the people really want?
Straight up return to their lives just like before?
Some of those patterns had led to this conflict.
Some patterns needed to be broken.
More importantly, forty-six thousand people in California had died so far because of this horrid war.
Thousands if not millions more would die soon, once the CSM secessionists had the power of the North Sea Fleet backing their attacks.


“There’s something else you should know about, Garvin” Hong said, opening a different window.
“To start asking yourself the big questions.”

The Governor watched as a “FICTIONAL INTELLIGENCE (FIGINT)” banner streamed across the top along with a big red “EXPERIMENTAL” label next to it.
“I’ve been to Mohole, and briefed about all kinds of available intel methods.
But I’ve never heard of FIGINT used before.
What is this thing?”

“Remember a few days ago when Vietnam routed all those Chinese MCBMs in Myanmar?” the CEO asked.
“There was too much jungle cover for satellite telemetry to identify targets.
Our fictional intelligence narrowed potential sites, then GEOINT could focus resources appropriately.
That cut mission timelines from months to hours.
Think of it as computational strategic forecast, although this practice has many more interesting dimensions.”

“Seriously?” Nieuwstraat whistled.
“How does it work?”

“Our approach uses the oldest media technology of all: stories.
Think of AI-generated images and stories, but on a war footing,” Hong explained.
“We generate diegetic prototypes, for what DoD calls ‘useful fictions’, building an event horizon out of billions of possible scenarios.”

“Branson, I’ve read so much about machine learning models becoming biased.
How do you predict the future but avoid accumulating too much bias or bad input data?”
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“Remember, the future never shows up.
It is merely a device to help us see other points of view.
You’re thinking of supervised learning.
Like where ad tech generalizes from past events to predict what people might click on,” Hong said.
“We don’t care about models, or even learning to predict anything.”
He refilled both of their cups with jasmine tea.
“We collect counterfactuals among billions of generated design fictions.
Sequences of steps that would forestall specific envisioned futures.”
He sipped some tea slowly.

“As the poem goes, ‘To deny that which is, and explain that which is not’ is a path to enlightenment.
It’s actually more important to explain why a scenario cannot occur than to predict it.”

“How do those design fictions give you anything useful?” Nieuwstraat asked.

“Our user experience people say it relies on cognitive estrangement.
In other words, AI generates possible gray-zone warfare tactics and strategies for many given contexts, and diegetic prototypes help suspend disbelief no matter how strange these futures may appear to be.
Right up until we have counterfactual evidence to prove otherwise.
By the way, have you tried using our Megacosmos product?”

“Only a little, looking up NOAA predictions for winter cyclones in Northern California.”

“Megacosmos simulates so many aspects of our world.”
Hong described the world simulations in detail.
“Meteorology globally, also traffic patterns for autonomous vehicles.
We simulate real-time movement of planes, ships, rail, and trucks for supply networks, for our industry partners.
Energy grids too.
Fictional Intelligence is an overlay atop these simulations, positioning topic of discussions in relation to socio-cultural, political, and economic value.”

He stared at Nieuwstraat for a moment with a puzzled look.
“Maybe think of having a path to reach an enemy’s strategy, but only consider strategies that have workable paths in the current world.
Our AI uses reinforcement learning to prune the useful fictions which are disproven by counterfactuals.
Then it promotes other stories which align with the known sequences of enemy actions and world events.”
The CEO paused to sip more tea.

“That sounds like running a criminal trial in reverse.”

“Garvin, I’m no metaphor police, but we’re trying to be the opposite of committing felonies!” Hong said with a big grin.

“Okay, different question.
How much does it cost?”
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“FIGINT is very expensive!
Right now it only runs on our experimental systems at Hermite, based on low-gravity lithography, too delicate to transport yet back to Earth.
We send up mini-batch requests.
So it’s not real-time either.
Given the extremely high dimensionality of the prototype space, it would take centuries to calculate these stories and prune the counterfactuals without fully quantum algorithms.
Of course, we are only permitted to use this capability for specific purposes.”

“Too expensive for my re-election campaign intelligence to use?” Nieuwstraat asked with a smirk.

“Exactly!”
Hong pointed a finger into the Governor’s ribs, with a chuckle.
“Inference sharing policies for the AI component dependencies won’t allow FIGINT to be used by your political campaign or my corporate market intelligence.
Or any other trouble you want to cause!”

“But it’s all automated?
I mean, so the price will come down eventually?”

“No, no, it’s not all automated.
This is hybrid AI.
We also rely on a team of domain experts,” the CEO continued.
“On the one hand, we’ve got a team of design fiction experts and science fiction authors.
On the other hand, we hire war correspondents, retired flag officers, and former hedge fund managers.
These people know conflict.
They alternate in red team and blue team roles, and annotate the diegetic prototypes to provide feedback to the AI system.
These human-in-the-loop components depend largely on what resonates with the experiences of domain experts and the audience.
Which in turn helps generate better stories.”

“Hmm, there are so many experts involved.
Must they all agree on a useful fiction before it gets approved?
That could create lots of delay.”

“No, no, you must learn a new thing, it’s called weak supervision,” Hong poured more tea.
“Suppose you have an expert named Maryam, who’s good at playing poker, but bad at picking movies.
Another expert Arvind knows Hollywood through and through, but only eats fast food.
Fred is an excellent chef, but he sucks at playing cards.”
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“It’s good to have friends!” the Governor sipped from his cup.
An alert rang on his tablet.
NavalnyStans had just taken credit for the assassinations of more CSM governors:
Sara Wanabi Slandurs from Arkansas and Ebb Grabbitt from Texas.
Both had been wretched, even back when they’d all been peers as US governors before the secession.
That at least was good news.

“We have machine learning methods to combine the opinions of experts, find out who’s better in particular topics and by how much.
We leverage aleatoric uncertainty that way.
Then AI explanations for counterfactuals help establish actionable intelligence.
We can trace back to find which experts confer, which disagree, ensuring that bigger questions and provocations can be substantiated.
Come on, you need to get up to speed on these latest technology trends!”

The Governor snickered.
“Any day now, any day.
By the way, on the screen we’re seeing what looks like the top ten FIGINT scenarios?” he asked.
“These are based on the enemy moves in Hawaii just now and other circumstance?”

“Yes,” Hong nodded.
“Although if you check in the summary sidebar, the diegetic prototypes here indicate only four hypothetical strategies.”

“Okay, one is a stand-off,” the Governor read.
“North Sea Fleet shows up just off our Pacific coast and lingers threateningly, trying to compel negotiations.
Seems very iffy, but I’ll play along.”

“Another is that they attack Western Canada,” Hong continued.
“Like we saw in Australia.
Lots of water under that bridge.
The third strategy involves use of container ships, like we saw in Honolulu.”
The CEO clicked open a pop-up window to enumerate the AI explanations for this story.
“Here it is, we’ve detected quite a substantial delta on Earth2 between our simulated container transit in the Northeast Pacific and the observed cargo ships flying Chinese registry, or Beijing proxies.
Something fishy!”

“The fourth strategy appears strange,” Nieuwstraat remarked.
“An economic embargo of the West Coast leads to CSM winning the civil war through a stronger relative trade position?
I guess that makes sense, though I never would’ve have imagined it.”

“This kind of AI should feel strange to you.
It is an example of abductive reasoning, within a general rubric of cognitive estrangement.
As a leader, this can help provoke your curiosity toward asking the bigger questions.”

Nieuwstraat felt genuinely astonished.
“Okay, I’ll bite. Can I actually ask it a question?”

“Toy Branson, please, my friend has questions,” Hong gestured toward the table screen’s mic.
“Just ask him.”

“With so much combat capability, why isn’t Beijing committing more resources to the fight they initiated?” the Governor asked.
“They could have leveled Taipei, but instead they held back.
Probably much the same for Sydney and Honolulu.
This point has been bothering me.”

“Considering the 34,561 useful fictions which have related narrative trajectories,” the avatar began, “then summarizing the specific 2,317 prototypes which dominate simplicial sets closest to your question—”
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Nieuwstraat glanced toward Hong.
“Do I need to understand that?”

Hong shook his head, adjusting settings on the screen.
“In brief, the provinces in China were sold this war, against Taiwan, by party leadership in Beijing on a promise of better jobs.
The core argument was a contrapositive of typical conspiracy theories.
With the US encumbered as a war-torn theocracy, Canada would get dragged into a similar circumstances.
With Australia and New Zealand as Beijing client states, then only UK would remain out of the original Five Eyes of the international intelligence community.”

The Governor stared over the top of his glasses with a deeply furrowed brow.

“UK actions are overly circumscribed,” Hong continued, “given their looming refugee population in EMEA, plus growing military conflicts in Africa.
Therefore Beijing could have an opening to secure global markets, leveraging their navy and shipping fleet in a commercial war.
Saudis will provide the crucial financial backing and energy supplies.”

“Using joint forces to dominate the full spectrum of a multi-domain battlespace," Nieuwstraat nodded.
“Creating their own systemic resiliency.”

Branson held up his hand to caution, not unlike a school crossing guard.
“However, early losses in Taiwan on top of the extreme severity of ongoing COVID lock-downs refuted Beijing’s narrative.
There are indications of financial anomalies which greatly increase the risk of recession in China.
Recognizing these factors and the inherent conspiracism from which the contributing policies had emerged pushed the Chinese provinces to the brink of declaring civil war.
In either case, a cautious road optimizes outcomes for the CCP leadership.”

The Governor stood bewildered.
He stared at the attentive Toy Branson which was looking quite pleased, then glanced back at Hong.
His tried to speak, but about all he could manage was an exaggerated blink.

“Seven Dragons have made important friends among powerful Pandas,” Hong said with a knowing smile.

COtG/DSAB 06-22: 

Who killed Pylpher Lackey?
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Synopsis: Pierre Tuile and Pylpher Lackey killed in Maldives during oceanic surge which overwhelmed the islands. International summary. SOC Activation: Level 1 — Red.

Pierre Tuile (PlayLolz founder) and Pylpher Lackey (CEO of Mandrill) arrived last Thursday in the Maldives Islands (Indian Ocean), hosted by the Saudi family at one of the world’s most expensive Airbnb locations.
Numerous parties held vendettas against either or both of these men, which begs the question:
who was responsible for their demise?

Recommendations:


	Assets for both Tuile and Lackey are subject to seizure by Alliance members; currently a matter of much heated debate and scramble.

	We must ensure the confidentiality of the black ops team dispatched to handle this matter

	Also while working to accelerate the resolution of asset confiscation in a timely manner.



For details see DSAB 06-22.

14: metalepsis

LUNA WANDERED THROUGH the redwood stands just outside the Coextant compound.
She wanted to be alone.
Thoroughly alone.

The moon loomed high in the sky, waning and hornlike.
Staring in its direction led Luna to gaze off to the West, towards distant hills and the ocean.
The entire temple was celebrating now because of the ocean and sea-level rise, and then the asteroid hitting the Arabian peninsula.
Luna had snuck some Cakes of Life then left in a hurry, wanting to be somewhere else.

After the Antarctic cryosphere had collapsed into the South Sea on Friday, an ominous and calamitous event, climate scientists announced that sea-level rise had increased by 4.20 meters.
The number itself had been cause for celebration, to be sure.
According to most Coextant initiates, this also meant the world could no longer ignore climate change.
No matter how hard the fools tried!

But Luna understood how there were more fools in the world than one could ever possible count.
The enemy capitol, Miami, was desperately struggling to save their city by deploying sea walls.
Fools indeed.
A third of Florida was underwater now.
On the other hand, Washington DC had begun experiencing “sunny-day flooding” too.
It would become a marine habitat soon enough.
London had 25% of their neighborhoods already underwater.
The Netherlands was 80% below sea-level.

All were fools as far as Luna was concerned.
They deserved to drown.
They deserved to watch their real estate equities get decimated by the biosphere itself.
The Earth wasn’t dying, it was being murdered.
Those who were the murderers owned real estate.
They could be found and dispensed with, the Earth itself was dispensing with many.

Even the Cosmos had unleashed its rage against religious conservatives.
On Sunday, an asteroid struck the center of the Arabian peninsula, near a city called Haradh.
News reports mentioned how the mostly iron asteroid was believed to be a fragment of Comet Encke.
It had plummeted eastward through the atmosphere at a relatively high speed, creating a 60 megaton blast, double the size of the formidable Tunguska event.
Drone videos had discovered large quantities of shocked quartz and olivine gems scattered near what appeared to be the center of the asteroid’s fateful explosion.
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Seismic pressure waves then caused a “Verneshot” to other areas eastward.
Luna had to lookup this intriguing term, which turned out to be a cratonic gas ejection.
Some of these apparently could be forceful enough to launch material from the Earth’s crust into sub-orbital trajectories.
One could only imagine the mayhem and woe after that material crashed back down to Terra Firma! Firestorms had ensued, decimating Saudi oil fields throughout the Rub' al Khali Basin, which were their strategic oil reserves.
The Saudi government had since descended into a state of sheer delirium and panic.

Luna had feared immediately for Narundi’s safety.
She couldn’t call, but tried to send a message to check on Narundi and Arsha.
Coextant initiates of course celebrated this event, due to this calamity for the leading petrostate.
Hopefully it would help shift the balance of the war as well.
But it was simply too much to contemplate.
Luna needed to get somewhere alone.

As she walked, forest bathing, Luna listened to an episode of her favorite podcast, Marooned on Mars by the esteemed Matt and Hilary.
They discussed The Book of the Aeon in great detail, along with other works authored by The Prophet.
The hosts debated about temple lore in specie, sometimes lingering to examine exquisite minutiae of ecumenical knowledge.
As far as Luna knew, Matt and Hilary were not Coextant initiates, though the suspicion arose inevitably.

Hilary was especially mellifluous, Luna learned so much from her insights about film, literature, political economy, structures of feeling, the proper care of multiple cats, and life in general.
Mostly about what the nature of story meant, with the professor’s many expostulations placing Luna upon the verge of comprehension about an important matter which she’d been contemplating in earnest.
The podcast hosts compared the world of The Book with their world now, with superior acumen and unparalleled coherence.
These fresh examinations of the many congruities between instituted a terrifying realization for Luna, that of a world imperiled.
Their world imperiled.

The enemy sought to murder all that lived for the sake of some allegedly miraculous intervention by their god, in spite of any remonstrance.
How could any sentient being believe in such a counterfeit doctrine, in such an inordinate grotesquery?
The most grotesque aspect being the enemy’s inadvertence to the fact that the very biosphere was dying, all of these magnificent trees, the wildflowers of the understory which Luna loved, the birds fluttering above the canopy.
These thoughts made Luna shiver.
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Apropos of that terrifying realization from the podcast, news of the collapsing ice sheet last week had triggered many other events.
Allison had called all of Coextant together for an emergency consultation on Friday morning.
China was dispatching their North Sea Fleet sailing directly toward California, after having attacked Hawaii.
China seemed intent to dominate and imperil the entire Pacific.
Doom!
Meanwhile tech billionaires had been scrambling with impunity to outdo each other, tendering seditions and other duplicities on behalf of the enemy.
Woe and trepidation!
Little did they know what else was heading their way.

That had been the worst day in ages, Luna thought, made horribly worse by the news of enemy attacks against Antifa 3rd Reg and the loss of more friends.
Then the weather systems had changed abruptly, perhaps due to all the ice added to the sea?
A sudden cyclone emerged in the Northeast Pacific, larger than ever previously recorded, evoking Chaos in the midst of the North Sea Fleet.
Remnants of the US Navy which weren’t already busy fighting in Asia carved up the surviving Chinese military vessels, long before they could ever reach California.
Done and done.

Luna would need to cultivate a more retentive memory, since the numbers of those whom she must remember kept growing terribly larger.
MJ Cahill, Gabe Ysabel, and Lamassu had all celebrated their Greater Feasts that day.
The enemy made vicious attacks against a Planned Parenthood center in Eureka which 3rd Reg fought to defend.
Lamassu had been accompanying MJ’s platoon, studying CSM battlefield tactics.

For hours on end, Luna had cried torrents, she couldn’t help it.
She had even called Lamassu’s parents, to give them her condolances.
The Nguyens had moved back to Ho Chi Minh City to assist the war effort there.

Eventually Luna remembered the lieutenant popping a magnum bottle of bubbly, her good-hearted majestic swagger.
She also remembered Lamassu glorious in her Purple Bonobos t-shirt on the trail in Austin after they’d survived the EMP blast.
Luna smiled.
That’s how Lamassu and MJ would want to be remembered.
They’d fought valiantly to thwart the enemy.
They had made a difference.

The terror of the enemy was multiplying in the direct ratio of its apparent insolubility.
Something had to be done, something immediate! Something other than celebrating schadenfreude.
Luna thought the affair today smacked entirely too much of Nero in Antium, dispatching his thugs to set ablaze the Great Fire of Rome in the midst of its decay, so his vast and precious Domus Aurea could be built atop the city’s ruins, et id genus omne.
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Approaching one of her favorite redwood stands, Luna clambered inside the fairy ring, having forced herself up the narrow aperture for a considerable distance.
A few stones in the middle had grown moss, probably placed there by people.
Definitely not by squirrels or birds, although possibly by bears?
Luna wasn’t sure if bears bothered with acts of masonry construction, although it was entertaining to imagine.
Nonetheless, these redwoods stood guard, no secret issues could have escaped their vigilance.
No bears dared invade this circle.
She exhaled for once, in a long, deep sigh.


Sitting on a soft mossy stone, breathing the forest air, not thinking, Luna stared up at the waning crescent Moon.
It had been two months since the major lunar standstill, a “lunistice” when the Moon reached its furthest north or south point during the course of a month.
These happened about every 19 years, and it seemed a pity not to perform a ritual to celebrate such a remarkable occasion.
For a year or so on either side of April, the Moon would be close to standstill, so there was time.
Maybe.
So much had changed in two months.
Would their world even last for another two months?

Luna tried to clear her mind of the dread and fear and doubts.
She’d heard a new term, Metalepsis, used in podcast and looked it up.
It turned out to mean the shift of a figure within a text, being used in a new context.
A transgression of ontological borders, which sounded considerably more exciting.
Luna felt the need for a Metalepsis, a shift away from her current story.

Another happenstance she’d encountered when reading about the lunistice was the notion of a Moon Tree.
One of the Apollo astronauts had carried 500 tree seeds to the Moon and back.
The federal government maintained maps of where these seeds had subsequently been planted.
One of the Moon Trees was nearby in a city called Placerville, a mere 224 kilometers to the east.
Perhaps, if they didn’t all die in the war, it might fun to visit this Placerville place and perform a Liber A✴︎ LIV rite with a Moon Tree?
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Luna felt a buzz in her pocket, which quickened her pulse.
Opening her phone, there was an alert from Mastodon.
It irked Luna, she detested the bothersome alerts, especially when she was out in the forest seeking quiet time.
Checking through the phone preferences, the buzzing appeared to be for an anonymous direct message.
She never received anonymous DMs, and had never thought to turn off notifications for them.

But a DM had appeared, with no trace, a kind of happenstance that was appreciably odd enough to distract Luna’s attention away from this gorgeous forest fairy ring.
The message had arrived on the Coextant animist.social server, which was strange since anyone in the temple or Antifa would simply message directly on her phone instead.
Hardly anyone else other than Narundi ever interacted with Luna.

The DM was encrypted, with no instructions, no other metadata.
Simply the bald enigma on its own, a monad alighted from the Aether.
This was a delicious challenge, Luna thought.
The characters suggested a repetition of patterns, so she tried the obvious thing first:
identifying the most frequent letters, then assuming a simple “decoder ring” approach had been used.
Success!
Within moments, Luna had decrypted the text using the most trivial of cyphers.
Its “rot11” encoding was easy to spot, rotating each alphabetic character by 11 positions, given the high frequency of “r” letters, which replaced “e” letters in the clear text.

Once decrypted, Luna poured through the DM, reading each line back and forth.
Scouring for hidden meanings, although it appeared entirely straightforward.
The clear text included URLs for storage buckets in various public clouds, plus a one-time pad.
Ostensibly that was included to decrypt the downloaded contents.
Easy enough, Luna ran validations on the URLs and they checked out.
Large files, both with the same checksum value for their contents.
Extra redundancy on the part of whomever had sent her this mysterious little treasure trove.
This was indeed beguiling.
However, any download would be far too large to run on her phone.
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Luna fetched the laptop out of her backpack most expeditiously.
She ran one of the URL downloads inside a container, for better security.
Its contents, when decrypted using the one-time pad, turned out to be a set of serialized machine learning models.
Luna wondered about them.
Did the structure and inputs of these models seem familiar?
Server provenance metadata showed hermite.quantum as their origin, which was assiduously unclear.
Zero search hits for that.
Luna checked the other URL.

There was another file repeated within some of those buckets.
After decrypting with the one-time pad it turned out to be a README.md text file structured as very terse markdown.
It gave instructions for how to install these models inside the zzziggurat library.
Could this be a strange secret gift from Narundi?

There was a user name @somenel mentioned in the file.
The same creator name had been on all of the model files.
Probably not Narundi, since playing these kinds of games really wasn’t her style.
Narundi thrived on swimming amidst her emotions.
Indirections annoyed her.

And that indirection about Narundi was what had been bothering Luna the most.
It was the real reason she’d left the party to go forest bathing instead, the reason she feared to admit to herself.
Narundi had sent Luna a quick note, back on the Ides of March.
Her words sounded out of sorts, like she was trying to reassure Luna.
She’d said she’d be gone, but would get in touch.
Then they’d had a brief call, just after Luna returned from the brown bag lunch at Brigade HQ.

Narundi had given the appearance of being quite worried, even fearful.
She’d explained that she and Arsha were on the run, hiding from the islamist police.
From the video call’s background, Luna had glimpsed what appeared to be Elamite ruins.
Luna had almost squealed with delight!
But Narundi masked her background, explaning how they had to be extra careful.
Even with several levels of encryption over a Tor connection, they couldn’t risk getting caught by the islamist state.
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Several days had passed with no calls, no messages.
Luna had grown increasingly worried.
She’d seen online where Narundi had made updates to the zzziggurat library on GitKnob, merging a strange pull request.
Proof of life!
Something about lensing, but it made little sense.
Luna would need to study it further.
The committer had come from Finland, with no commit history, no other search hits online.

Finland itself had become a very strange place, ever since the Russian Tragedies.
They'd built out even more underground life, creating enormous forests underground.
Luna had mixed feelings about artificial forests, although it was probably wise, given the uncertainties of the global war.
She’d heard how Finns had initiated an enormous project in what used to be St. Petersburg, working on mycological reclamation of the land there.

Over the weekend, Narundi had called briefly.
Following the asteroid strike, she just had to let Luna know they were okay.
More than a thousand kilometers stretched between them and the event, although they definitely had felt the earth shaking! Narundi missed Luna dearly.
She had told Luna a new phrase, «delam barāt yek zareh shodeh» meaning “My heart has become the size of a speck.”

And things were changing in Iran.
They probably wouldn’t need to stay in hiding all that much longer.
Even so, Narundi had begged Luna not to take chances, not to call her directly for another few days.
Islamists were losing ground, but also growing more desperate and dangerous by the day.
Luna felt some relief hearing how the situation in Iran was rapidly changing, but she feared for Narundi and Arsha nonetheless.
She missed Narundi more than she could put into words.

As much as Luna had hoped this missive on Mastodon was a delightful and ornamented gift from Narundi, she knew it couldn’t be.
Even while cloistered in some delectably ancient ruins with Arsha, hiding from authorities and fearing for their lives, Narundi simply would never have bothered with such a supererogation of indirection.
Who could it possibly be? Luna felt thoroughly intrigued.

She ran searches of the user name.
Only a few hits turned up, even though she checked worldwide in all languages.
There was a @somenel@noc.social Mastodon account, plus a seldom-used account on GitKnob.
That held just a few public repos, HuggingFace model forks used for evaluating new code.
The account was a couple years old, with no recent public activity.
Nothing terribly earth shaking.

Luna took a deep breath and downloaded the zzziggurat library into the secure container, then she followed the instruction steps to install these strange new models.
That appeared to work fine.
She launched Narundi’s benchmarks for the library, to see whether the new models made any difference.
These tests usually took several minutes to run.
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Narundi had sounded absolutely heartbroken about not breaking beyond the 4.4 million J/t/h model efficiency mark.
She had merged the strange code from Finland, hoping it might enhance performance, but despaired when it turned out to be merely some I/O adapters.
Narundi still blamed herself for the terrible demise of her dear friend Mehrdād.
The library was nearly an order of magnitude too inefficient to use in weapons, which had been partly the cause of his death.
They would not make progress toward an actual weapon, at least not without substantially better computing resources.

An alert sounded, which annoyed Luna even more.
Then she looked and realized it was an alert for the benchmark completion.
Those tests never finished so quickly, was there something wrong?
Nope!
This set of models had raced through the benchmark, scoring an astounding measurement of 0.4 million J/t/h model efficiency.
From what Narundi described, the library now had enough power to weaponize in a most powerful way.

Except that none of this made any sense.
Narundi had been especially adamant on this point, there was simply no way that multi-modal models could be trained for that kind of efficiency in less than century’s compute time, not unless they somehow got their hands on a high-end quantum computing facility.
Only about eleven of those sites existed worldwide, all highly guarded by militaries of one flavor or another.

What secret admirer had access to such an advanced quantum cluster?
And why would they send anonymized files, ones that enabled the improvisation of a portentous weapon, to some ceremonial magick initiate off in the woods?
This conundrum just kept serving more enticing intrigue!
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In any case, Luna had the models, right in her hands.
She had to do something! Luna wanted to call Narundi immediately, so badly she almost felt like she would truly burst.
But to be safe, she’d be patient and let narundi jūn call her first, from a secure place when the timing was proper.

Luna fired off a message, encrypted of course, not mentioning any details directly.
Narundi could see her note then reply whenever it was safe.
It wasn’t even midnight yet in Iran.




Luna tried to think of what she should do.
Something had to be done.
Other initiates were still busy with their stupid celebration.
Who else could she reach? Most of the Antifa people she knew were either deployed in combat, or like MJ and Gabe, abruptly gone.
Lamassu was gone too.


She took a deep breath, scrolling through news on her phone.
Shanghai and Hong Kong had rebelled, breaking away from Beijing.
Zeina Shehadeh was reporting live from northwest Shanghai, where South Korean special warfare units were using air-cushioned vehicles to support the Shanghai regional defense troops.
A littoral regiment from the US Marine Corps was fighting alongside Japan and South Korea.
They constituted what Zeina called a “Blunt Layer” against PLA forces near the Dachang airbase.
It looked like the PLA was definitely losing.
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Shehadeh went on to describe how the “Seven Dragons” of South Korea, Vietnam, Singapore, Japan, Taiwan, and others had been working closely with EMVITA to assist breakaway regions.
They’d cracked almost all Chinese military encryption methods using quantum technology, enough to revert the launch codes for PLA missile batteries.
Zeina said it represented a dramatic shift in favor of the Alliance in the Global War on Conspiracism.
Japan had even begun to make first strikes against Beijing and other PLA military targets.
Plus there were rumors circulating that NavalnyStans had assassinated key party leaders in Beijing.
Luna hoped that it could possibly be true!

She looked around.
Sunlight filtered through the forest canopy, creating diagonal pillars of light that shined through the ring.
Some birds were venturing near, seemingly not drones, as far as Luna could tell.
Then a Pipevine Swallowtail butterfly danced through one of the ferns inside the ring.
Luna identified it on iNaturalist:
a Battus philenor, with a brilliant blue abdomen and bright orange spots adorning the underside of its back wings.
She wanted to visit the famous butterfly garden nearby, though visits had been blocked by curfew due to the intensity of the war.

Luna dallied more on her phone, trying to come up with ideas.
Using a gematria calculator, she learned how the name @somenel had the value 240, a permutation of the number 420.
This yielded much serendipity among possible synonyms:
“Nu”, “Hermetic”, “Time Machine”, “Black Sabbath”, even “Maui” and “Finding Nemo”.
On a special search engine for demonic baby names, she found how @somenel was close to Somenal, the name of an Akkadian demon associated with smoke, abyss, or whirlwind.
This also suggested a good fit.
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She reached down to pluck a stem of oxalis.
Its bright chartreuse-yellow blooms burst into pangs of intense sourness as she chewed them.
Then she remembered the tin in her backpack, with the Cakes of Life and some blackberries she’d foraged at the start of her walk.
Looking across the fairy ring, there was mallow, dandelion, chickweed, curly dock.
Fennel and some wild cabbage had been growing in a clearing nearby.
Luna could enjoy a small picnic of wild forage, far away from the party at the compound.

Thinking about the compound reminded Luna that she needed to attend to her initiatory work.
The recognition ceremony for Third Degree was approaching, although she hadn’t completed a board review for it yet.
Coextant specified themes in the final preparations for their advanced degrees.
Third Degree aspirants must demonstrate a “recondite measure” of Diegesis for their initiatory preparation.
Luna had struggled to find out what this actually meant.
She performed the entire sequence of Liber Carbo LXVI, to prepare herself and dig deeper.

Her best take so far on the “recondite measure” was that she was expected to become the narrator of her own story, not an imitator.
“Heard by the characters of one’s own story, not the audience,” as the De Arte Obcultus text described.
Older formulations of magick specified “To Be Silent” as the final tenet of the Four Powers of the Sphinx.
In other words, focusing on crucial interactions with specific people, by intent.
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A gnostic approach might be to attempt to reconcile opposites, bringing together a benevolent and numinous union of antagonistic dualities.
Luna considered her relationship with Enargia, the act of vigorous ocular demonstration.
In the performative sense, this would seem to be an opposite of Diegesis, sufficiently so for an expression of antagonistic duality?

Luna had been contemplating Enargia a lot recently.
In particular about the implications of the Latent Space and the weaponized AI which Narundi and Arsha had released into the world as open source.
This did not involve kinetic bombs or missiles warheads, it was about the power of stories.
How the nature of a story, the layers underneath it, could have colossal impact on real people, actual individuals in quantity.

That made Luna remember.
She grabbed her phone, pulling open a favorite episode of a podcast which she had starred.
Then tapping the forward and backward buttons until she’d resumed the exact 10:37 point where Hilary was discussing The Book of the Aeon, specifically in the context of the question “What is to be done?”
A good fit for what was foremost on Luna’s mind, both the initiatory exercise and her looming dilemma about the mysterious dead drop of machine learning models.
What is to be done?

“Learning about the power that you don’t see, that actually holds things together,” the professor explained.
“How something that seems really distant, abstract, and hard to understand turns out instead to be rooms full of existing people, meeting together and making decisions.”

“Yes, yes!” Luna’s heart leapt.
This could help her articulate the essence of a Diegesis/Enargia duality.
Heard by the characters who are distant from the audience, secluded, making big decisions privately.
Focusing on the most crucial interactions with specific people.
Narundi and Arsha were sheltering in the rubble of Elamite ruins.
Coextant was at their compound observing the wartime curfew.
Luna was seeking solitude inside the fairy ring.
Quietly focused on resounding outcomes.
If Luna could simply demonstrate this principle to the board review she might have her Third Degree consummated.
Luna clicked the play button again.

“The brilliance and terrifyingness of giving us a vivid picture of an extraordinarily large planetary problem,” Hilary continued.
“This is the problem of survival, having actual consequences to actual individual humans and groups of humans all the time, right? Also seeing the structures of power and their coherence which has both enabled and continue to enable, and yet provide the only way to make any difference in the situation.
Or the refusal to play along with the set of rules that have been constituted.”

So brilliant, Luna thought.
Perhaps she could do a graduate degree someday with the professor as an advisor.
Did she even dare dream about such a thing?




Something Hilary had just said triggered Luna into action.
A newly received understanding was compelling her.
She looked up Allison’s number on her phone and initiated a video call.


“Hello?” answered The Heiress, materializing into view.
She had redwoods in her video background.
“Soror Luna?”

Luna tried to explain the deluge of her thoughts and sudden realizations, but she choked.
She had never spoken directly to Allison.
Luna could think of nothing else to do except paraphrase from the storm of words presently circumvolving through her mind.
All at once, she broke forth with
“There is an extraordinarily large planetary problem!
Structures of power that continue to enable …
this, this is the only way to make any difference in the situation …
in their refusal to play along!” she pleaded, as if no longer in control of her body.

“Luna, where are you?” Allison asked, with a dire urgency in her voice.

Luna managed to tap the vicinity beacon on her phone.

“No problem.
Stay put, I’ll come to you, I’m nearby,” Dumont reassured her, on the move but keeping the call open.

Luna tried to collect her thoughts, which apparently had scrambled and flowed through the ferns and oxalis clumps and fallen redwood boughs at her feet.
She felt horribly embarrassed.
But she needed to explain to Allison.
First though, she performed parts of a Liber A✴︎ LIV rite, trying to join closer with the fairy ring.
Maybe she could lean on these towering redwoods for help from their wisdom and strength.
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Luna took a deep breath and began to rehearse.
This time she wouldn’t mangle the message, as difficult and ominous as it might be.
There was an open source project.
It came from Sumerian magick long ago, recently translated from writings discovered in ancient ruins.
Some anonymous party had sent machine learning models which enhanced the open source.
This much already sounded outlandish.

No bother, must focus, Luna thought.
She pushed herself to keep rehearsing.
The technology represented a form of weaponized AI.
Sumerians had formulated their magick to make religious extremists especially susceptible, infecting them with rage and self-destruction.

But wait, what Arsha had described as countering the language of colonization?
Was that related to David Brin’s Addicted to Self-Righteousness article?
Narundi and Arsha were hiding from islamist state police, so they wouldn’t be able to help explain.
For that matter, how could any of this make sense through Luna’s incoherent blubbering?

“Makes loads of sense to me,” said Allison, stepping between redwood trunks and into the fairy ring.
She was wearing a loose white cotton dress that seemed to float in the breeze.
One of the sunlight shafts spilled across her face as she approached.

Luna recalled The Heiress from the sacrifice ritual the previous month, how she’d looked both beautiful and terrifying.
A vision of ethereal power.
“Wait, you heard me?” Luna asked.

“Most of it, I think,” said Allison, taking a seat next to Luna on the soft mossy stone.
“Well said, in fact.
We can recap, but you’ve articulated something I’d been hoping to find.
Brin’s writing about self-righteousness has been on my mind, given the looney tunes of MAGA, their suicide bombers, their media-transmitted adult rage disorder, and their death religion.
Had a hunch there might be a way to leverage Brin against CSM, but just couldn’t quite connect the dots.
Until now.”
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Luna gulped, kicking her backpack off to one side.
Trying to regain her composure.
A recent addition to her backpack was an Effin’ Birds button which read “FUCK CAPITALISM” and she worried it might make a bad impression.
Probably not.

“Someone else had similar notions it seems, and they did the work,” Allison grinned.
“Somebody who likes us?”

“Yes!
Somebody wonderful.
Although, there are problems,” Luna answered slowly.
“If I understand the recent additions to the open source code, the weapon needs to be hooked up to an input and an output.”
Luna opened the repo on her phone, showing Allison the diagram of the Latent Space.
“Here’s where the input connects, into something called SOCMINT telemetry.
Then the output requires a customized QAnon drop.”

Allison grinned.
“Easy peasy, consider it done.”
She opened the browser on her phone, adding “There’s a lab in the basement which you’ve probably never seen.
One customized QAnon drop, coming right up.
But you mentioned there was more than one problem?”

“The other problem is much worse,” Luna said.
“If I understand correctly, this thing may wipe out lots of people.
Honestly, I had troubles the first time I fought the enemy on a ride-along, when we killed merely two of them.
Using this thing might kill millions.
That’s so incredibly dreadful.
How could we live with that, with millions of ghosts?”

Allison shifted on the mossy rock, sitting perfectly upright.
“How many people are there in our world?” she asked.

“Eight billion or so,” Luna replied.
“At least, before the start of the global war.
Many less now, obviously.”

Dumont nodded.
“How many can our planet support if the religious conservatives worldwide lead us into climate disaster?” she asked.
“Because we’re already there, trapped there, our world imperiled.”

“Depending on how bad things get, we might see support levels dropping three orders of magnitude,” Luna answered.
“That’s for human populations.
We’ve already seen a widespread biotic crises, where millions of species are going extinct.
A mass extinction event.”
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“Exactly!” Allison grabbed Luna and gave her another hug.
“Better than having billions of ghosts angry if we decide to do nothing.
How much would they haunt us?”

Holding Luna firm, at arm’s length, she added,
“But in reality —
setting aside human exceptionalism for a moment —
their threat is much more urgent.
Ninety million adults wanted a war to decide that heteronomative, Caucasian, conservative, Christian Nationalist males rule.
Put ten people in a room, three wanted this.
They got their war, they've been trying to kill us, or anyone like us.
Period.
If we hesitate now, how many more decades or centuries will it take before their dissembling medieval current gets put to rest?
Because our biosphere simply does not have decades!”

Allison paused for a moment thinking, then added, 
“CSM represents the highest concentrated threat to climate disaster.
They’re the top third of the top 1% who’ve systematically caused the most damage to our world.
They’ve promoted entire religions dedicated to perpetuating that damage.
Their prophecies claim their gods will mysteriously fix everything, though only for their faithful.
Only after they’ve died as well.”

Luna could see The Heiress grow increasingly flustered as she recounted these details.
She loved the explanations all the same.

“Their gods of death will create a better world, as they assure everyone—” said Dumont,
“after utterly destroying this dear world and all which live within it.
Let alone the fact of the war where they’ve been wanting to kill us so desperately, and nearly doing so.”

Luna’s face grew flushed.
Oathqreepers’ deadly attacks against the temple had been burned firmly into her mind.
So many dear sisters and brothers met their Greater Feasts.

“This is our opportunity, frankly, to clear the slate,” Allison continued.
“It may be our last opportunity to fix that.
Perhaps we can help deprogram some conspiracists afterwards, educate them back to civility.
Even so, the sad fact is that many must perish first before their peers ever relent.
We must rebuild on the rubble of what we have, but first we must reduce their lot to rubble.”

Luna nodded.
“I get it, I mean, thwarting millions who are terrible in their deeds, today, versus the opportunity for billions of beings in the future, including people.
It’s a balance, a kind of a Diegesis/Enargia duality, truly.”

Allison scrunched her eyebrows.
“Interesting, yes.
I’ll want to hear that one in detail, but later.
You’ve got the point, and we’ve got much work to do.”

Luna kept nodding.
Her eyes began to fill with tears.
She worried that the point or her life, or at least for these past few minutes, was to nod without stopping.
“One more thing, if I may ask … were you really just nearby?”
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“Of course,” The Heiress confided.
“I can’t stand those ridiculous parties.
They feel so claustrophobic and wrongheaded.
But I enjoy walking through these beautiful redwoods to regain fresh perspectives on things.
So I came outside to be alone.”

Holding up a container of ripe blackberries, she added,
“Also, I found a patch of these just back up the trail.
And I snuck out some Cakes of Life, which go great with berries.
Want some?”


Act III






Act III:



Autopoiesis




One trouble the world faces about AI can be summarized as:





Too few individuals have a visceral understanding of nonlinear dynamics, computational irreducibility, hidden markov models, or random walks in general, nor about how these interact with notions of measuring entropy — in the sense of both thermodynamics and information theory — within the overall context of artificial intelligence.
Nor will such mystical beings magically appear in quantities anytime soon.
Instead, many humans persist in their fervent beliefs in a cult of prediction, and anthropocentrism, and the inherent autocracy which these ultimately bring.
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Translated: Aristotle, who seriously misunderstood cognition, can go piss off.





15: aerae incendium

“Y’ALL GOT POPCORN?” Cynthia asked as she walked back to their station, chomping through mouthfuls of freshly popped goodness.
Smothered with salt and melted butter.

“Seriously?” Hawke raised his eyebrows.
He didn’t know the kitchen in their floor of The Mohole even had popcorn.
Frankly, he was too focused on the reports of mass suicides.
The casualty numbers in CSM had been growing by the hour.
It was now being called a “suicide epidemic” by news pundits on both sides of the border.
That said, the news for CSM in general was growing even worse.

“Boss, it’s the greatest show on Earth,” Cynthia replied.
“And we’ve got Cat 1 seats on the other team’s sideline!”

Tasking had relaxed.
There were still priorities in red on the board, although mostly the list had turned a lightly orange-ish yellow.
Allied forces around the globe were mopping up the remnants of PLA troops, although the PLA navy vessels were mostly filled with deserters fleeing for other shores.
Oligarchs aligned with Saudi finances were being detained.
One big fight remained, although the US military was still prohibited from engaging directly.
The outcome of the battle at this point was so foreseeable that Las Vegas casinos had stopped taking bets.

“COMINT, put it through on the big screen,” the mission director’s voice boomed across the darkened auditorium.

“In the immortal words of Peter Lamborn Wilson,” the reporter began.
“We learn how ‘Those who understand history are condemned to watch other idiots repeat it’ — may he, PLW, rest in peace.”

Alleyne placed bowls of popcorn in front of both Hawke and Vermeulen.
She added small shakers of sea salt and chili lime powder.
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“This is Rachelle Nadeau with the RNnews show, thank you for joining me this remarkable Thursday evening.
Wherever you are, if you are able, be sure to go out and buy a local newspaper tomorrow morning.
Set your alarm for early dark thirty, get three copies, and place them into archival storage.
Perhaps you can bequeath the copies in your will to a local school or library.
People will thank you for generations to come.
Today of all days, we have some news to discuss!”

She paused, pressing an ear bud, ostensibly to hear updates from her producer.
“It’s been all of seventy-nine days since the President of the United States declared war against MAGA secessionists, which metastasized worldwide into the full-scale Global War on Conspiracism.
This world war is drawing to an abrupt and highly unforeseen close.
We’ll have live reporting directly from the enemy capitol, where Antifa forces have driven the remaining CSM leadership into their bunkers.
Within the hour they are expected to either be captured, forced to surrender, or otherwise.”

“Hilar!
Just yell, if anyone needs refills,” Cynthia said gleefully.

“First, let’s take a look at events worldwide today,” Nadeau continued.
“The new ZZA government in Iran convened its parliament yesterday, enacting sweeping changes.
One of the most dramatic changes was that women are required to have at least 50% representation in the parliament.
Women who don’t wear any clothing prescribed by religious conservative dictators, for fear of imprisonment or execution.
Women who have taken back their country, their cities, their communities.
The draft constitution which was ratified today has made theocracy illegal, affirming an explicit separation of church and state.
Moreover, anyone convicted of hate crimes against formerly marginalized communities gets an automatic prison sentence of forty years hard labor.”

“Anyone else keeping score?” asked Cynthia.
“I’d call that a win!”

Hawke managed to snicker, although not really.
There was too much else weighing on his mind.
A custom dashboard on his tablet was in fact keeping score.
It visualized real-time updates of estimates which the organization was collecting: casualties on both sides, ware and climate refugees, homelessness rates, bankruptcies and foreclosures, munitions estimates, suicides, and so on.
CSM counts for the latter had spiked, now over two million.
Grizzly.
Confirmed reports were still being collected, so these numbers were estimates, but still.
The reports were amassing.
Hawke shuddered.

Vermeulen blinked, twiddling a not-previously-seen finger puzzle.

“Maybe we should set up a point system?” Alleyne beamed.
“Or I know, let’s make bingo cards!”
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Nadeau showed video clips from the Majles in Tehran, where parliament members were announcing application for EU membership.
“What is especially remarkable is how the new Iranian government now leads administrative control over a region which includes the former the Saudi territory, as part of a new United Nations organization to regulate fossil fuel mining worldwide.
The administrative control extends through much of the region.”

“Video looks really good up on the big screen, don’t you think?” Cynthia smirked.

“Honestly, I’m watching analysis updates scroll through on my tablet while listening to Rachelle,” Hawke said.
“I think that’s called multimedia, or something?”

CSM suicide counts had moved up to three point two million.
Most had died from GSW, immolation, explosive vests, trucks crashing.
Alleyne’s report had described how the Latest Space weapon hit the more rage-prone among the enemy much harder.
Perhaps it would be saving lives ultimately? Hawke allowed himself that minor comfort, before checking the numbers again:
three and a half million.

The next segment of RNnews began with a photo of Taipei, newly rebuilding, labeled “Seven Dragons, Four Pandas” in bold.

“In case you’ve been stranded on a desert island, or lost in a cave somewhere for the past three months, you probably already know that the entire world has been watching East Asia.
Since their attack against Taiwan in mid-May, the PRC leadership has faced a dramatic turn of events.
We might say they’ve had a very bad day, although in perspective it’s more like a really awful century, or millennium.”

Cynthia let out a yell, “Oh, hell’s yeah!”

“As of this moment, and again this situation is unfolding rapidly,” Nadeau continued.
“What we know currently is that most all of the outer provinces in what used to be the People’s Republic of China have declared their independence, citing conspiracism as the greater evil.
Greater Shanghai was the first to forsake Beijing and go on its own, followed swiftly by Hong Kong leading all of the newly independent Canton region.”

Analysts began thumping table-tops with their knuckles.
Cynthia seemed to be leading a rhythm.

“Tibet and Qinghai have also broken away.
The Fujian province decided by a nearly unanimous vote to join Taiwan.
Inner Mongolia declared that they had always been part of Mongolia.
Then the various communities in both the Gobi region and Xinjiang have dispersed among the neighboring Central Asian republics.
For those who’ve been keeping score—”

“Stomping in my timbs!” Allyene shouted.

Hawke covered his eyes with both hands, exaggerating his reaction to Alleyne.
Playing along with the team.
Even so, CSM suicides had been over five million the moment he’d covered his eyes.
Hawke was growing increasingly paranoid with every new report.
He wanted to keep his hands planted on his face, nonetheless he had to monitor the evolving situation.
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“That leaves only four provinces remaining, imagine that!” Rachelle said, furrowing her brow almost nonstop.
“Count ’em, four!
Dongbei, Northern China, Eastern China, Southern China.
None of which, according to the UN Security Council, will be allowed any further to possess nuclear weapons, ICMBs, a navy, an air force, space launch capabilities, and the list goes on."

“Instead, for any technology or business endeavor which has potential military applications, such as global transportation, telecommunications equipment, space research, etc., they will need to partner with regional nations who fought among the Alliance.
And just who might those be? Namely, that list includes South Korea, Japan, Taiwan, Vietnam, Singapore, Indonesia, and what’s left of India.
Arguably, both India and Indonesia are busy contending with the impact of sea-level rise in the wake of the West Antarctic Ice Shelf sliding into the ocean, not lest we forget the persistent heat domes which helped cause this singularly stupendous and ominous event.
It won’t be the last of its kind.”

Alleyne bowed and shook her head at this mention, repeating solemnly, “It won’t be the last of its kind.”

“To wit, we have seen the emergence in Asia of what people are called the Seven Dragons and Four Pandas,” Nadeau continued.
The countries which colluded with the autocrats formerly running Beijing, notably North Korea, Myanmar, and the Philippines, these have been placed under administrative control of the United Nations.
Now these Seven Dragons will oversee the administrative regions until new local governments can be organized, albeit governments with substantially different constitutions and significant ongoing foreign supervision.
All of the above have been tasked with helping Australia and New Zealand rebuild after the Chinese attacks and brief period of suzerainty.”

Brett interjected, “We’re seeing some movement at the CPAC headquarters, although there’s no weapons engagement yet.”

Hawke nodded, putting his serious face back on.
“Please let me know if the situation changes.”
Seven million estimated suicides in CSM now.
Everything was getting utterly serious.

“One of the more bizarre stories, which helped set the stage for the fall of the Saudis, for the fall of the CCP party in Beijing, happened here in this country,” Rachelle explained.
She paused briefly, staring into the camera with a grimace.
“Or rather, the once and future parts of this country.
Only a few days ago, the CSM judiciary declared a hiatus on debt collections.
However, and what they probably did not foresee, is that back here on Earth One, the banks which operate internationally would simply call their notes, meaning that investments in those notes within the CSM would vaporize.
Several banks which had continued doing business both in the US and the CSM retaliated by forcing repayment of debts and in some cases initiating the seizure of collateral assets.
This indeed set off a line of dominos falling.”
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“Woo-hoo, Derby love!” Alleyne shouted.
“Skate hard, turn left, hit people!”

Vermeulen and Hawke both turned to stare.
“Really?” asked Hawke.
He glimpsed back at his laptop.
Eight million suicides.
How could this be happening?
Was the astounding rate slowing down?
Or speeding up?
No way to tell.

Cynthia returned a nervous laugh.
“Ha ha, Just something I do with my offline friends.”

“The CSM, for its part,” said Nadeau, “had to cease almost all imports, their currency devalued to less than the paper on which it was printed, and oddly something else happened.
We still don’t have all the details, but it turns out that a large fraction of the real estate in CSM had been leveraged with what are called REIT, real estate investment trusts.
Debt for these financial instruments had been aggregated using collateralized debt obligations.”

“Yes, the same damn thing at the root cause of the 2008/2009 global financial meltdown, those world-renown CDOs.
You though they were dead, but they are undead, and they came back to eat our brains.
These instruments had been sold to the CSM public through a network of evangelical churches, and were intimately involved in most of the MAGA political fundraising.
Needless to say, the whole kit and caboodle was a fundraising pyramid scheme.
When the banks moved in to collect on past due debt payments, that pyramid scheme collapsed, post haste!”

“Be advised, all personnel,” the MD said over the auditorium monitor.
“Please give a warm round of applause for our own Senior Computational Logistics Analyst, Cynthia Alleyne.
Epic kill shot, Cynthia!”

“Yas bitch yasss!” Cynthia screamed, arms flying into the air.
“Kill it with fire!
We slammed those MAGAts!”
She stood and took a bow.

Hawke chuckled, joining many others with an standing ovation and loud cheers.
Except for the number eight point three million, though that seemed to be slowing down.
He clapped extra hard, hoping no one would notice his distress.

“Now we don’t quite have all the details yet,” Nadeau said up on the big screen.
“Some parts are yet to be determined, though it appears someone or some organization had been short-selling these financial instruments.
If you’ve ever seen the excellent movie ‘The Big Short’ based on the Michael Lewis book by the same name, somebody did just that!” The reporter threw her arms up with a thoroughly exasperated look.

[bookmark: img_rnnews.8][image: Thank You My Friend]

“We don’t know who, we don’t know how, we’re pretty sure it wasn’t anybody among the Beijing government, the Saudi ruling family, former Iranian imams, or any one in the CSM.
Else they would have ended up in vastly different circumstances.
But somebody, somewhere, scored hundreds of billions of dollars from this.
It took down the financial system, such as it was, of the entire CSM.”

“Following the enormous meteor explosion over the Middle East last week, this financial disaster compounded the catastrophes faced by the Saudis, who ruled by dint of having obscene amounts of petrol-based cash to force their way.
They are not be able to force their way any more!”
The reporter grinned widely, building up toward a bigger point.
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“It was with no small irony that over 85% of the leading economists in the US have emigrated officially to CSM since the start of the war, given the fundamentally ‘conservative’ nature of their field.
One might have imagined that given so much economic brain trust available at their disposal, CSM leadership should have seen this train wreck coming, or in the very least their media pundits.
You have no doubt seen the ubiquitous videos of Marie Bardolino pitching the merits of a faith-based investment Ponzi scheme known as the Gospel Faith Prosperity Capital Partners — quite a mouthful! Let’s simply call this the GFPCP, shall we?” Nadeau asked the audience.

“It was a financial instrument seemingly purpose-built for the far-right: a booming investment for the Christian Nationalist populace, ample sales fees for their megachurch preachers, means for boosting vast real estate empires of the religious far-right, and a strategic pool of campaign funds for their secessionist political leadership.
What’s not to like?
But, and here’s the kicker, but what goes up must come down.
GFPCP crashed spectacularly, with losses measured now in the billions.
An estimated twenty-million CSM residents have been forced abruptly into bankruptcy, many of them are now homeless.
Most evangelical churches in CSM as well as many back here in the good ol’ U S of A now face foreclosure.
And those megadonor far-right families who effectively funded this war?
Remember them?
They’ve been taken to the cleaners!”

Applause rose across the auditorium.

“I wish that George could’ve lived to see this moment,” Hawke said to no one in particular.
“He’d probably raise a toast with his damn super-sized Poinsettia cocktail.”
The CSM suicide rate was still edging up, albeit slower, now at 8.7 million.

RNnews video on the big screen of The Mohole shifted to live reporting from a reporter embedded with Antifa assault teams in Miami, Florida.
“Let me introduce,” Nadeau began, “our newest member of the RNnews family, star reporter Zeina Shehadeh who’s just joined our team.
Zeina is embedded with elements of the 4th Regiment from the Antifa 5th Combat Brigade, also known as the ‘Soup Can Grenadiers’, who are headquartered in Idylwood, Virginia.
Over to you, Zeina!”
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“Thank you so much Rachelle,” Shehadeh said.
“I’m with the 2nd platoon, Charlie company.
We’re deployed on Zodiac boats with which the 4th Regiment has been patrolling Miami since late yesterday, having assumed control over most of the enemy capitol.”
Zeina ducked while the Antifa warfighters on her Zodiac returned small arms fire at Oathqreepers attacking in an airboat.
“As you can tell, we’re still taking fire,” Zeina continued, unfazed by the peril of combat.
“The CSM capitol here in Miami was overcome with sea-level rise after the dramatic ice shelf collapse last Friday.
Beginning this Tuesday mysterious waves of mass suicides also began to be reported within CSM.”

Hawke looked down at his feet, only glimpsing up momentarily to see Cynthia and Brett both staring at him.
He glanced at his tablet screen, partially obscured by his palm and thumb, with one metric visible which read nine million.
The world was recognizing what he’d done.

“Things are only unprecedented until they actually happen!” Nadeau cut in.
“The numbers of MAGA suicides have escalated over these past three days at an unprecedented rate.
This kind of thing had been absolutely unprecedented, until now.
There are no causes identified yet, and we may never know the full details of this matter.
There have been suspicions that these suicides may have been induced by social media tech giant TicTrack, following evidence which came to light about their culpability in starting the SF riots.”

“One commonality between these MAGA suicides and the equally indeterminate celebrity suicide bombings by the far-right is that most of the individuals involved had been heavily engaged in social media.
Observers have speculated that Chinese social media behemoth TicTrack may have engaged in subliminal coercion of some unknown form.
In other words, someone may be reshaping media-transmitted adult rage disorder to destabilize violent conservative groups.”
The media star frowned, pausing momentarily.
“However, TicTrack’s corporate headquarters were practically leveled in a recent missile exchange.
We may never know!
This may become one of the most truly bizarre mysteries of this dreadful war.”

“An early indication of something untoward was the bizarre mass suicide of a seditionist group in Texas known as the Hill Country Patriots,” Zeina continued.
“They chose to self-immolate as a group using Texas-drilled crude oil.
Links have been discovered between the group and TicTrack videos about a recent QAnon drop which described Texas crude as a universal antidote to liberal democracy.
Videos suggested a practice of baptism by fire leading to eternal resurrection, freed from any trace of sins which occurred due to contact with non-Christian views during one’s mortal years.”
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“Oh, hell’s yeah!” Cynthia yelled a second time, thumping the table even more loudly.
“Shoot some hoops for my peeps!!”

Hawke stifled a groan.
“Barbados, why do you torture me?”
Many neighboring analysts turned to stare, though one could see in their faces a sense of awe for Alleyne’s enthusiasm.




Truth be told, Hawke welcomed the attention getting deflected.
An oddly compelling cover story was taking shape.
Vermeulen had mentioned that a model’s effectiveness would diminish over time.
Maybe, in a best case scenario, the CSM suicide rate might drop as peculiarly as it had risen.


With suspicious directed toward TicTrack and their headquarters now mostly rubble, forensics about the Latent Space weapon would be circumscribed at best.
Any traces of culpability would need to draw a throughline starting at Coextant, and George had made sure any investigations headed there would stop cold in their tracks due to wartime expediencies.
Come to think of it, George had maneuvered Hawke into making a cross-agency referral of Coextant to the JTTF, off the record, to formalize the matter.
George was posthumously saving his hide!
Things might actually take a turn for the better.

Alleyne looked back toward Hawke, acting embarrassed.
Probably trying to read his facial expressions, which were likely quite confusing.
“And I oop…”
Then she broke into a cackle.
“Got it Boss, avoid the shouty.”

“What we do know,” the embedded reporter explained, “is that upwards of ten million suicides have been reported.
This has significantly weakened the tenuously waning military capabilities of the CSM.”

“Off by one much?” Cynthia mentioned under her breath.

“Seriously, STFU!” Hawke whispered back.
He managed a light chuckle.

“Zeina,” Rachelle began to ask.
“How much have these mass suicides affected the CSM troops?
Is there a split between civilian and uniformed—”

Zeina cut in.
“Sorry to interrupt, Rachelle, we’ve just received word that an assault has begun.”
Her audio crackled and the video glitched.
“President’s police guard … sporadic fire … intermittent cyberattacks have brought down … grid … Miami police units … on their own …”
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One of the analyst teams cranked up “Fuck Tha Police” by N.W.A.
Others shouted “Bacon gets fried!” and “Mosh pit!”

Alleyne chimed in with “Girls to the front!”

“Children, please,” said the MD snickering, while the auditorium roared with laughter.

“Thank you, and if you’re just joining us now, we’re at a historic moment,” said Rachelle as the video feed cut back to the RNnews studio.
“Yesterday, one of the numerous giant sinkholes which have been opening in the now mostly flooded CSM capitol Miami opened suddenly underneath the motorcade of Vice President Greene, with over a hundred people killed in that incident.
Anyone paying attention knows the party is over — Gaia is taking revenge.”

“Which of course brings us to now.
Between their financial losses, mass suicides, mass bankruptcy and homelessness, both Beijing and Riyad having withdrawn support due to their own imminent crises at home, not to forget ongoing climate-related disasters, the CSM decided to cash in their chips.
Most of their government’s leadership decided to surrender.
Washington replied with ‘No terms except an unconditional and immediate surrender could be accepted’ to echo the words of then General Ulysses Grant at the close of the first civil war.
President DiCentos’ cabinet surrendered later in the day, accepting terms of the cease-fire agreement wherein the United States concludes all hostile activities against the Confederate States of MAGA.”

“However, DiCentos himself is now believed to be holed up in a bunker.
The feds want to capture him alive so he’ll be able to stand trial.
While most CSM military units have surrendered, a few loyalist holdouts have vowed to fight to the end, as long as they believe DiCentos to still be alive.
Given their lingering 2020 election denialism, that may in fact take several years.”

“Our embedded reporter Zeina Shehadeh is with Antifa forces, who are now closing in to neutralize these last CSM holdouts, many of whom have been wiped out due to a mysterious wave of suicides, which is believed to have been induced through social media.
Possibly coming from China, although that would have been at cross purposes?
Maybe?” she shrugged.

Cynthia offered to pass the popcorn bowls around to adjacent teams.

Mortar crews in Zodiacs weaved between red mangrove trees, closing in on the CPAC headquarters which has served as a make-shift CSM government seat ever since the rapid sea-level rise due to the recent Antarctic ice shelf collapse.

“We understand that Don DiCentos, the CSM president,” Nadeau continued, “is hiding out in the CPAC building, refusing to leave.
Most of his cabinet have already resigned, surrendering to Antifa forces and DOJ officials present at the scene yesterday.”
She paused, then said, “Talking with our control room, we’re still experiencing some technical difficulties with the live video feed.
We’ll resume Zeina’s historic on-location reporting as soon as we can get that sorted.”

The glitchy video revealed a skywriter airplane flying past a waxing crescent moon, high above the horizon.
Cloud puffs of sky-written characters read “BYE FELICIA, <3 CALI” against the backdrop of a deep blue firmament.
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“Rachelle!” Zeina cut in.
“Latest volleys … from our mortar crews … hits!
We’ve breached the … of this building.”

Micro drones from Antifa units had swarmed through gaping cracks in the exterior of the CPAC building.

“COMINT, can we enhance that video signal?” the mission director asked.

“Affirmative, we’ve intercepted video feeds from within the battlespace,” the COMINT desk answered.
“Drone coverage integrated.
We’re bypassing civilian communications infrastructure and patching the amended signal directly to the RNnews studio.”

“Up on screen!” ordered the MD.
“GEOINT, OSINT, Overhead, all coordinate to enhance this signal as possible.”
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Video on the big screen from RNnews now showed a surface-level reconstruction from the satellites, overlayed with the enhanced video from the micro drones.
CPAC was in ruins, emptied of people, now flooding.
DiCentos had backed himself into the far right corner of a storage closet.
He looked haggard, his clothes were torn, and he’d grown a scruffy beard now dripping with clumps of seaweed.
The leader of the Confederate States of MAGA swatted at the micro drones which hovered in the closet near him.

An enhanced video replaced the first overlay, now at much better resolution.
“Fucking merciless Soros-backed libtards!” the CSM President could be overheard to say.
He was still cowering, still in the closet, still swatting at micro drones.
Sounds of gunfire and the buzz of Zodiac boat engines could be heard growing in the distance.

Murmurs arose throughout The Mohole auditorium as analysts noticed a dark green shadow undulating in the bottom corner of the video.

DiCentos screamed as the alligator’s jaws opened wide.
Video zoom showed the MAGA leader self-defecate as the reptile closed on his leg, dragging the CSM President out of the closet and down into swampy waters.
Then the audio crackled and a bright flare consumed the video feed.

“Rachelle, following a final round of Antifa ‘chud buster’ grenade volleys in close quarters, the CPAC building is utterly in ruins,” Zeina reported.
“DiCentos is presumed dead.
A special operations team from DOJ is moving in now to confirm.”

“Can we re-roll that video?” Nadeau asked her control room.
“Let’s recap those final moments of the now deceased Donald R. DiCentos, the first and quite arguably last President of the now former Confederate States of MAGA.”
Video showed a replay of the zoom, just before the gator struck.
“Notice the former MAGA leader shouting the words ‘Soros!’ and ‘Libtards!’ while hiding in a closet.
We then see DiCentos self-defecate as he’s attacked by a broad-snouted crocodilian, one of the more numerous bottom-feeders of the Florida littoral biome.
Subsequently, Mr. DiCentos descends into murky flood waters, due to the highly accelerated effects of climate change, which the aforementioned deceased self-defecator had previously made illegal even to mention in Florida!”

The video replayed twice, while a video chyron splashed ‘Climate-Science Denying Deceased Self-Defecator’ and a video inset replayed the skywriter’s “BYE FELICIA, <3 CALI” message in the top left corner.
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“Wow! There you have it folks,” Nadeau said with a wide smile.
“The end of an unfathomably stupid and reprehensible civil war started by the CSM.
We’ve also just received breaking news that DOJ officials have apprehended the US Supreme Court justices who had been in hiding.
There are pending charges of seditious conspiracy against these former justices, and POTUS is expected to go on live television later this evening to address the nation, and the world.
What a day!
What an incredibly dramatic conclusion to this Global War on Conspiracism.
Here live on television, no less.
Stay with us, we’ll be right back!”

“MASINT, do we have confirmation of enemy termination?” the MD asked.

“Affirmative,” said the MASINT desk.
“DOJ reports they have located DiCentos’ body.
Deceased.”

“Can they confirm that DiCentos in fact self-defecated?” asked the mission director.

“Affirmative,” MASINT replied.
“DOJ animal rights experts on scene have also confirmed that the alligator appears to be unharmed and now relatively well-fed.”

Cheers erupted across the auditorium.

“Cynthia, just one question…” Hawke asked, letting the last word drag out and dangle.

“Sure, boss,” Alleyne tilted her head with a grin.

“Do we have any inkling, any at all about who shorted the evangelical pyramid scheme thing?”

“That would be just a little outgive from the good ol’ USG.
Specifically, DOJ.
They said it’d help fund humanitarian reconstruction efforts after the war, or something.
Although there was another unknown party with a large-ish short-sell stake in the credit swaps as well.
Those pesky unknown unknowns.”

The mission director dialed up the cable news volume on the monitor again, once the RNnews show reappeared after commercial break.




“And we’re back!” said Nadeau.
“We have a special guest for our final segment tonight, although first we have just received yet another breaking report.
Lots of those today!”
The reporter shuffled papers on her desk, clearing her throat.
“As a preface, one of the most perplexing enigmas of the past few months, or rather of this entire war, has been a murky group we’ve discussed previously on this show, called the NavalnyStans.
Now, not much has been known about this group, except that many assassinations during the war have been attributed to them.
They’ve played an important role as pivotal game-changers in our fight against the autocratic, petrol-economy, homophobic, far-right conservative monsters who decided to wage war against the world, against literally the entire planet.”
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Hawke glanced at his team.
They both had curiosity gleaming from their faces.
Cynthia stood staring at the big screen.
Brett stood next to her, and his knee was bouncing.

“The big reveal reached our studio moments ago during the break, and I’m almost at a loss for words.
Yes, I, Rachelle Nadeau, literally just can’t even.
A first!
So I’ll simply read this verbatim.
This is addressed from the UN Secretary General as their joint statement with the NavalnyStans organization:”


“We the aforementioned wish to clear the air about the nature of our operations.
Initially, we began as a hedge fund on Wall Street, with founders from Ukraine and former Russia.
As the global stability among nations deteriorated, it became clear that there was a growing opportunity for a new kind of reinsurance, one suitable internationally for plausible deniability.
In truth, we have not assassinated anyone since the Russian Tragedies, when our team had formerly been engaged by the Ukraine government on kill or capture orders against kleptocrats in hiding.
In other words, during the Global War on Conspiracism we were paid to take the blame when individuals across the world grew increasing frustrated with autocrats, kleptocrats, theocrats, and an ugly array of other human vermin.
Assassinations attributed to our organization were carried out by those individuals, although for their immediate well-being, politically within their respective countries, we claimed credit.”



“Profits resulting from the related hedge fund information were reinvested into the war, supporting the Alliance which has prevailed.
Moreover, many billionaires throughout the world negotiated settlements with us privately to obtain protection against their termination.
In most cases these exemptions were granted although fees were enormous, even by hedge fund standards of comparison.
As a result, a large fund has accumulated.
Our partners will take their 3% carried interest, as agreed.
However, there could be considerable legal consequences for a full cash-out exit strategy.
Therefore the remainder of our fund has been ceded to the United Nations, specifically for climate remediation.
Also, our organization has become formally accepted as the first extraterritorial member of the UN Security Council, replacing the now defunct PRC.”



“The tragedies of the past bequeath a profound and deeply regrettable legacy of suffering.
We must never forget those who have suffered or been lost, nor their families.
At best, we honor them by engendering a fresh start.
Within this pursuit we dedicate ourselves to achieving tolerance, mutual trust, and reconciliation.
May their rememberance serve to enhance the protection and vindication of the human rights for all.”


The MD hurried tasking, scouring HUMINT, SOCMINT, OSINT, and others for any emerging details regarding the NavalnyStans organization and their deal with the United Nations.

“Nothing from State Department regarding UN resolutions,” said the HUMINT desk.
“They appear to have gone dark.”

“As far as we can tell, all related messages are being delivered by individual couriers,” said OSINT.
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“With that in mind, our next guest seems especially apropos,” Nadeau continued.
“Please welcome my good friend Marco Pescado, futurist and host of The Next Trillion Milliseconds podcast.
Marco, thank you for joining, my friend.
So good to see you!”

“Thank you Rachelle, it’s well and truly a pleasure, as always,” Pescado said.

The MD turned down the RNnews audio, while other tasking got handled.

“I’m not even going to try to ask what the fuck just happened! Holy crap!” Hawke said.
He checked his tablet again, and the suicide count was holding at just slightly over 10.1 million.

“Boss, this will require much more popcorn,” said Cynthia, heading off toward the kitchen.

“I had a hunch about NavalnyStans,” said Brett.

Hawke glared at him.
Then he turned attention back to his looming email inbox.
Hoping not to find that anyone had discovered about the Latent Space.

After Cynthia returned with a popcorn refresh, Brett gestured toward the big screen, dialing up the local audio feed at their station.
“I think we really need to watch this part,” he said.

“What you may not know,” Rachelle was ramping into her closing segment in the show.
“Is that Marco and I have been working together for some time now, what three years?”

“Yes, Rachelle, I believe it will be a full three come this August,” Pescado said.

“We’ve been working together on a project called the Council on Domestic Policy of the Future, advising the US government and other countries of the Alliance.
Along with some other folks you’ve met on this show, including my good friends Bram Tyler and Allison Dumont.
Let’s call it interesting remote work.
Also assisting we have, gosh, leaders from just all over the world, coming from Earth Justice, Green Generation Initiative, the remarkable and thankfully most enduring Taokas tribe in Taiwan, Aniishnabek Nation, Fridays for Future in Japan, Australian Youth Climate Coalition, School Strike for Climate, and more.”

“I’m so very pleased to announce that this amazing crew at the Council will be joining me on my next adventure.
As of, well, right now, I’ll be changing jobs.
The most capable and talented Zeina Shehadeh will be taking over for me here on RNnews, which continues, don’t worry!” The reporter motioned to change camera views, showing her production crew, who waved back at the audience.
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“As of, well, right now, my wife and I and our two cats will be moving to Europe!” Nadeau said, beginning to tear.
“I promised that I wasn’t going to choke up.
Specifically, we’re moving to Zurich!
Our Council gets a name change and new funding.
Honestly, up until a few minutes ago I wasn’t fully aware about the funding source except in theory, but now we all know.
Our team is backed by the United Nations, with funds coming from its newest member, to the tune of several hundred billion ear-marked to address our world’s biggest threat.
Even bigger than the truly daunting and grizzly horrors which the Alliance faced during the Global War.”

“To paraphrase one of my favorite poets, Chris Antoniou, we’ve just now defended against the beasts that gather.
We’ve gone out and prosecuted a kind of global ‘inverse rapture’ which was necessary but not sufficient, even though we got rid of much garbage.
However, we’re not out of the woods yet, not by any stretch of the imagination!
There’s no escape from this larger problem, no zero-sum game where we can apply disinformation campaigns to subdue an opponent in the realm of populist opinions.
This other fight is very real, and very much playing for all the marbles.”
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“Namely, what we do we do about climate crises?
Yeah, that one.
How do we save as much as we possibly can of our one and only biosphere?
That’s the real fight, the one for which we had to take care of that other little matter first, namely getting rid of the authoritarian theocracies who stood in the way of sanity.
First things first!
Now, for confronting this new front in the global war, our team will get a name change.
We’ll now be known as the Council for the Future.
It’s been a pleasure reporting here all these years, and please be sure to watch Zeina here on RNnews instead of me!”

“I would like to express my deepest gratitude for the many brave Antifa warfighters, our forlorn hope who volunteered to go into harm’s way to protect all of us, really, who’ve brought such amazing success, and especially remembering those who gave their lives to defend what is good in this world.
Thank you for your service.
This is Rachelle Nadeau, signing off.”




Hawke had dashed over to grab a couple more cans of Red Bull.
The big screen continued showing cable news clips.
Now it was running a segment about the Beiyondé pre-game show for televised executions of former NRA leaders and venture capitalists who’d been enablers in Beijing’s attacks.


When he returned to their station, Hawke noticed a cold juice bottle placed prominently on the tabletop near where he’d been sitting.
The label indicated that it contained an organic carrot tangerine kale smoothy, with turkey-tail mushroom extract.
He started to ask “Why, exactly?” but the team was eager to share some news instead.

“Two items, boss,” Cynthia said, bouncing with excitement.

Hawke thought it sounded rehearsed, but he played along.
“First?” he asked.
Then glancing at his tablet, the number 10.1 still was holding.

“First item,” said Brett, awkwardly reciting.
“The Mohole is being officially renamed as the Eugene Goodman Intelligence Center.
There will be a ceremony next week.”

“Oh, that’s fantastic!” said Hawke, thinking their routine had definitely been staged.

“Second item,” said Alleyne, deadpan.
“Check your email.
Choi needs to talk with us.
Also next week.”
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Hawke’s heart sank.
Somebody had probably figured out about the dead drop to Coextant.
Choi was coming to read him the Riot Act.
Or introduce a rendition team.
In any case, whether Hawke stayed out of prison or not, things were going to change.
He knew what he’d done, what risks he had taken.
He recognized the gravity of the situation, that he couldn’t do this particular career anymore in good faith.

Hawke glanced up at the American flag which hung from the rafters above the MD’s podium.
This dream of USG had died, along with so many dreams which had become casualties of the global war.
Something else would come along in its place.
Probably something better, or at least better adapted to how the world had changed.
Latest Space ideas might get adapted for interesting civilian purposes, how about that for a career change?
But this was the end of white picket fences.
Organic smoothies instead of mass caffeine.

“So some of us have been talking, and I’m curious,” Cynthia ventured, staring down at the smoothy bottle.
“About what y’all plan to do after the war?”

“I’m thinking of starting a micro-distillery,” Brett replied.
“Using quantum algorithms and 3D printers to make minute adjustments to the distillation process.
There are amazing new nano-materials to apply and I think we can really change the field in exciting ways.”

Hawke and Cynthia both did double-takes, glaring sullenly at Brett.
The one who never spoke.

An awkward micro-moment or three later, Alleyne broke their silence.
“What, do you want a cookie?” she asked.

Vermeulen grinned, appearing quite pleased with himself.

Hawke aimed a slow burn toward Alleyne, then sighted Vermeulen, then back at Alleyne.
He didn’t want to say a word, hoping they could change the subject, fearing that anything he said might expose his decision.

“I’m applying to do field work,” Cynthia added.
“Ops really got me feeling some type of way.
Boss, how about you?”

Too late.
He paused for a moment, trying to come up with a story.
“I’ll need to think about that,” Hawke said with a heavy heart.

Next week would be the clincher.
He needed to talk with Caitlin, to have THE talk about the end of their white picket fences.
They needed to talk about whatever their next dream together would become.
He needed to give both his kids big hugs, and scratch Sadie’s ears.
He would miss Cynthia and Brett, terribly so, but they’d do just fine.
Hawke had resolved himself to what must do next.

“Nice work team.
Time for rack ops.
Let’s call it a day.”

COtG/DSAB 07-15: 

Post-polycrisis policy for closer ties with EU AF
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Synopsis: Proposed post-polycrisis policy preparations presuming preeminent proximation protocols with African Federation, European Union, Australia, and LatAm. Southern Region / Mutual Aid Region I. SOC Activation: Steady State Normal Operations/Monitoring — Green.

Our most immediate policy concerns are no longer about insurrectionists and seditious conspiracies, but instead a full-throated return to ongoing existential emergencies posed by climate crises.

Recommendations:


	Secure renewable freshwater resources plus carbon-neutral energy resources, to sustain our world-leading agricultural base.

	Several regional opportions exist which correlate with existing conditions today, as well projected climate change.

	A proposal outlines how California may lead a strategic initiative establishing bilateral agreements within both EU and AF.

	Also offer sponsorship of special immigration visas, open to individuals in the CSM containment camps who qualify.



For details see DSAB 07-15.

16: a coruña

ALL AFTERNOON, RAIN HAD BATTERED the windows looking out toward the sea.
Narundi still wasn’t accustomed to these storms, their gray and misty downpour.
A tip of the spear for terrific energies that dwelled deep in the Atlantic Ocean, she thought.
The fierce enormity made her shudder.
It was like living next to a bomb, a beautiful slushy blue bomb.
«barāyé ehsāsé ārāmesh,» Narundi thought — for the feeling of calmness.
She was still getting acquainted with this stormy sea.

Sitting at her desk, Narundi eyes wandered out their flat’s windows on the sixth floor of 15 P.º Marítimo Alcalde Francisco Vázquez.
From here she could view so much of A Coruña, at least the parts of their beautiful new home which nestled near the Orzán cove.
She pulled a sheet of paper from the printer and began doodling, what she saw out the window, and what she was feeling inside.

Random noises arose from the news video that was streaming on her laptop.
Zeina Shehadeh was hosting a show on RNnews, reporting live from Taipei.
The new Asian Union had held their first parliament session.
“Patterned on the EU,” the reporter explained, “these Seven Dragons and Four Pandas banded together with breakaway provinces from former China.
Working alongside Australia and New Zealand, their Union reached out to include the Oceania countries and most of Southeast Asia.”

Narundi could see street vendors selling char siu bao and jackfruit tacos in the background of the news video.
She was probably getting hungry.
A gentle breeze brushed through Nightshade trees in an area Zeina called the Beitou District.
She drew dumplings and tacos.

It was such a different feeling from the last time Narundi had watched Zeina walk through Taipei, when it was a war zone.
Any evidence of missile strikes or drone battles had been cleared.
New flowers had been planted instead.
The world was coming alive again.

Other random noises emerged from the bathroom.
Probably the echoes of Luna singing.
She liked to do that.
Luna was enjoying a long hot bath, getting ready for their dinner reservation.
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Narundi added a little sketch of bathtubs, with flowers growing out of them, and dishes of seafood.
Restaurante la Sartén on Praza de España had been recommended by friends at school, especially for signature Galician mariscos seafood dishes.
Boats in the harbor provided chefs with the freshest ingredients.
Narundi especially wanted to try navajas en la sartén which she’d glimpsed on the website, razor clams sautéed in garlic and oil.
Plus their zamburiñas a la plancha for scallops grilled in citrus juice, and steamed percebes if the freshly foraged barnacles were available.

Luna would be delighted by any mariscos as long as their meal got served with local Godello wine, or “ambrosia” as she would say.
They had much to celebrate.

The restaurant was a short walk, twenty minutes away.
Narundi loved wandering through twisty, narrow cobblestone paths in the picturesque old town, Ciudad Vieja.
She liked translating signs and eavesdropping on conversations, to practice her Spanish.

Another doodle went on the page, showing cobblestone paths and narrow alleys.

Luna’s native Venezolano dialect turned out to be close to the local Gallego in some ways, and in any case Luna was fluent in Spanish and she had no trouble asking for directions.
Although they had encountered hilarious misunderstandings with local galegos while out exploring, because of subtle differences between the two dialects.

“Already the AU has faced off against the Americans, regarding trade and regulatory disputes,” Shehadeh was explaining.
“Observers say this has been due to the relative Asian urgency on climate mitigation.”

Parliament argued in its first session about how best to curtail any subsequent resurgence of far-right minority factions.
South Korea and Japan have both complained that Americans aren’t moving fast enough, neither on anti-fascism nor on climate problems.
“AU has also just rejected reestablishing the US dollar as the global reserve currency,” Zeina said, “in favor of adopting a new carbon coin.
It appears that the African Federation will support this, which may become a deciding factor.”

Evening sun burst through the clouds.
Narundi looked up and gasped at the sheer beauty of the sun bidding farewell with brilliant golden beams.
Then going to sleep below the horizon.

This maritime world felt so opposite the desert landscape of Khuzestan.
So far removed.
Luna had called the two worlds antipodean.
But evenings here felt warm and comforting, in that way much like Ahvaz.
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Even with more than four meters of sea-level rise, A Coruña responded and adjusted, as they had in crises throughout millennia.
They found ways to nurture and protect their gorgeous home.
Narundi loved that.
She drew a shoreline next to a desert.

“AU in its first session was also pushing Iran to become more diligent about enforcing the UN petroleum mining ban across their new administrative region,” Zeina continued.
“The ZZA government’s conservatorship ranges from former Yemen in the south, up through former Turkey to the Bosphorus and Dardanelles, north to the Caucasus Mountains.
It borders the reunited Indian Federation in the east, ranging as far west as the Algeria, Libya, Tunisia tripoint border at Ghadames.”

Narundi liked the new prime minister in Iran.
She had even attended protest rallies which the PM led the year before.
«barāyé zan zendegī āzādī,» Narundi whispered —
“For woman, life, freedom.”
It had been no big surprise to learn that the PM had also been part of Arsha’s network, as it turned out.
In big block letters, she added “ZZA” to the drawing.

The new PM had so many responsibilities to wrangle, it was daunting to imagine her struggles.
Rebuilding the regional economy was slow.
Quelling flare-up rebellions from hold-out mullahs drew away precious time and resources.
Even so, Tehran had been gaining traction.
Successes were mounting: renewable energy projects, sea water greenhouses in the desert regions, joining in multinational support for the new lunar low-gravity chip manufacture and computing centers, and more.
The domestic technology sector which had struggled so hard during many years of economic sanctions was now taking its place on the world stage.

“A much bigger problem for Tehran has been the herculean task of reshoring and absorbing millions of people who’d become refugees,” the RNnews correspondent explained.
“Forced to flee their homes due to war, climate crises, or the viciousness of religious conservatives in general.
With autocratic governments in the region toppled, for now, there are more resources available to distribute among the most needy.”
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Zeina walked through the Guandu Flower Festival, naming varieties in the sea of zinnia, cosmos, angel flower, and sunflower blooming.
A symphony orchestra played an outdoor concert in the background.

“Mostly it has been groups of women leading these grassroots political efforts in Iran among the former refugees, rebuilding their communities,” Shehadeh said.
“Importantly, there are so many who are eager to work and collaborate, in stark contrast to their prior years imprisoned with their families behind the wire fences of the camps.”
Zeina said integration efforts were turning out better than expected.
She went on to describe how some observers now spoke openly of a post-Islamic renaissance taking hold.

Narundi drew a field of flowers, blooming into crowds of refugees.
The situation seemed so depressing, but maybe new ideas could help?
New life, new approaches.

The last sparkles of sunset bounced through their windows.
Off to her left, Narundi watched a waxing crescent Moon slung low.
It peeked above the eucalyptus canopy surrounding the Atlantic Dome on Monte de San Pedro.
To her right she could just barely glimpse the magnificent Torre de Hércules soaring above the peninsula headlands.
She felt grateful not to be one of the world’s many refugees.
She’d been lucky.
Orphaned, disparaged by opposing governments in both Iran and the US, but not a refugee.
Instead she got to live and study in this beautiful corner of Spain.

Narundi added a tower, with rays of sunlight bursting out behind it.
Then a trail leading up to the tower, with Luna walking in that direction.
Someone who maybe looked like Luna.
Maybe.

The old Torre was the most iconic part of A Coruña.
Luna insisted they call the ancient landmark Farum Brigantium, which, according to her, was its only proper name.
Tower of Hercules was the oldest existing lighthouse on Earth and —
as Luna never hesitated to mention —
had been built from original plans for the famed Lighthouse of Alexandria.
The hero Hercules had slain a tyrannical giant Geryon here, according to legend, then buried the giant’s head and weapons under this newly built tower.
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Narundi drew a giant hiding behind the tower.
She also thought about giants in her life, the people who meant so much.
She could hardly wait to introduce Arsha and Luna in person.
The two might get along quite well, or perhaps not blend at all?
They were so much alike, both living in the past while helping create the future.
She loved them for that.
When Narundi had first introduced the two online, Luna sent Arsha a greeting written in Sumerian cuneiform.
They had squealed with delight.

Narundi added random cuneiform-looking doodles on the edges of the page.
Some resembled Sumerian words which Arsha had taught her while they worked on translation AI together: desert, freshwater, sun, wind, apricots, bread, stew, fish.

The singing from the bathroom grew a little louder,
but with no signs of ending soon.
Narundi watched more news, trying to ignore her tummy grumbling.

Their entire world had changed so dramatically, within just a few months.
Narundi had become a news junkie.
She watched hours of news videos, trying to understand what was happening.
Feeding this addiction.

Zeina was in a video segment about American politics.
News from America seemed a mix of probably better and not that great.
Narundi was so happy that Luna had been able to join her in Spain. Both of them had escaped the messes of their respective homes.

“Attempts to rebuild the war-torn country have proven difficult,” Shehadeh explained, “while struggling to accommodate such an enormous number of war refugees.
Plus those refugees accumulating from a cascade of climate emergencies.
Understand that many of the religious conservatives on the losing side currently struggle with bankruptcy, homelessness, depression, disabilities from the war, and near epidemic levels of substance abuse.
In spite of abrupt reductions in gun ownership, which had been the leading cause of non-combat deaths,
the annualized age-adjusted suicide rates within the former CSM have trended near sixty per hundred thousand.
That figure is more than four times the pre-war rate.”

It seemed to Narundi that America was much like Iran in this sense.
Bankruptcy, homelessness, substance abuse, suicides.
Millions of conservatives in CSM had committed suicide.
Heated demands called for investigations into how mass suicides may have been prompted through social media.
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Zeina’s mention about this on the global news sent cold chills across Narundi’s skin.
She put down her pen, mumbling “Sin bolígrafo, por favor.”

Luna and her would shoot brief glances at each other whenever the topic came up.
But they almost never spoke about how the Latent Space has been used during the war.
Narundi didn’t want to know the particulars.

Many more people had obviously been using the zzziggurat project.
The repo now had nearly a thousand stars on GitKnob.
A thousand stars!
There was even a tag for questions about it on StackFluffler.

Narundi grabbed her pen and sketched the outlines of a ziggurat, with stars in the sky above it.

When Luna and Narundi had talked about their open source project, Luna mentioned that her organization noticed a possible unknown use case in the wild.
Former CSM partisans now in concentration camps had suddenly embraced deprogramming collectives, such as Exit Hate, to distance themselves from conspiracism.
Traces of Arsha’s “programmable singing” methods had showed up in media references to these rehabilitation programs.
Enrollment rates spiked shortly after some of the earliest of those traces appeared, not long after an unknown fork of the repo which had many new commits.

“With nearly half the former CSM population now in custody or deceased, the essential premise of having a US Senate — which emphasized minority rule, carried over from colonization times, and largely benefitting the far-right conservatives — no longer made any sense,” Zeina continued, for the American segment.
“Many observers contended that dramatic changes would be required in political representation, to avoid repeating the dreadful conflicts which led to their civil war.
For now, both the Senate and the practice of using an Electoral College have been suspended.
Meanwhile the remaining national legislature has been reformed as an EU-style parliament.”

Narundi had toyed with metrics to detect deployment of a weaponized Latent Space model in global media.
She sketched a chart with indicators, markers, support lines.
It might be possible to arrange for distributed tracers, then measure the energy levels required for a particular cultural effect taking hold quickly, such as these deprogramming courses.
Could this even fit for a research project at school?
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It might be one way to show that the technology was distinct from its war-time use, that constructive applications could be made, as much as the destructive ones from weaponization.
She worried that news about the Latent Space and zzziggurat might become public.
What would she do if that happened?
Would she lose her place at the university or have some terrible punishment?
She shivered, imagining the worst.
In spite of this, Narundi was glad the Americans had used the weapon, how it seemed to help bring the war to a more rapid end.
Maybe.

“Meanwhile, DOJ officials have successfully prosecuted the US Supreme Court justices on seditious conspiracy charges,” Zeina continued, “after FBI special agents tracked them down in their hiding places.
A new replacement court is being expanded to twelve justices, each with eight year term limits, subject to the same ethics codes as the rest of the American judiciary.
UN leaders have hailed this particular step as one of the most significant for the United States in its proposed turnabout, to slow the country’s dramatic plunge on the worldwide democracy index.”

Narundi added some rocks to the sketch in front of the ziggurat, with judges in robes hiding under those rocks.
Tyrants hiding in a desert.




“DING!” rang an alert, followed by a clip from a Sumerian song by Heilung.
That was Narundi’s cue to check her encrypted texts.
She pulled open a browser tab and authenticated from her phone.
It took a moment for the onion routing decryption to resolve.

«delam barāt kheilī tang shodeh!» Arsha had texted —
“I miss you so much!
Busy organizing a new Elam Studies department at Shahid Chamran.
HU[ZZA]H!
So excited to share: now I’m officially the first-ever openly non-binary department head koalas at the university.
Though not in all of Khuzestan.
Happy AF!
New government has once again extracted its blood sacrifice from me.
PM has a project we’re working together on, though sadly we can’t share details yet.
You will hear about this, in a good way.
We’ll call that a win.
Promise to visit no matter what before October!
kthnx narundi jūn azizaaaaam!”
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Arsha loved long video calls with Narundi and Luna, sharing legends about old A Coruña.
One ancient name for their city had been Brigancia, after a Celtic tribe called the Brigantes, Arsha had explained.
A statue of the tribe’s King Breogan now stood guard on the path up to the giant Torre.
Later, when Romans conquered Iberia, even the famous Julius Cesar had visited the city.
The place swam in deep history, much like Iran.

Arsha was especially interested in how A Coruña had continued as a military post over the millennia.
It was a natural port, they told Narundi, located on the furthest northwest tip of the Iberian Peninsula.
That tip was the closest point in Spain to the Atlantic Maritime System of the Bronze Age and probably long before.

They had gleamed during these calls, describing the dynamics of post-Ice Age coastal formations and their effects on ancient navigation.
A natural harbor in A Coruña could be readily defended, plus it connected with river systems inland.
It would become an important settlement over the ages, almost by definition.

Narundi drew a harbor, adding a few sailboats.
The sailboats carried fish and wine barrels.

Different peoples had moved into Galicia, displacing the
Celtic-speaking tribes, remnants of Rome, and indigenous Iberians.
An early Germanic tribe, the Suebi, had been displaced by another, the Visigoths, who then resisted Moorish invasions from Africa.
Medieval lords descended from this mix of peoples would later fend off Viking attacks at the port.

However, for many years the city’s fortunes had faded.
The tower and city which Hercules made famous relaxed into a simpler role as a small, obscure home for sailors and fishermen.

Arsha highly recommend the local food in Galicia.
“Not especially vegan, although we’ll overlook minor transgressions in the name of fine cuisine,” they’d said, “especially with the results are tasty AF!”

When Europe began colonizing the world, Arsha said the Kingdom of Galicia had granted A Coruña a franchise for distributing spices which arrived from the East Indies.
The city helped distribute this new source of wealth throughout Europe.
The cuisine had been exquisite, they said, ever since.
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She tried to depict spices atop the wine barrels in the sailboats.
The drawing looked like an ink smudge.
How does one depict spice in a sketch?

Sir Francis Drake had sieged the city in a famous battle when the Spanish empire was giving way to the new British Empire.
Narundi wondered whether some immense quantum entanglement could be crafted to allow glimpses into the past?

The French had arrived with more famous battles.
Depressing tragedies followed throughout the twentieth century:
the Spanish Civil War and a dictator named Franco, who’d come from a neighboring city.

The horrors of Franco’s government reminded Narundi of the now-fallen Islamic State in Iran, both thankfully dead and gone.
She could relate to the people here, having known war and dictatorship.
They survived and created a place in Galicia which was much better.
Hopefully Iran could do this as well.

Narundi loved all these histories, maybe even more than Arsha delighted in telling them.
She worried though, that somehow studying history might conflict with the beauty and poetry of mathematics?
Would her interests in history ever cause her to lose sight of science and technology?
Because that would feel like something important had been lost.
Perhaps Arsha was rubbing off on her, through the history lessons.
Then again, perhaps lessons of history could help ground Narundi’s AI research?

Narundi looked at the drawing.
Mostly food.
People moving toward food.
Also deserts and water.
She was definitely feeling hungry.
She checked the time again.
Two more hours before their reservation at the restaurant.
Luna showed no signs of finishing her bath anytime soon.
Narundi pulled up more RNnews reports online to feed her new addiction.

“Following the lead of California’s example, American residents can file lawsuits against organizations which perpetrate harmful conspiracy theories through electronic media,” Zeina was saying.
“This new fundamental right has helped offload work for the American Justice Department, namely not having to chase down the conservative hold-outs.
Citizens took up this work instead, in return for the financial lure of large punative damage claims in court.
Some observers contend this new legal mechanism has helped subdue subsequent far-right movements from gaining traction in the US.
If so, these practices work counter to the recent Asian Union allegations that Americans are not dedicating enough resources against potential new uprisings.”
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“Based on the California initiatives,” Shehadeh continued, “Antifa Brigades have been formally recognized by the federal government as permanent organizations.
These are now funded through state governments, subject to community oversight.
Replacing both the former National Guard units and the Department of Homeland Security, these Antifa Brigades have been reorganized under the command of an Antifa national director.”

Reforms in American seemed to Narundi to parallel many of the ZZA reforms in Iran.
Hopefully America could make progress like Iran was doing.
Luna wanted to take her to visit, sometime on a break.
School hadn’t even started, and Narundi couldn’t think that far to breaks just yet.

Visiting American with a native, i.e., Luna, could be interesting if America kept reforming.
Both countries had to face the stark realities of confronting so many violent religious conservatives, and so many refugees.
It was depressing.

Narundi drew a little “ZZA” block inside the word “Huzzah!” to remind herself of Arsha.
She smiled about that.
She missed Arsha’s fesenjān.

“Local law enforcement agencies can no longer possess military equipment of any kind,” Zeina continued.
“This legislation was based on the former tax regulations of cannibis, when it was illegal.
A new organization inside the Internal Revenue Service must review the annually-filed defunding schedule for each local law enforcement agency, with possible tax evasion charges against law enforcement officials who resist reforms.
According to new federal laws, non-criminal incidents in local communities cannot not be handled by armed police.
These must have trained mental health professionals and community volunteers responding instead.”

Narundi drew a line of police officers in straight jackets.
It looked crude, she wasn’t used to drawing people, other than Luna.

Antifa units also helped monitor police activities, from what Zeina described.
They could use military interventions when local law enforcement exceeded their lawful bounds.
Narundi worried that Antifa might become too powerful, and perhaps attempt a military coup?
But they seemed to have a good amount of community oversight.
UN observers would be on alert throughout the US in any case.

She drew a big “UN” logo with legs and arms, peering through a telescope.

“Religious organizations in America have also lost their tax-exempt status,” Shehadeh reported.
“They must apply for official charters, subject to veto by the local community.
Membership is capped at two thousand people per organization, to prevent the rise of megachurches or other far-right breeding grounds.
Moreover, each organization must name a board of directors.
Organizations found in court to be engaged in proselyting or other political activities will lose their charters, with board members subject to felony convictions.
While the US parliament is still debating the final details for felony offense, one proposal with considerable support specifies automated sentencing of 5 years in prison labor camps.”

Former CSM territories in America had largely become huge expanses of containment camps.
Forcing more and more people into refugee status, Narundi thought.
This was one point where rebuilding efforts in Iran and the US diverged.
Could the Americans make their approach work?
It seemed risky.

She didn’t want to make doodles about any of this.

Individuals from the former CSM population had been stripped of their citizenship.
They had to re-apply for US immigration, subject to loyalty oaths.
Narundi found some small irony in this, having been denied a student immigration visa.
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“Former secessionists have been banned from holding government office,” Zeina said, “or ever working as teachers or law enforcement.
Any reengagement with conspiracism or seditious groups results in automatic sentencing to prison labor.”

Several MAGA memorials had been torn down.
Zeina showed video clips from horrible riots that resulted inside the containment camps to protest about the MAGA memorials.
Narundi worried that so many people had been killed, even after the war.
Maybe her and Luna should wait another year or two before any visits to the US?

“In the wake of so many horrendous battles, plus climate crises devastating the southeastern flank of CSM, one big question looms for the millions of refugees now held in these camps,” Zeina broached the issue which had become quite contentious.
Narundi felt her pulse quicken.
This point kept getting brought up.
No one in America seemed ready to make a decision about it, but they obviously needed to act quickly to avert more disaster.

“What to do with so much available land?” Zeina asked.
“Obviously, much space will be needed for resettling refugees.
However, there is clearly more than enough land for that.
Entire cities and suburbs have been leveled.
Most all of the megachurch real estate holdings have been seized.
The Washington DC government is now prioritizing reclaimed areas for new waves of refugee immigrants, while increasing the land returned to indigenous tribes.”
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Narundi drew a large empty desert next to her doodle of a refugee camp.
The wire fence held back a mob.
Mayhem and crowding on one side, stark emptiness on the other.
“Sin sentido del equilibrio,” she whispered.

Zeina shifted to a studio segment, interviewing a futurist from Australia named Marco Pescado, now residing in Zurich.

“Several of the ultra wealthy families on both sides of the border,” Pescado explained, “those which funded the far-right secessionists, have subsequently been sanctioned by the US government.
Nearly all of their assets have been confiscated, and most have been arrested and imprisoned.
Mind you, these are the lucky ones …
so many of their ilk had already been assassinated by NavalnyStans.”

“With thousands of military and political leaders from the losing side forced into detention camps—” Zeina began.

“Forty-year sentences literally in hard labor, in most cases!” Marco interrupted, nodding vigorously.
“Or they are given an exit option, which is more commonly known as legalized euthanasia.”

“Yes, these terms seem rather quite draconian?” Shehadeh asked the futurist.
“Do you foresee any interventions from the international community?”
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“While indeed the UN has voiced concerns about possible human rights violations in American post-war reconstruction policies,” Pescado replied, “it’s doubtful there will be any substantive follow-up.
Latest rumors circulating from Geneva, where the UN has relocated its headquarters, hold that NavalnyStans vetoed an earlier resolution within the UN Security Council, before the matter could reach a general vote.
So no, I believe the Americans are on their own in this regard.”

Narundi drew another telescope near the UN stick figure, pointed toward a crowded refugee camp.
She felt so sad about those people.
Did they have enough to eat?
Were they starving?

The Zeina cut to a breaking story, how the American president had been rushed to Walter Reed Hospital due to a stroke.
While the RNnews reporter struggled to get further details, pundits joined to speculate, with growing uncertainty about the newly reformed government in the United States.

“Rumors circulated that the California governor could be next in line as their most popular pick for president,” Zeina said.

Narundi had seen the governor all over media.
She thought Nieuwstraat seemed like too much Hollywood.
Hopefully there were many qualified women who could become president instead?
Definitely, it was not a good time to visit a country embroiled in so much chaos.

Closer to home, there were other political issues to worry about.
A Coruña was vying for technology leadership on the Iberian Peninsula, an intramural race with Madrid and Barcelona.
Each city hosted some of the top universities in Europe for artificial intelligence, and had some claim to leadership.
But A Coruña had won the bid for the newest EU quantum computing facility, focused on teaching new programmers to leverage emerging technologies.

This new facility had been a big draw for Narundi to apply to attend the university in A Coruña.
She sketched a QC cluster on the page, with wires leading up to the tower.
And a crescent moon in the sky above that.

She’d screamed when she first read email about her transfer acceptance into the A Coruña doctoral program in AI.
Her lengua española understanding was just barely good enough to qualify for this program in Spain, though now Luna was helping her learn the language more quickly.
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The message had arrived almost exactly one month after they’d celebrated Mehrdād’s chehlé.
Some tangled part of Narundi deep inside imagined Mehrdād’s ravān negotiating on her behalf in the world of spirits.
Maybe he’d been freed to do so after they’d celebrated his life memorial.

«rōhash shād, mehrdād jūn,» Narundi said in a solemn whisper — “May your soul be happy.”
Remembering a poem by Rumi, she added to the page:
“Every mortal tastes death, but very few taste life.
Your words and soul will belong to the world of no place, no time.”

Less than a week after the acceptance email, Narundi had been even more surprised to get awarded a fellowship.
The university said it was based on her open source projects.
Fellowship responsibilities included defining a community of practice for quantum computing, using her open source work as a starting point.
She also needed to help interview staff candidates to manage related projects on the quantum computing cluster.

She drew a pile of resumés, then another crescent moon beside them, and some of the hexagonal-shaped quantum computing processor chips from EMVITA.

Funding for her fellowship came from the newly organized Council for the Future in Zurich.
Specifically, they were asking Narundi to focus on developing novel AI based on quantum algorithms, to help resolve extremely difficult climate issues.

Oddly enough, Luna’s supervisor from Coextant had been one of the founding members of the Council.
This world seemed so very small and deeply entangled, Narundi thought.
But if all worked out well, she and Luna would get to take official CftF trips to Switzerland.
Maybe they could explore together in the mountains!

Narundi stared at her page of sketches.
The resumés and chip hexagons were piling up.
She had work to do.
She really needed to spend more time on her dissertation proposal.
And probably less time watching news videos.

Arsha’s latest work had seemed helpful.
Omething about what they’d described had nagged at the back of Narundi’s brain.
She opened a saved message, re-reading to try to understand better.
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“More ancient tablets koalas,” Arsha had said.
“Much to translate from these Elamite digs.
Your models help ever so much my dear,
though we may need to bother you agains soon for updates.
Our last three attempts at getting a complete translation have failed spectacularly.
Archeology is hard, but 0 for 3 is… not rocking.”

Arsha had found written descriptions about a strange period, back when they said the Sahara had been forest instead of desert.
Approximately 5500 years before present.

Narundi paused the message.
She tried to imagine that length of time, thousands of years — long before even the ziggurats rose up from the desert.
Even more strange, she tried to imagine the Sahara as a forest.
Narundi shook her head, then drew a few trees next to the desert on her page.

Five thousand years, but how many generations of families would that be?
Two, three hundred?
How much had people changed since then?
We could see how much their languages had changed, but what about ideas and feelings?
Narundi mused about that a while longer, then let the message play again.

“So only moderate progress on this research,” Arsha said.
“But what a strange time in history!
At the confluence of many important changes.
Similar problems then to what our world currently must face.
The Bronze Age started then, as did the Uruk period of Sumerian civilization.”

They had described to Narundi about a climate-related collapse of “Green Sahara” which ended the African Humid Period.
That climate crisis was large enough to have dramatic effects on most of our world’s biosphere.
People learned to cope, even through terrible climate crises.
Maybe this lended hope for our situation now, Narundi thought.

At nearly the same time, people began using incredible new tools:
the invention of the wheel, and writing, and lunisolar calendars.
Pottery became more robust, farmers used better irrigation —
which allowed for better food storage and less famine.
Boat building advanced in sudden bursts, which led to far-flung trade.
Ships sailed from Africa to Asia, and possibly even further.
Advanced mathematics, jurisprudence, architecture, all these began to flourish.
Possibly because of coping with such serious climate crises?

“The spark for founding our new department,” Arsha wrote, “was one peculiar little discovery within these tablets.
Almost a footnote.
Sumerians mentioned about a people from Northwest Africa.
Climate refugees who had migrated to Eridu, an ancient Sumerian city.”
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These tablets referred to Gh’aia people as some of the last survivors of a once vast civilization in Green Sahara.
These people had come from a technologically advanced African civilization, prior to the Bronze Age, prior to when the Sahara had become a huge desert.

Narundi drew stick figures walking across the desert.

What struck Arsha especially was how the Gh’aia were described as being decidedly animist.
A reasonable religious point of view, Narundi thought.
Gh’aia were also quite proud of their non-binary genders and their use of non-linear logics, according to Sumerian scribes.

It struck Narundi how these Gh’aia people never suffered the linear constraints in mathematics which had been imposed on the West by Ancient Greek philosophy.
Greeks had probably derailed the advance of science by thousands of years.
Aristotle in particular was responsible for so much of that loss.

“However, stories seem to talk about Gh’aia getting hunted down by Egyptians and Akkadians, who considered them a threat.
True, our transliterations from this early period are sketchy, though our department believes they imply Gh’aia culture and technologies and identities had threatened neighboring patriarchal kingdoms of the time.
After conquering Sumeria, Akkadians sought to destroy all traces of Gh’aian influence with a vengeance.
Wipe them off the map.
That much we can tell from the translations.
But they missed a few!
We are nurturing these lovely tablets and all the delish questions they imply.
We’re not ready to publish our totally questionably theory, but at least we can now without state police koalas!”

Narundi was so happy that Arsha could publish again, under their own name, with any islamization committee approval or expediency council anywhere in the picture.
She needed to spend time with Arsha to ask more about the new research.
Narundi also felt sad that she couldn’t simply walk over to their flat.
October felt too long to wait.
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She kept playing the message, to reach to her favorite part.
Text accompanying ancient architectural plans described what Shahid Chamran had translated as an “inverted greenhouse” —
something Arsha believed may have been the origins for the famous Eridu temple for Abzu.
Sumerian god of aquifers and freshwater, of “primeval sea below the void space of the underworld” as Arsha had described.

Narundi had researched about this point.
An inverted greenhouse, or sea water greenhouse, cooled the air instead of keeping it warm inside.
It converted water from the sea into freshwater supplies, leveraging energy from hot, dry desert winds.

The archictural design represented an inversion of the thermodynamics used in the greenhouses which people build closer to the poles.
Instead, this approach produced a low-energy form of refrigeration.
Yakhchāl built by ancient Persians, and still used in Iran, provided lingering evidence for possible ancient strucures.
The more contemporary ice houses played similar tricks of desert thermodynamics, providing means for storing ice, which Persians had used for thousands of years.

Ice used to make ice cream!
Narundi was starving.
But Luna was still singing in the bathtub, and it wasn’t time for dinner yet.
She scribbled the word “annoyed” on the page, then erased it.

Narundi felt guilt that she had not worked more on her dissertation, but there probably wasn’t enough time to get deep into it.
She switched back to news videos.

Zeina was talking about California climate initiatives gaining worldwide support.
Fast-forwarding through political discussions with experts, Narundi landed on a part about the new CalEsAF initiative.
They were sharing technology to build sea water greenhouses in Western Africa, Spain, and California.
Shehadeh emphasized how this initiative was “One of the more effective climate crisis remediation strategies which RNnews research has yet encountered.”

Narundi drew the shape of California in one part of the big desert in the middle of her doodle.
Then she sketched the shape of Western Africa.
She was located in-between, in Galicia.
Not in a geographic middle … but Galicia was a kind of cultural and economic middle, Narundi mused.

[bookmark: img_lowgrav_litho.9][image: Structure Of Feeling]

Arsha had described Gh’aia people from Africa, how they brought a love of the Earth, recognition that the entire physical world was alive!
In their escape from climate crises, Gh’aia also brought a deep desire to live differently than warring priest kings of Egyptian and Akkadian tribes who attempted to force vile beliefs on everyone else.
Requiring strict heteronormative conformity under theocratic rule.
Death cultures, so much like imams and mullahs had been in Iran.
These warring priest kings seemed like spiritual progenitors for deadly islamist religious conservatives.
And for the religious conservatives in America who emulated them.

She stared at her doodle page again.
In one quick motion she drew lines between the major components, then picked up the sheet with a smile.
Now Narundi had an idea about her dissertation proposal!




Narundi flew into a fury of browser searches, pouring through public details about the CalEsAF initiative and analysis of the existing plans.
She realized that, for now, she didn’t feel the least bit hungry, nor annoyed.
She felt thrilled.
Luna could take hours longer in the bath, Narundi hoped.


The CalEsAF initiative targeted specific regions of Spain, California, and African Federation countries – those along arid portions of the Atlantic coast.
Narundi mused about the Latent Space, bridging the abstract with the real, how this AI practice might be applied for other purposes?
Could these two ideas blend together?
If so, she might just have a dissertation proposal.

Sea water greenhouses needed specific environmental conditions, so they could be run without large energy inputs.
Arid, littoral regions, with large populations in the adjacent area.
Other important factors included oceanic gyres bringing cold currents and coastal upwellings from arctic seas.
Also, tradewinds or westerlies were needed to provide prevailing winds, which squeezed hot, dry, desert air through evaporative grids filled with cold seawater.
Where did there exist supporting levels of solar irradiance, high wave energy, and degraded freshwater supplies all collocated —
plus otherwise reasonably good conditions for agriculture?

A qualifying list of places which intersected these constraints included western Spain, Portugal, Morocco, Mauritania, Western Sahara and Senegal on the eastern Atlantic.
It also indicated California, Baja in Mexico, Chile on the eastern Pacific, plus Western Australia on the eastern Indian Ocean.
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Narundi downloaded data where she could.
In other cases she wrote some code quickly based on scraper libraries to grab data from websites.
At least enough to make rough approximations.
Overlays of this analysis rendered on a world map began to take shape.
The nexus locations, once some economic factors had been included, were Spain, California, and Western Africa,
as the initiative stated.
But what did they lack?
What could she add?

She stared back at her page of doodles.
Deserts bordering coastlines.
Fences holding back desperate refugees.
Thermometers and rain gauges breaking records, in a bad way.

From the search results, it seemed that new renewable energy grids already had begun to span from the Saharan and Arabian deserts into populations throughout EMEA.
EU and AF were collaborating on research to improve freshwater supplies, agriculture, light industry, and other uses of available energy supplies, for goods that could be transported on carbon-neutral ships and air mobiles.

The core idea of the CalEsAF initiative was how cooler, wetter oasis-like areas could be created and expanded using inverted greenhouses.
If this could be done without large energy inputs or large capital investment requirements, then the program could push more sustainable agriculture.
More life, even through climate crises.
Invention in response to crisis.

These ideas seemed to Narundi to echo what Arsha had described about ancient Gh’aia and Sumerian people contending with climate crises of their era.
Inventing the wheel, and writing!
Except now there were so many more people to support, and such extreme climate emergencies.
Sumerian times seemed simpler.
The balancing act required now seemed almost too overwhelming to manage.
Narundi thought it might be too depressing for a dissertation topic?
Spending years of her life focused on crises?

She stared at her laptop screen, clicking through the many browser tabs.
One odd point stood out among the search results:
the reports and analysis kept mentioning the word “balance” as a problem.
Balancing energy grids, coordinating large greenhouse settings at scale as weather conditions changed, planning for effective use of the freshwater produced, and byproducts like brine and micro-algae.
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Coordinating the many variables and non-linearities to optimize use of renewable energies from sun, wind, and sea, that introduced enormous dimensionality into the problem space.
This is where quantum algorithms might make an essential difference.
Narundi understood how to apply machine learning to high dimensional optimization problems.
Could that help make dramatic improvements for balancing energy grids based on renewable sources?
Could they engineer rivers from the sea?

The idea seemed comforting, almost poetic.
Narundi had moved from a desert to the sea.
Her research bridged these two “antipodean” worlds, as Luna might say.
Narundi’s research into the Latent Space could tune knobs and dials for a planetary system, focusing Earth’s energies to harvest freshwater while generating better micro-biospheres for growing plants, and feeding people.

She scrambled to draft an outline:
a proposal to leverage technology from the EMVITA lunar program in which A Coruña was closely involved.
This factored in with a sister program in Senegal, which the Council had suggested exploring, plus top universities in California.
It could become a consortium for research, which CftF seemed to like.
The most important resources for computing were on the Moon, leveraging energy from the Sun.
How fitting, with the Moon and the Sun and the Sea all snuggled together.

Maybe someday, based on CftF projects, she and Luna would get to travel together much much farther away, to a place fitting Luna’s name?




Narundi saved the outline document for now, then re-read her fellowship award letter from Director Nadeau.
It was printed and framed, positioned boldly on her desk.
It made her smile, feeling grateful.
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Thinking of gratitude, Narundi texted a quick note in encrypted chat back to arsha jūn, sending them much love and extra internet hugs and cute pictures to look at, inquiring about their travel plans.
Was there any possible way that Arsha could come before October?

Narundi also glanced at her email queue while she was typing.
A new message had arrived, one sent to the alias for her new fellowship job.
Where applicant resumés for the quantum cluster job interviews landed.
Better to get as much of that busy work done before the review meeting tomorrow at noon.
Narundi would most likely be in a very not-work mood after dinner.

The new job application had come from an American, mid-forties, Stanford graduate degree in computer science, several years of military experience.
He even spoke Farsi, which Narundi was amazed to see!

The applicant’s statement looked quite good:


Visionary senior technical executive, with 11 years experience
building revolutionary artificial intelligence tools based on advanced quantum computing,
leading expert teams in enterprise responsible for mission-critical analysis and execution.
Accomplished at maximizing the broad business impact of emerging technologies within highly complex regulatory environments.
Hands-on experience managing crucial projects on the world’s largest quantum computing cluster.
Seeking hands-on, critical force-multiplier role as a Product Manager at the A Coruña quantum facility,
engaged in leading real-world solutions and helping cultivate communities of practice for the most challenging climate AI problems.


This person sounded perfect for the job!
With his experience to complement her theoretical background, frankly Narundi could focus on writing code.
Which is what she wanted to do.

The applicant had enough of the technical qualifications they needed plus he understood business, how to lead people.
He seemed like someone who could learn to navigate through the strange bureaucracy of European institutional funding.
There was a GitKnob account provided, with the @somenel user name.

Narundi did more searches.
The applicant had been a committer on a few interesting projects.
She didn’t quite understand all of what she found.
Perhaps Luna might help her understand some of the American terms and nuances?
She must remember to ask.

Then Luna surprised Narundi, leaning over her shoulder to give a hug.
Her long hair was still dripping wet and steamy from the bath.

“¿Qué estás leyendo?” she asked.




the end


CalGov Briefings
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COtG/DSAB 03-24: 

Escalating attacks by religiously-oriented perpetrators

FYSA,

Synopsis: State of Jefferson insurrectionists have been sowing discord with repeated incidents within the Inland Region / Mutual Aid Region IV. SOC Activation: Level 3 — Yellow.

Incidents appear to be targeted at increasing polarization through hate crimes, plus a general sense of engendering outrage, overheating local community disputes, and hyper-amplification of controversies which tend to derail legitimate social discourse.
The timing of these incidents correlates with a ramp in other illicit activities (see below) and also evidences amplification of the ongoing LEO criminalization trends.

State of Jefferson (SoJ) has proclaimed that they will seek to disenfranchise “any individual who isn’t heteronormative Caucasian, Christian, Conservative” by any means available.
They are hijacking attention and also monetizing outrage wherever possible, mostly by suing the government of the State of California.

Threat actors have recently mobilized to violence.
An example from last week illustrates this effect:




MODESTO MONITOR - Glancing up at the camera, staring directly into its lens, the suspects who forced their way into the forest memorial appeared to spot the video recording equipment which was documenting their hate crime in progress.
Unfazed, they turned to focus on the dreadful task, smashing the carved standing stones to pieces and uprooting a nearby oak tree that had towered over the property for more than three centuries.
Defacing the pentacles, Awen, oak-leaf clusters, Thor’s hammer, and other emblems by which our bygone community members wished to be remembered in death.
The two young males who vandalized the site where the ashes of more than three thousand people had nourished the tree, last weekend showed no concern about shrouding their identities while completing the religiously motivated attack.
They didn’t cover their faces while they systematically destroyed the memorials on a bright Monday morning in the heart of the sanctuary.
Such was the confidence with which the suspects, believed to be Christian Nationalist extremists arrested on Friday, now operate.




Additional illicit activities:

1) US Coast Guard reports interception of scheduled materiel, sourced from China, flowing into SoJ insurrectionists.
Shipments appear to be coordinated through Oathqreepers organization.
Evidence indicated repeat attempts of night landings on beaches in the Tolowa Dunes State Park, near Crescent City.
Materiel, including grenades and other incendiaries, may possibly be transshipped to other regions beyond the West Coast.

2) Questions have been mounting about the role of TicTrack (based in Shanghai) in the San Francisco riots which began on Feb 8.
The social network’s use of algorithmic targeting has been noted by several key cyber investigation organizations, as possibly intended to amplify divisions among the San Francisco Bay Area populace, in which we witnessed the devastating effects of criminalized local law enforcements officers.
If so, this potentially plays directly into the SoJ game plan.

3) Overall, we foresee multiple state- and non-state actors colluding to reshape media-transmitted adult rage disorder and conspiracism in their attempts to destabilize potentially violent far-right conservative groups.

Notes that the stated objectives by these threat actors includes attacks targeting individuals and their families among the state leadership.

Analysis

The threats operant herein represent ideology that runs counter to democracy, where the nexus of primary factors includes:


	Looming influence of far-right domestic terrorist groups.

	Criminalized local law enforcement officers.

	Widespread election denialism.

	Evangelical religious leaders’ justifying the need for racism and brutality.

	Nationwide engagement through QAnon, incels, and other fringe conspiracy theory advocates.

	Financial support for hate groups arranged through ultra-wealthy far-right families engaged in “megadonor” campaign funding, which has become especially rampant among tech billionaire CEOs.

	Beijing coordination of threat actors, plus materiel support for arming domestic terror, including operation of covert PRC police stations within the Western States Pact.

	Rage, misogyny, xenophobia, and other divisiveness within local communities amplified via social media.

	Insurrectionist threat actors mobilized to paramilitary levels of organized violence.

	Attacks targeted against people of color, LGBTQIA+, immigrants, non-Christians, liberal-leaning community groups, teachers, librarians, healthcare workers, et al.

	National mainstream media outlets perpetuating false balances in the predominant reporting for all of the above.



Of course, implicit biases can cause even well-intentioned people who outwardly reject prejudice and stereotypes to treat people differently and unfairly based on their identity characteristics.
Currently, LEOs are responsible for more than 8% of all homicides (see: Siyangwe2025) committed across the state, with that rate multiplied by a factor of 3.4 in cases where victims are people of color.

Evidence shows that bias complaints against LEOs in California are overwhelmingly dismissed after internal investigations.
State-level intervention would help ensure broader use of practices that address bias and hate, and provide more robust protections against direct actions by foreign intelligence agencies.

Additional Recommendations

At the core, without confirmed support from the “boots on the ground” level of policy enforcement and peace keeping missions, the very nature of our social fabric is at risk.
There isn’t any place for a law enforcement officer to be a member of an insurrectionist or conspiracist organization or advocate for their existence.
This represents enormous potential downside consequences for our near-term economic outlook.
From a cost analysis, an effective policy change could flip that downside into projected to $19.9 billion in state budget cost savings per year.

In due consideration of DSAB 01-21 report feedback and commentary regarding escalating rates of membership in far-right groups among LEOs in California: law enforcement personnel employed within the state must be required to re-swear their oath of office to include non-participation in any far-right groups, which CDOJ can cross-check with the NCIC database, initially with state felony convictions having mandated sentencing as defined below.
We recommend initiating this legislation effective immediately, with a 1-2 year planned rollout for compliance across the state.
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Mandated sentencing specifically would require induction into the CALPIA smokejumper program for wildland firefighters, primarily assigned to the urgently needed Hotshot Crews which experience the highest mortality rates:

1) Participant pipeline:
Taking into account the number of sworn law enforcement officers, plus civilian staff, plus CDCR staffing, a pool of approximately two hundred thousand personnel in the state are subject to LEO oath of office.
Approximately 3% of these personnel have been found posting extremist content in social media.
So far this decade, 15% of convicted insurrectionists nationwide have been full-time LEOs.
Current best estimates of LEOs in California with far-right involvement fluctuate, currently running near 28% who would be in violation of this proposed amendment to their oaths.
Even with a meager 9% conviction rate, this could potentially double the available force of wildland firefighters.

2) Training requirements:
Full-time LEOs already have substantial relevant training for emergency response, plus they’ve demonstrated performance for the minimum physical requirements by definition.
Some additional airborne training will be required, through a “boot camp” setting.

3) Program funding:
Moreover, consider the total costs involved.
While the LEO annual mean wages in California are the highest in the US, these rates represent approximately one-third the annualized cost of paying wildland firefighters when overtime pay rates are taken into account.
Prison labor compensation runs effectively 0.5% of those annualized rates per person.

4) Rehabilitation benefits: per recent California Prison Industry Authority studies of incarcerated workers who fight forest fires and do manual labor to prevent forest fires, the Fire Camps are known to break down racial barriers.
That said, the mortality rate for this activity is quite high, so we’ll need to take into consideration the discounted present value for the probabilistic expectancy of death benefit costs.

5) Legal precedents:
This policy strategy builds on the AB-655 California Law Enforcement Accountability Reform Act, the Justice System Improvement Act, as well as the prison labor clauses of the 13th Amendment nationally.
Our legal team has determined that neither 1st Amendment rights nor qualified immunity apply to this policy.
Moreover, the state judiciary has already upheld caps on prison work-release programs due to outstanding quotas for firefighters, such that ample legal precedents are applicable.

6) Electorate support:
Initial cogency would establish a baseline rhetorical posture appealing to an unrepresented segment of the population, which collectively is quite large and growing.
The “tough on crime” and “war on drugs” initiatives of earlier decades left underlying societal problems unresolved, investing alternatively in policing, prosecutions, and prisons as primary tools, rather than addressing root problems at issue with regards to public safety and quality of life.
That policy in aggregate has had a devastating and disproportionate impact on marginalized groups, where the net sum implies an eventual backlash within the electorate. We are currently poised to seize momentum ahead of that backlash.

Our recommended approach for legislation is to initially propose mandatory twenty year sentencing, no opportunity for parole.
Of course, eventual sentencing guidelines would likely be reduced through some compromise negotiated in public with LEO lobbying groups, probably resulting in outcomes on the order of 5-10 year sentences.

Our legal team advises that a far-right leaning US Supreme Court would likely overturn any such legislation at the state level, though it may take 10-15 years to do so.
In the meantime, we should be able to convict enough rogue LEOs within our state courts to let examples suffice, fulfilling our needs for wildland firefighter quotas as the effects of climate change accelerate.
Second-order benefits would thereby intimidate other potential problem cases into resignation or relatively civil comportment, and realign expectations for incoming LEO personnel throughout the state.

In terms of scope, the state can designate a list of known domestic terrorist groups.
We will include guidelines for subsequent classification of emerging criminal organizations.

Public opinion for this policy area was polling at 46% during the previous election cycle, according to the PPIC Statewide Survey.
In the recent election the numbers rose dramatically to poll above 65% across the Western States Pact.
Conferring with other Governors’ offices in the WSP, we have a green light for the recommendation as an overall protective measure.

Regarding the specifics of social network abuse and Beijing interference, we are preparing more detailed recommendations to be included in an upcoming DSAB report.
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COtG/DSAB 04-27: 

Antifa combat field training program

FYSA,

Synopsis: activation of Antifa as an actual organization, structured and funded to execute combat operations against the conspiracists, and more. All regions. Level 1 — Red.

These recommendations follow in the wake of the horrific events in Berkeley this week.

To be clear, Antifa has never existed as an actual organization in the United States.
Antifa exists in Germany, with antecedents originating in the 1930s, mostly opposing Nazis.
This reemerged in the 1980s as various student anarchist movements.
In the US, there exists a highly decentralized variety of autonomous groups although no particular structure.
However, conspiracists have elevated the rumors of Antifa as a large organization in the US, making it become one of the most hated boogeymen known to the far-right and Christian Nationalists in particular.

The enemy has been ramping up preparations for a full-fledged civil war in the US for more than four decades.
Meanwhile, a far-right US Supreme Court tied our hands behind our backs, legally preventing the US military or National Guard units to be deployed into battle against the secessionists.
This dilemma almost guaranteed our failure.

Why swim upstream?

As announced last week in Berkeley, we will animate and seize upon the worst fears of our enemy; they’ve already paid the marketing budget.
Now we must make Antifa a real thing, creating the new organization, building out its legal structure, hiring leadership, then initiating the cycle of recruit, train, provision, deploy, resupply, and so on.

Organizational Structure

Formally speaking, the Antifa Brigade organization will be all volunteer, serving as paramilitary contractors working on behalf of the DOJ.
This is not intended to be patterned directly after black-bloc protestors, per se, although much can be learned from their precedents.
Some individuals are being recruited as consultants.
Engagements against CSM will most likely be a mix of urban and rural conflicts.
We need people who are capable contending against both of these specific threats.

Anyone who is currently a member of the California National Guard will be eligible to transition into this new organization, retaining their rank and pay grade, with a minimum of paperwork required.
These personnel will help fill initial cadre and officer corps, although we must add leadership from other communities.

We will make provisions for reserve-duty and former active duty US military personnel to join as well.
However, this matter is subject to subsequent policy from the federal government regarding, US direct action in other theaters of the emerging global war.

Leveraging military doctrines which have been revised subsequent to the war in Ukraine, and considering the Russian Tragedies which followed, we must leverage what we can from our wealth of tech start-up culture in California.
Notably, by repurposing commercial technologies to fight the insurgency.
Minus, of course, admission of any politically adverse influences from the tech giants.

By digitally networked its fighting forces, intelligence, and weapons on the cheap through satellite communications and custom software, the early infusion of start-up culture into their military proved to be key components of the eventual Ukrainian victory.

Fortunately we have strategic resources in this exact area.
Six weeks ago, DOJ arranged an emergency USAF airlift out of Austin, Texas for an organization called Coextant.
DOJ resettled the group into federal properties in Santa Rosa.

On the surface, the Coextant organization appears to be a militant animist group responding to climate crises.
However, it has been a non-official deep cover operation by DOJ, since early 2021.
They’ve been developing alternative logistics practices and supply networks based on 3D printers, drone platforms, generative AI, repurposed consumer surveillance data, and crowd-sourced initiatives, specifically pointed toward potential threats from far-right religious conservatives.

DOJ and DOD had both been concerned in the early 2020s about the potential reliability of right-leaning defense contractors, if hostilities emerged.
We can now scale-out the Coextant AI weapons production capabilities and infuse this practice into the new Antifa Brigade organization.

Communities Of Practice

New practices and weapons systems, especially when deployed by a new volunteer service, will place premiums on our capabilities for training and personnel development.
We can bring in retired veterans for some of the training needs, subsequent to security screening to prevent far-right partisans from infiltrating.

Moreover, DOJ extended their Priority Order to include our proposed Antifa Brigade organization, deprioritizing any federal prosecutions of Western States Pact citizens who engage as paramilitary contractors in direct actions against the CSM.
Therefore we may have a much broader pool of personnel to tap, based on early release programs, those currently on parole, and of course outreach to the highly organized street gangs in California, who now may become crucial resources in our battles against both CSM secessionists and rogue law enforcement officers who sympathize with the enemy.

We have engaged consultants and paramilitary advisors from the 37th Street organization along with additional support from Manila Bois and Four Seas Union.
Initial recommendations focus on incentivizing our recruitment and training programs.
The two key take-aways have been:


	Use of krump dance battles as an advanced form of military drill, an interation on the typical “Physical Training” routines, leveraging dance to assess combat readiness, but also provide for enhanced training exercises, cross-team coordination, and so on.


	Revising the reward structure, e.g., paying for premium tattoo shops to provide custom body work on personnel as they advance through the ranks, promotions, commendations, etc., so that others will recognize their dedication.




These two iterations should help substantively for our recruiting strategies, plus they represent an "update" on the concept of a volunteer military overall.
In particular these changes resonate well in early polling with urban youth and communities of color.
We must be clear-eyed with respect to the fact that combatants will be facing off against white supremicists, and therefore we gain an advantage by accentuating multi-cultural aspects of our fighting force.

Furthermore, the profile of the enemy plays into several other strategic advantages for our side to leverage.
Far-right religious conservatives have largely adopted a subculture which celebrates a retro-Gulf War chic, combined with various elements of the Iraq War era.
This is most apparent in the popularity of very large trucks, partly as statements against domestic efforts to transition away from petrol-based vehicles, although largely reminiscent of early Humvee designs.
Clothing preferences (e.g., khakis, wraparound sunglasses, etc.), slang, and so on recall the psychographic of middle-aged males longing for a return to the glory days of their Gulf War/Iraq War era youth.

Other hallmarks include avid (even conflicting) beliefs in conspiracies, evangelical megachurch membership, donating money beyond their means to political super-PACs.
These are not cultural expressions which the CSM populace and their sympathizers are likely to abandon anytime soon.
In aggregate these aspects have media footprints which we can leverage for profiling, targeting, and assault.

The profile of our Antifa Brigade membership, in contrast, must be considerably more diverse.
These are real people, not professional soldiers.
Perhaps some have military experience, though in general the ranks will not look like soldiers from some Hollywood film.
They’ll be people who worked in trades, in healthcare, car repair, teachers, farmers, bartenders, and the like.
Salt of the earth, and relatively difficult for the enemy to profile.
Real people who do important work that matters in society.
Moreover, these cohorts overlap substantially with segments that poll most favorably for the current state leadership.

One key differentiating aspect of the Antifa Brigade as a paramilitary organization, especially in terms of recruitment, is that it is not solely engaged in military operations.
The warfare of the far-right has been targeted across society, especially pointed at anyone perceived as weak.
Now we face rising multitudes of refugees, either from the war or from climate-related crises.

This is where we must bolster our communities.
Antifa Brigade activities will include:
distributing medical supplies to the homeless;
working in community kitchens; protecting Drag Queen Story Time at public libraries;
and ensuring the safety and security of Planned Parenthood clinics.
In effect, these activities allow for relief from fighting 24/7, while strengthening our communities, thus flying in the face of far-right secessionist attempts to undercut our great state.

Deployments

Deployment plans for the Antifa Brigade build on precedents established throughout the Western States Pact during the pandemic.
Forces are to be formally recognized and funded by the state governments of California and Oregon, recognizing that not much of Washington State remains intact.

The initial organizational division will be to station regiments in what remains of Seattle, as well as Portland, Oakland, and Ojai.
The latter is far enough outside of metropolitan Los Angeles to be more effective as a quick reaction force (QAF) throughout the southland.

Brigade HQ will be in Santa Rosa, where the California Military Department has facilities which can be repurposed.
There are also nearby wineries and warehouses which can also be converted rapidly into military facilities.
This location can also serve as a forward operating base for assault missions against the State of Jefferson in the north.

Additional Recommendations

We’ve tested the waters among adjacent states.
Next this must become policy, on the ground.

The objective is to get other regions to follow suit, much as they did during the pandemic.
They need to organize regionally with their own brigades.

After the Western States Pact initiates this approach, other regions can reuse our templates.
Of course CO wants to do this too, along with what’s left of AZ, NM, UT.
We will explore collaborations throughout the Midwest, Rust Belt, and East Coast/New England regions.
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COtG/DSAB 05-07: 

Social media produces dismal economic net-outcomes

FYSA,

Synopsis: increased polarization, decreased tax base, privatized surveillance, predominantly within the Coastal Region / Mutual Aid Region II. SOC Activation: Level 2 — Orange.

Subsequent to extreme violence witnessed in Mountain View this weekend, and pursuant to our emergency tasking for the SOC, we recommend immediate actions at the state level to caponize many of the largest tech firms.
Clearly, tech giants such as TwitBook and Flugel have exceeded the boundaries of “multinational corporation” and are now rapidly metastasizing towards something much more opprobrious.
From the perspective of state governance, the net net of socioeconomic outcomes for this sector has become dismal:
increased polarization across the population, substantially decreased tax base, privatized surveillance, and continued weaponization of media.

Social Concerns

Tech giants initially used our state initially as an incubator, leveraging the available benefits and special conditions, especially the people.
In the wake of overwhelming successes (e.g., trillion dollar valuations in market capitalization) these firms subsequently transitioned to using our state as a kind of toxic waste dump for externalized social consequences.
Not to mention the utter sleaze of the venture capital rank and file.
Overall, their long history of systematic biases in the workplace against women and people of color goes without saying, although we must take their baseline behavior as one of the top priorities for our policy consideration.

Tech giants have more surveillance capabilities than any alleged “deep state” ever could muster.
The constellation of Comscore, Quantcast, Roundtuit, Flugel, TwitBook, etc., which have evolved to ameliorate a surveillance economy in turn has created more detailed intelligence on consumers than our national intelligence community could ever hope to accomplish, or would even want to.
This is due to the very nature of growth-based advertising business models which are rampant within big tech.
Arguably, the SIGINT capabilities within the intelligence community have a primary mission of interdicting materials which could be used in the wrong hands to build nuclear weapons, e.g., to detonate a dirty bomb in some large city.
They don’t bother with details about J.R. Bubba driving a late-model F-450 through the backroads of Arkansas.

One bitter irony is that far-right secessionists may scream about “deep state” in fact they are promoting the tech giants to excel in exactly the kind of surveillance that conspiracy theories despise.
Flugel knows where J.R. lives, where he works, which fuel station he stops off at to buy diesel for his rig plus another pack of smokeless tobacco, which commuter routes he takes and when, what color lingerie Bubba will buy for his girlfriend’s birthday.
They know which Wal*Mart he’ll visit to replace the broken pair of wraparound sunglasses, and when J.R.’s next shipment of mail-order steaks will arrive.
They’ve got his porn subscriptions littered with third-party cookies, along with the far-right podcast episodes he’s listened to, which megachurches Bubba frequents, and so on.
They can predict where J.R. Bubba will be, when, what he’ll buy there, and who he’ll be with.

The world watched in horror as the slow-moving train wreck of TwitBook and OxfordAnal unraveled, subsequent to the 2016 federal election.
Surveillance capabilities within growth-based advertising business models have been leveraged explicitly to weaponize media, tearing apart social discourse.
Broadly speaking across the large social media platforms, their AI recommender systems get used to transmit adult rage syndrome (see: Brin2005).
We know that TicTrack’s AI recsys have been expertly tuned to take advantage of teens (see: Ahmed2022) recommending teens into online echo chambers.
The most immediate content pushes suicide-related themes, eating disorders, and a wide variety of adverse body image and other mental health aspects, purposefully, to optimize growth metrics.

Unproven accusations persist against TicTrack, although key points seem intuitively accurate, that the firm leveraged its AI recsys capabilities to incite the devastating race riots in San Francisco which erupted three months ago.
The resulting mass evacuation and overwhelming refugee numbers played facilely into the strategy of a hostile foreign power.
We would be foolish to assume that this will be the last such incident; Beijing is only getting started.

Economic Concerns

While there has been much accolade for economic growth due to the tech giants, in reality the tech billionaires skim the profits.
Growth-based advertising business models represent a negative-sum game.
These firms externalize risks, favoring outcomes on behalf of their early investors, then shifting cash-intensive operations (which OECD estimates at currently more than $1T/yr annually worldwide) to tax havens such as Ireland.
OECD has made some progress aimed at helping end tax avoidance and making international tax rules fairer and more transparent, although we could enhance this effort by shaping state policies to align with their curtailment strategies.

Overall, tech giants tend to over-index their machine learning applications on a kind of “cult of prediction” betting game.
Game-theoretic outcomes tend to emphasize the zero-sum thinking typified by the banal aphorisms of the Zero to Point Five book authored by Pierre Tuile.
So many R&D efforts (and tax credits) have been diverted to placating libertarian tech billionaire fantasies.
Meanwhile we’ve faced a perpetual brain drain from our premier universities, where top young intellect has steadily been conscripted into servicing these monsters.

The tech giants’ strategy of pushing for ultra high-pay work cultures also represents a large risk to our local economy.
The result in a workforce cultivated for mercenary tendencies, not robustness, nor even intelligent response to exigencies.
The consequential disparities forced within local communities surrounding their mega-campuses is appalling.
Entry-level public school teachers working in a city such as Mountain View have average commutes ranging 4-6 hours per day, just to secure affordable housing.
The risks to our state educational budget are obvious, with secondary and tertiary concerns regarding our state reputation, quality of life, and resulting aggregate real estate valuations.
In other words, this poses threats to our tax base, which in particular has been substantially eroded.
Advanced simulations show California would have realized a year/year average of 34% more tax surplus since 2004 with a different mix of business verticals within the state.
This is based on what kinds of business would have most likely to emerge otherwise, given the pipeline of innovations coming out of UC Davis, Stanford, Berkeley, etc.

Environmental Concerns

Carbon footprint attributed to just the commercial use of recommender systems at TwitBook alone is approximately the level of the entire state of Vermont.
To state this more clearly: GHG emissions attributable to the training of one large language model (LLM) are equivalent to the lifetime operation of 5 gasoline powered vehicles in the US (see: Strubell2019).
This analysis comes from a time when the state-of-the-art (SOTA) for LLMs used approximately one billion parameters.

However, the growth curve for these LLMs has been exponential, such that current SOTA models use more than one trillion parameters.
The tech giants rely on training thousands of LLMs in production, which get retrained regularly.
In short, this is comparable to the lifetime emissions for several million gasoline powered vehicles produced each month.

While leading tech firms have made theatrics out of their public display of conversion to “green energy” sources, what this means is they’ve used their amassed buying power to outbid renewable energy sources which might have otherwise been made available to populations.

We must refine our tax structure such that the tech giants are paying for remediations commensurate with their enormous energy usage and its projected growth.

Political Concerns

To wit, the tech giants are asserting extrajudicial self-sovereignty.
They have escalated to prosecute kinetic war against each other, ostensibly field-testing weapon systems which may be subsequently turned against populations, contesting the lawful sovereignty of the elected government.

The aforementioned billionaires tend to lean far-right, radicalizing “acolyte” employee cohorts further toward secessionists.
Much of their leadership is aiding and abetting the secessionists directly.
For example, Pierre Tuile funded the horrifyingly lethal insurrectionist battle in Berkeley two weeks ago.
He remains on the run from authorities, and based on the most recent reports he has sought protection through elements of PRC leadership and the Saudi royal family.

Also, we must keep in mind the costs of associated lobbying efforts.
These tech giants tend to excel at precisely one thing: online marketing.
They have consistently used this particular muscle as a political weapon, bullying with it during past elections to get their way.
In light of recent developments, we must consider their modus as an existential threat to representative democracy.

Additional Recommendations

Immediate recommendations are as follows:


	authorize Antifa Brigade units to conduct search and seizure missions at tech firms operating within the state

	for any identified weaponization projects (kinetic, cyber, or media), issue kill or capture orders for technical leads

	eliminate R&D tax incentives for any tech firms using growth-based advertising models

	model our state taxation of large tech firms on EU digital services taxes

	dispatch black ops team to neutralize Tuile and close associates



Governments throughout the Western States Pact are onboard with these recommended immediate actions.
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COtG/DSAB 05-26: 

Bond fund leverages “Prayer, Prophecy, Prosperity” tour

FYSA,

Synopsis: Secessionist investment phenomenon has become an evangelical roadshow, now affecting border areas, predominantly within the Southern Region / Mutual Aid Region I. SOC Activation: Level 2 — Orange.

By now, there are few who would not immediately recognize the opening jingle for Marie Bardolino on Fochs News promoting investments in the Gospel Faith Prosperity Capital Partners (GFPCP) bond fund.
Without question, the spectacle of the fund’s performance this month has dazzled the financial world.
Announcements surfaced yesterday about plans for a “Prayer, Prophecy, Prosperity” tour within California, beginning in Orange County.

This announcement brings several disturbing overtones.
Notably, there is a distinct possibility for CSM sympathizers to attempt to destabilize the southland where mass population displacements and infrastructure hits due to the San Diego hurricane have already created much tension.
Large refugee camps in the southern extent of Mutual Aid Regions I and VI have been a frequent subject of protests staged by evangelical groups.
Moreover, that region has many adherents to notions of “prosperity theology” who could be particularly susceptible as targets.
This promotional tour may represent attempts to radicalize those population segments even further.

Promotional materials for the GFPCP and its “Prayer, Prophecy, Prosperity” tour expound their Christian ethos, claiming the “future belongs to the righteous” utilizing catch-phrases such as “Triumphant Together” and other euphemisms which are thinly veiled CSM propaganda.
One example pamphlet typifies the fund’s rhetorical posture:



Gospel Faith Prosperity Capital Partners (GFPCP)




Most people find themselves considering faith-based investment because they are searching for answers to some of life’s most important questions.
Some recognize the imminent financial crises prophesied in the Bible and know they must prepare to protect themselves and their loved ones.
Others are simply tired of the volatility of the stock investments, due to inflation caused by wicked political demagogues from liberal states.





When you receive an investment recommendation through our GFPCP certified evangelical financial advisors, based on spiritual principles, you can rest assured that God has endorsed this recommendation, God is sending you a message personally.
Our trust is based on years of worship together, affirming our mutual faith and love for the Lord, which is our common and eternal bond.
Moreover, our Christian attorneys (all former missionaries) have fully reviewed these investments for your benefit, providing independent advice to help you invest wisely, responsibly, and for the purpose of furthering the kingdom.




“Beloved, I wish above all things that thou mayest prosper and be in health, even as thy soul prospereth.” – 3 John 1:2




Personal investing is a unique form of giving which brings its own financial rewards directly.
For it is God’s will for his people to be blessed.
The atonement of our Lord’s sacrifice brought about the alleviation of both sickness and poverty.
Poverty indeed is a sickness, a harm which hard-working families especially must struggle to endure.




Prosperity, in contrast, represents healing which is divine relief from impoverishment.
Rather than simply asking for healing, true believers must demand it!
And we must work to prepare to receive the Lord’s bountiful blessings.
This is best achieved through financial gifting, visualized bounty, and positive confession.
Your investments in GFPCP proclaim your faith in God, and will be used to promote righteous causes:
new megachurch buildings for the ministries, affordable housing projects for Christian families, jobs creation within faith-based communities, and backing new government leaders who will act on behalf of God through the inspiration of the Holy Spirit.




“But my God shall supply all your need according to his riches in glory by Christ Jesus.” – Philippians 4:19




Have faith, and your money will multiply like the loaves and fishes, through sure-fire investments blessed by God.
How do investments work?
GFPCP sells you, the believer, promissory notes for development projects within real estate investment trusts for nourishing the ministries of our Lord.
Net annualized revenues for these instruments provide 20% carried interest for the ministry, then you reap the remainder of the interest rewards, less any sales commissions.
Returns on your investment are guaranteed through major investment banks which all cover debt exposure through collateralized debt obligations.
This is a proven and trusted means of providing derivative contracts to consolidate the Lord’s financial work across the vast network of Prosperity Ministries.




“Trust in the Lord with all your heart and lean not on your own understanding.” – Proverbs 3:5-6




Our expert team of financial planners at GFPCP are standing by to help you prepare for prosperity, for you and your family’s growth and nurturing as faithful Christian Nationalists.
Please see the accompanying video for testimonials from Brothers and Sisters within your evangelical community, who have earned large amounts of money through their faith, by being early investors.
This once in a lifetime opportunity becomes better over time, which you can maximize today by demonstrating your faith quickly.
Act fast!



Analysis

The GFPCP bond fund is organized as an offshore shell entity, based in Grand Cayman, consequently very little is known about its actual intended purposes, corporate backing if any, or the extent of its operations.
Based on the prevalence of subscription investments by members of various evangelical churches, the total fund assets owned by bond holders are estimated at more than $3 billion (USD).
However, there may be other unfunded investors involved and again our visibility into this financial instrument is relatively limited.

Overall, since its inception one month ago the fund has performed remarkably well.
In turn, new investors have flocked to sign contracts for subscription investment plans through automated payroll deductions, which are currently yielding approximately 5x better short-term returns than what consumer savings accounts in CSM typically provide.
Interest payment coupons get factored into the fund’s listing price, which has skyrocketed with 214% annualized returns.

Needless to say, early investors have especially faired well.
Within a relatively short period of less than four weeks, the GFPCP fund has emerged as a kind of “money pump” fueling immediate cash needs for CSM.
Based on public statements, their megachurches and political leaders appear uncharacteristically effusive about fund, even though investments are outside their domain.
They may be direct or indirect benefactors of its success in various ways, and certain megachurch preachers appear to be earning some form of sale commissions.
We must monitor this evolving situation closely:
GFPCP helps support the enemy and therefore represents a risk to our national security.

Their upcoming “Prayer, Prophecy, Prosperity” tour in Orange County is likely aimed at stirring discontent among CSM sympathizers within the southland population.
There may also be collateral efforts to organize local cells assisting the enemy.

Given the Saudi initiative last week to shift to a petrol-backed renminbi as the global reserve currency, the GFPCP bond fund could soon experience significant volatility, depending on whatever reference securities are in fact backing it, if any.
For that matter, Saudis may be investing in GFPCP as a way of underwriting CSM secessionists and their domestic terrorism playbook.

Additional Recommendations

The following steps are highly indicated, given current circumstances and priorities:

1) Watch what they do.
This may pose a national security risk, there may be corollary organizing of CSM sympathizers with this evangelical tour serving as a foil.
For that matter, we may be able to trace participation of the tour to help profile suspects in our counterintelligence efforts to expose CSM sympathizers.

2) Since the GFPCP financial performance seems almost too good to be true for many elements of the CSM, it may in fact be a weaponized financial instrument directed by some party which is friendly to the US.
If we can establish that fact, we should attempt to support their trajectory, inasmuch as such efforts would not place California residents at risk.

3) Even if the GFPCP is not directly aimed at destabilizing CSM, we should analyze its dynamics carefully.
A financial instrument such as this could ostensibly be weaponized at scale as a Contact Layer to help us confront future threat actors, similar in nature to the CSM, more effectively below the level of armed conflict.

4) Should we consider taking Marie Bardolino into custody for questioning, if the opportunity arises?
While potential information could become valuable, that might become a high-profile case engendering undue controversy at a time when we must focus efforts on recruiting for the Antifa Brigades and other our other wartime priorities.

5) Short-selling of GFPCP via credit default swaps, if it were available, could be a reasonably good investment for the CalPERS state employee pension fund.
Our finance team is investigating opportunities for this in further detail.
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COtG/DSAB 06-22: 

Who killed Pylpher Lackey?

FYSA,

Synopsis: Pierre Tuile and Pylpher Lackey killed in Maldives during oceanic surge which overwhelmed the islands. International summary. SOC Activation: Level 1 — Red.

Pierre Tuile (PlayLolz founder) and Pylpher Lackey (CEO of Mandrill) had arrived last Thursday in the Maldives Islands (Indian Ocean), hosted by the Saudi family at one of the world’s most expensive Airbnb locations.
Numerous parties held vendettas against either or both of these men, which begs the question of who was responsible for their demise?

The collapsing Thwaites ice shelf in West Antarctica the following day (Friday) produced sea-level rise averaging more than 4 meters worldwide, which of course has inundated much of San Francisco and other low-lying coastal cities.
Fortunately most of SF had already been evacuated, although damages to Port of Stockton and surrounding inland regions hydraulically linked with the SF Bay has yet to be established.

Sea-level rise (SLR) differs by region, due to the expansion of warming oceans, fresh water input from melting ice sheets, and the loss of ice mass from the polar caps, plus the directionality and magnitude of ocean currents and gyres.
The part of the Indian Ocean where the Maldives are located is especially sensitive to fluctuations, causing SLR effects to become amplified.
Moreover, the Maldives has an average ground-level elevation of 1.5 meters, and is one of the highest at-risk locations for SLR effects.

The dynamics of a collapsing ice shelf of this magnitude are of course not well-understood since this kind of event is exceptionally rare.
It’s clear that some surge traveled up from the South Sea into the Indian Ocean, and the Maldives got hit with a first set of inundation later that day on Friday.
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Today at approximately 08:31 MVT (UTC+5), which was Saturday evening in US Pacific time, an iron asteroid entered our atmosphere.
This was likely a fragment from Comet Encke, and similar events have occurred before.
After splitting during entry burn, one section of the asteroid exploded over Haradh, Saudi Arabia coming from an eastward trajectory, resulting in a 60 megaton blast.
This was approximately twice the size of the famous Tunguska event over Siberia in 1908.
Seismic pressure waves triggered a cratonic gas ejection in the eastern Arabian Peninsula.
Ensuing firestorms within the Rub’ al Khali Basin destroyed much of the Saudi strategic oil reserves.

Another section of the asteroid followed a trajectory southeast, with impact in the Arabian Sea off the coast of Oman.
There has been some evidence of preexisting seismic stresses in the region.
The Indo-Australian plate is believed to be in a process of severing into smaller tectonic plates, which may indicate formation of a new plate boundary within Earth’s surface.

In any case, collateral submarine volcanic activity was detected near the Réunion Island “hotspot” producing a tsunami that traveled toward the subcontinent.

A second set of inundation hit the Maldives later in the day, compounding the situation on the ground.
Already there had been significant damages to roads, building foundations, and other infrastructure from the first set two days prior.
Therefore the second set of waves amplified the destruction.
A few of those who survived — mostly hospitality staff who’d been working on upper floors when the second major round of waves hit — have been encouraged to be forthcoming.

As mentioned, Tuile and Lackey were guests on Baa Atoll, North Province, staying at part of the Amilla Villa Estate.
Based on what can be ascertained from eyewitness accounts, some form of attempted assassination was in progress on Sunday afternoon, while the two tech billionaires were having cocktails beside an elevated pool.
Rumors have circulated that this attempt may have been coordinated by rival billionaires and presumably conducted by NavalnyStans.
For that matter, it may have been PRC trying to cover their tracks.
In any case, one wonders whether Tuile and Lackey might have simply bribed their way out of an assassination attempt?

However, in the minute before the second major inundation struck, the situation on the ground became substantively more complicated.
Hospitality staff also reported that a Red Bull kite surfing team had been practicing on the island, but that members of that team engaged in small arms fire, counter to both the attempted assassination and the fleeing billionaires.
Our sources have confirmed that this kite surfing team was actually an AUSNZ special operations unit, sent on a kill or capture mission, presumably KIA.

The second inundation wave was only 1.5 meters, though its surge force was strong enough to push anything not drilled deeply into the ground.
Many died being crushed by large floating objects, or pinned down by the flotsam and thus drowned.
Eyewitnesses described how the two billionaires sought refuge from their attackers’ small arms fire hiding behind a metal container, which was believed to be filled with a shipment of talking AI sex robots from a Hong Kong firm.
The two men had brought these as gifts for Saudi royals.
During the wave surge, this metal container compressed the men into a concrete retaining wall.
Both were pronounced dead on the scene once emergency rescue crews arrived after the water receded.

Ultimately, Lackey’s death was a product of his own undoing.
We call it tragic when someone dies this young.
His accomplishments during such a brief time were truly remarkable, the atrocious treason at the end of his life notwithstanding.
Considerably less will ever be eulogized on behalf of Tuile, for whom few held much of any regard other than to pander to his wealth and power.

Additional Recommendations

Due to wartime sanctions, assets for both Tuile and Lackey are subject to being seized by the Alliance members, which is a currently a matter of much heated debate and scramble.

We must ensure the confidentiality of the black ops team dispatched to handle this matter, while working to accelerate the resolution of asset confiscation in a timely manner.
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COtG/DSAB 07-15: 

Post-polycrisis policy for closer ties with EU AF

FYSA,

Synopsis: Proposed post-polycrisis policy preparations presuming preeminent proximation protocols with African Federation, European Union, Australia, and LatAm. Southern Region / Mutual Aid Region I. SOC Activation: Steady State Normal Operations/Monitoring — Green.

Three weeks after the arranged CSM surrender in the Global War on Conspiracism, our priority tasking has turned to focus on key risks and opportunities in a world changed so substantively and abruptly.
Our most immediate policy concerns are no longer about insurrectionists and seditious conspiracies, but instead a full-throated return to ongoing existential emergencies posed by climate crises.

California is nominally an arid region, as a western adjacent of the Great Basin region in North America, separated by the Sierra Nevada mountain range as a component of the North American Cordillera.
Temperate weather conditions within this isolated zone are largely due to the effects of “pineapple express” atmospheric rivers originating from Polynesia, combined with the North Pacific Gyre which causes cold water upwellings from the arctic.
Net results get offset by the annual dynamics of El Niño and La Niña climate patterns in the Pacific Ocean which modulate the upwellings, the tradewinds, and the jet stream.

We’re already witnessing ocean currents slowing in the Atlantic due to climate change.
If this kind of change occurs in the Pacific as well, California is likely to experience substantially more desertification.
Our climate would become more like northwest Africa and southwestern Australia, with devastating consequences for freshwater supplies, agriculture, tourism, real estate, and overall quality of life, with a projected 73% loss of state tax basis over a 5-year term if unmitigated.
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As a top priority for the survivability of our region, we must secure renewable freshwater resources plus carbon-neutral energy resources, which together sustain our world-leading agricultural base.
Looking across the world, several regional nexus locations of interest exist which correlate with conditions existing in California today, as well as the projected conditions due to ongoing climate change.
The specific qualifying attributes are:


	arid littoral regions

	not at risk for sea-level rise inundation

	degraded freshwater supplies, correlated groundwater overuse and subsequent aquifer collapse

	oceanic gyres which bring cold currents and coastal upwellings from polar regions

	tradewinds or westerlies which provide prevailing wind conditions

	high wave energy available immediately offshore

	high levels of integrated solar irradiance

	mitigated hurricane activity

	available population to train for staffing operations



Moreover, these regions must otherwise have good opportunities for agriculture at scale.
Identified nexus locations in common across the world include West Sahara, Namibia, and Western Australia.
To a lesser extent, we should also include both Baja (Mexico) and Chile in this list, although they may become secondary beneficiaries of the proposed initial cooperative agreements.

Proposal: CalEsAF Climate Cooperative

It is proposed that California lead a strategic initiative called CalEsAF on behalf of the Western States Pact, establishing bilateral agreements within both the European Union and the African Federation.
Theoretical basis for this proposal on the policy side stems from the notion of “Climate Clubs” (see: Nordhaus2015) to forge international agreements establishing a multilateral trade regime, imposing minor trade penalties on non-participants.
In other words, we could express this as an “accelerant” to trade among partners within a climate cooperative, thus avoiding any appearance of imposing sanctions or otherwise overstepping limitations on states negotiating independent trade agreements internationally. 

Based on economic theory and empirical modeling, the net objective is to induce a large stable coalition with high levels of abatement with respect to adverse climate implications.
CalEsAF would effectively become a climate cooperative, inclusive of the entire Western States Pact plus portions of EU and AF initially.
To seed these efforts, we can focus on technology transfer agreements with specific regional organizations within Spain and Portugal for EU and within Morocco, Western Sahara, Mauritania, and Senegal in the African Federation.
Of interest in particular will be cooperative technology transfer agreements with the islands owned by EU members off the western coast of Africa, then extending to the mainland as well as operations on the Iberian peninsula.
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Western Australia is also indicated as a region having ideal conditions for early proof points for the multilateral initiative.
Their inclusion would depend on resolution of our current economic disputes with the Asian Union, while the directionality of that outlook appears optimistic.
As the proven intellectual property and communities of practices resulting from the CalEsAF climate cooperative become more robust, we could extend membership to Chile and Baja as well.
Climate factors there may initially be too chaotic to serve as proof points, while on the other hand more mature solutions would likely benefit those regions directly.

Political Analysis

The potential for dramatic improvement of freshwater resources, inland humidification, and wet-bulb temperature decrease within the regions identified by the proposed climate cooperative are exceptionally compelling.
From a technology perspective the indicated solutions depend on a kind of inverted greenhouse architecture extended to large-scale agricultural applications.
Leveraging complex interactions of thermodynamics, it is possible in arid sunny regions which are adjacent to relatively cold sea water to build structures in coastal locations which require small energy inputs, but then generate substantial amounts of freshwater resources.

Moreover, this technology creates a zone of increased humidification and reduced ambient temperatures immediately inland of these coastal facilities.
Over time, the reach of the cumulative effects extends further inland, with considerable upside for agriculture at scale.
The necessary energy inputs can be readily satisfied through wave energy and wind energy components integral to the construction and operation of these coastal facilities.
In addition, this program would greatly enhance our regional portfolio of renewable energy resources, while generating a package of technology which the cooperative could then export to other regions across the world, with substantial employment opportunities through training and consultative programs.

Immediate benefits for CalEsAF climate cooperative member organizations include:


	mitigation of climate crises

	improved freshwater and agriculture

	additional job growth

	enhanced opportunities for ecotourism

	differential in reduced tariffs within the cooperative



Effectively, the Western States Pact would show the rest of the US how it’s done, in a way that is integral to our overall efforts to rebuild post-war and handle the current surge in refugees.

In terms of political perspectives, California and northwestern Africa have many needs in common, characterized in aggregate in terms of agriculture, energy, refugee populations, housing crises, education, healthcare, cuisine-based tourism, and so on.
Of course, these needs extend throughout the Western States Pact, with priorities in Oregon and Washington accelerating due to climate change.
Spain and Portugal provide a kind of “bridge” for the policy, in terms of cultural, economic, and historical ties with the key regions involved, as well as technology resources which complement those available within California.

Effectively, the proposed approach would invite a form of “reverse colonization” where contemporary African regions could in turn help lead solutions to provide economic relief for Europe.
They would be working together with program staff, some of whom are descendants of African or indigenous populations in North America.
Moreover, the proposed approach would help supplant the sudden failure of the PRC’s Belt and Road Initiative, which created a politically precarious vacuum for infrastructure development projects in Africa.
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A cascade of security benefits arise from the effective implementation of this program strategy:
local food and freshwater resource security, relief from the effects of heat domes, flooding, drought, etc., as well as improved job conditions, plus near-term stabilization for real estate values.
Pro-actively amplifying these security benefits is considered our best possible deterrent from the potential resurgence of far-right populist threats.
Given how the area comprised by Orange County through San Diego were devastated by both climate crises and civil war, there’s considerably less political lobbying at the state level now to continue pushing us in the wrong directions.
With the political gravity of Silicon Valley tech giants excised from the world stage, so much of our seemingly perpetual brain drain of top young intellect getting siphoned off to growth-based advertising business models has been alleviated.
Thus several key factors indicate politically near-optimal timing for this policy implementation.

Implementation Details

Leveraging the newly introduced FIGINT services from EMVITA for fictional intelligence, the proposed CalEsAF initiative would amplify a triumvirate of research and training resources within the state, notably UC Davis, Stanford, and UC Berkeley, plus likely contributions from affiliated centers at UC Santa Cruz, USC, Cal Tech, and so on.
EMVITA support through the lunar quantum computing facilities will help enable strategic research in key areas which provide foundations for this program:


	post-polycrisis agriculture

	renewable energy sources

	non-linear energy grid management

	fresh water management and aquifer recharge

	cost-effective healthcare

	novel approaches for providing work-based housing cooperatives



We propose establishing a “Greenhouse Triangle” to integrate the mutual interests of California, the Iberian Peninsula, and Northwest Africa, effectively reversing the flow of 18th century colonization.
This approach is conceptualized as the opposite of “offshoring” wherein African Federation nations now become instrumental in helping provide highly effective crop science for an overheated world, plus enhanced educational standards, and so on.
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Key questions to be explored from a California policy perspective include:


	Could we shape state policies to promote Coextant to extend its communities of practice into African countries, for example partnering with Senegal’s leading universities, as an initial proof point?

	Which elements of the Davis/Stanford/Berkeley research centers require state or federal subsidies to enhance the necessary core technology components as accelerants?

	Will we be able to generate enough surplus agricultural products to help feed the Asia Union in the post-war polycrisis, thus alleviating the current political tensions at the national level?



Immediate technology priorities include quantum computing simulations to optimize the complex thermodynamics and gas exchange of inverted greenhouse designs, as well as applications of relatively new material science to leverage these discoveries and “personalize” designs to fit into the parameters of specific facility locations.
Subsequent technology outcomes are likely to augment eventual needs for our lunar colonies, e.g., intensive food production and freshwater regeneration within relatively closed systems.

Coastal Facilities Architecture

Throughout the world’s semi-arid littoral regions which rely on irrigation, agricultural crops face increasing risks from climate crises: notably, crops need freshwater sources plus a biome where the ambient temperature and sunlight are within tolerable ranges.
However, given the heat domes and other abrupt weather artifacts, we’re experiencing conditions of extended drought, collapsed aquifers due to over-pumping, seawater incursion into littoral freshwater resources, and so on.
Meanwhile, soils get baked and become depleted, accumulating increasing amounts of salts.
These effects pose substantial risks to agriculture, at a time when more of the world is relying on our outputs to offset and overcome the recent wartime horrors and mass destructions.

In contrast, use of inverted greenhouses provides a low-energy architectural approach to generating freshwater and cooler ambient temperatures within growing areas, using wind, solar, and wave energy plus seawater as inputs.
The typical design of a greenhouse provides protection to plants during winter months by concentrating solar energy.
However, the thermodynamics of an inverted greenhouse dissipate energy in the opposite direction, acting more like a swamp cooler:
the process extracts freshwater and cool air from seawater and hot dry wind.
This helps protect agricultural operations at scale from many of the risks of global warming, while reducing the carbon footprint of the corresponding agricultural energy needs.

We must allow a reasonable period of time for the communities of practice to gain hands-on experience, train a broader population for their staffing needs at scale, and iterate on designs while accumulating field data.
From that vantage, we’ll be in position to leverage substantially more sophisticated approaches involving advanced computational methods and material science innovations to enhance this equation much further.
The objective is to create rivers of freshwater from the sea:
converting our relative overabundance of sun, heat, and saltwater into more livable wet-bulb temperature zones for large populations, while supplying these communities with freshwater resources.
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While many seawater greenhouse projects have been implemented worldwide for more than three decades, this proposed program incorporates the intake buoy design as a novel component.
These buoys get anchored immediately off the coast from an inverted greenhouse facility, in line with the coastal commission standards.
Surface attenuators harvest wave power to generate DC power, which is partly used to pump seawater into a reservoir.
Water from the reservoir gets released at a controlled rate, falling down into a submerged hydraulic ram.
This mechanism pumps cold seawater from depth, with a high hydraulic head and low flow rate.
A flexible, submergible, insulated pipe runs onshore, supplying cold seawater and DC power for the inverted greenhouse.
The entire assembly can be readily moved onshore by small water craft, in advance of large storms.

Another consideration is that some earlier projects considered the brine effluent from evaporators as a kind of waste to be discharged.
Rethinking this point, this brine byproduct can be leveraged for multiple beneficial uses.
Of course, it could simply be mixed with other seawater and released back in the ocean, so long as the point of release is not concentrated such that it creates toxicity for marine life.
On the other hand, subsequent to additional steps of filtering and solar evaporation we can obtain sea salt for culinary uses, or address the industrial market demands for salt, e.g., use in intensive solar collector energy storage in the inland deserts.
Another potential usage is to pair cyanobacteria cultivation (blue-green algae) used for food, medicine, and energy production.
This later category has a similar profile of needs as the coastal facilities, i.e., for solar, heat, etc., and would complement the resulting revenue streams overall.
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Note that this design incorporates dual use as NOAA data buoys, integrated within the NDBC network.
By leveraging the Open Source Project for a Network Data Access Protocol (OPeNDAP), these dual use buoys help augment the Earth Observatory used to collect vital data for climate science — in particular, providing fine-grained analysis of California coastal weather patterns.
As such, these buoy components would qualify for federal funding to help offset the cost of operations.
California could establish a pattern at a state level of fostering public-private partnerships which advance climate science data collection while helping mitigate climate crises and providing food and freshwater to our populations.

Additional Recommendations

In addition, it is recommended that the state offer sponsorship of special immigration visas, open to individuals in the CSM containment camps who qualify.
Terms of these visas would be predicated on voluntary participation in our recently introduced and remarkably successful CALPIA smokejumper program — retraining LEOs who’ve violated their oaths by joining far-right groups, repurposed as wildland firefighters.
After completing a 5-year term of voluntary prison labor (VPL) within this program, participants could apply to earn a green card, with state sponsorship.
However, participants would not necessarily regain voting rights nor be allowed to hold governmental positions.


Paratext






Paratext:



Proem



The following sections are provided as design fictions.



Portions of the weapons designs were generated using AI tools.



Herein we flip the script…



You don’t have to hurt anyone, nor break any laws…



Our admonition from generations past was simple:



“Speak softly and carry a big stick; you will go far.”



Practicing a policy of non-aggression and discourse, even with autocrats,



Backed up by the capacity for warfare at scale when necessary.
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1/5: antifa brigades


Regional volunteer anti-fascist warfighters, sanctioned and funded by DOJ as paramilitary contractors for battle against the Confederate States of MAGA secessionists and their seditious conspiracy allies.
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1st Combat Brigade: Pacific

1st Regiment, “CHAZ”


	Seattle-ish

	on the ancestral lands of the Duwamish, Muckleshoot, and Stillaguamish peoples

	transit: I-5, I-90

	coordinating with Canadian Armed Forces



2nd Regiment, “Rose City Cider Riot”


	Portlandia

	on the ancestral lands of the Clackamas and Stl’pulmsh peoples

	transit: I-5, US 101



3rd Regiment, “Molotov Majority”


	Santa Rosa, CA (Brigade HQ)

	on the ancestral lands of the Southern Pomo and Coast Miwok peoples

	transit: US 101, I-5, I-80

	Oakland, CA

	on the ancestral lands of the Ohlone, Muwekma, and Lisjan peoples

	transit: I-5, I-80

	plus Bay Area gang detachments



4th Regiment, “Panic Zone”


	Ojai, CA

	on the ancestral lands of the Chumash and Micqanaqa’n peoples

	transit: US 101, CA 150, I-5, I-15

	plus Southland gang detachments
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2nd Combat Brigade: Mountain

1st Regiment, “Peace-Loving Tourists”


	Boulder, CO (Brigade HQ)

	on the ancestral lands of the Arapaho, Ute, and Cheyenne peoples

	transit: I-25, I-70



2nd Regiment, “False Flag Ops”


	Phoenix, AZ

	on the ancestral lands of the Upper Pima, O’odham Jeweḍ, and Hohokam peoples

	transit: I-10, I-17, US 60

	coordinating with Mexican SEDENA



3rd Regiment, “One Less Conspiracist”


	Albuquerque, NM

	on the ancestral lands of the Piro, Tigua, and Pueblos peoples

	transit: I-40, I-25



4th Regiment, “Redoubt Reavers”


	Salt Lake City, UT

	on the ancestral lands of the Eastern Shoshone, Ute, and Goshute peoples

	transit: I-15, I-80
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3rd Combat Brigade: Central

1st Regiment, “Know Justice, Know Peace”


	Minneapolis, MN

	on the ancestral lands of the Očhéthi Šakówiŋ and Wahpekute peoples

	transit: I-35, I-94

	coordinating with Canadian Armed Forces



2nd Regiment, “Autonomen Society”


	Omaha, NE

	on the ancestral lands of the Omaha and Očhéthi Šakówiŋ peoples

	transit: I-29, I-80



3rd Regiment, “The Infiltrators”


	Kansas City, MO (Brigade HQ)

	on the ancestral lands of the Osage, Kansa, Očhéthi Šakówiŋ, and Kiikaapoi peoples

	transit: I-35, I-29, I-49, I-70



4th Regiment, “Marble Gun Musketeers”


	Wichita, KS

	on the ancestral lands of the Očhéthi Šakówiŋ, Ute, Osage, Kiowa, and Wichita peoples

	transit: I-35
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4th Combat Brigade: Midwest

1st Regiment, “Conspiracy Cosplay”


	Chicago, IL (Brigade HQ)

	on the ancestral lands of the Bodwéwadmi, Myaamia, Kaskaskia, Očhéthi Šakówiŋ, Kiikaapoi, and Peoria peoples

	transit: I-43, I-55, I-57, I-80, I-90



2nd Regiment, “Outside Agitators”


	Detroit, MI

	on the ancestral lands of the Meškwahki·aša·hina, Peoria, Myaamia, Mississauga, Bodwéwadmi, and Anishinabewaki peoples

	transit: I-94, I-75



3rd Regiment, “Wrongful Death AF”


	Sikeston, MO

	on the ancestral lands of the Osage, Quapaw, and Očhéthi Šakówiŋ peoples

	transit: I-55, I-57, US 60



4th Regiment, “Melee Makers Mark”


	Williamsburg, KY

	on the ancestral lands of the Adena, Tsalaguwetiyi, Shawandasse Tula, and S’atsoyaha peoples

	transit: I-75
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5th Combat Brigade: Eastern

1st Regiment, “Tinfoil Millinery”


	Boston, MA

	on the ancestral lands of the Naumkeag, Massa-adchu-es-et, and Pawtucket peoples

	transit: I-95, I-90



2nd Regiment, “Adrenochrome Harvesters”


	Pittsburg, PA

	on the ancestral lands of the Shawandasse Tula, Osage, and Monongahela peoples

	transit: I-79, I-70, I-80
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3rd Regiment, “Led The Breach”


	New Brunswick, NJ

	on the ancestral lands of the Munsee Lenape and Lenapehoking peoples

	transit: I-95, I-287



4th Regiment, “Soup Can Grenadiers”


	Idylwood, VA (Brigade HQ)

	on the ancestral lands of the Piscataway and Manahoac peoples

	transit: I-66, I-95



2/5: financial engineering


Do the practices of weaponized financial engineering have any legitimate place in the context of prosecuting a civil war?


As the 2022 Russian war against Ukraine illustrated so incredibly well, financial engineering by the Kremlin’s global network of kleptocrats set the stage for the war.
This included various acts of disinformation, espionage, and solicitation of seditious conspiracy by far-right political leaders, Christian Nationalist militia groups, even among some of the FBI counterintelligence leadership, and certainly within mainstream media.
Global sanctions against the Russian oligarchs has proven to be one of the more effective wartime strategies.

In the long term view, the fallout will perhaps be due to a large extent where shutting down Kremlin-based far-right funding sources belied the fragility of far-right darling causes:
climate science denial, proliferation of assault weapons among civilians, white supremacy, sustained brutal attacks against LGBTQIA+ communities in general, public outcries to block immigration, dismantling of Roe v. Wade, pervasive undermining of voter rights, labeling any protest of LEO criminal acts as “leftist agitprop” and so on.
In the real-life “Global War on Conspiracy” the financialization theater has been as consequential as the political, cyberattack, and kinetic theaters.

Yeah, That’s Just How Hedge Funds Operate

As a business colleague of the author once explained,
— speaking as someone who’d led two hedge funds on Wall Street —
the primary areas of hedge fund activity are:


	Identify financial scams which are likely to become illegal soon, then leverage the fuck out of these investment strategies up until the very microsecond they begin to incur criminal liabilities.

	Target key individuals among organizations which have adversarial stances w.r.t. the investment strategy, then conduct ongoing PsyOps attacks against them.



For the examples through this chapter, see the eponymous 2010 book by Michael Lewis
for more details about The Big Short and how these financialization scams operated.
Of course, see also the excellent 2015 movie based on the book.
Hedge funds have become the weapons development centers for financialization.

Meanwhile, widespread evangelical movements provide foundations for the far-right conspiracism and insurrectionists in the US.
These have also been intimately intertwined with MAGA political fundraising, through networks of megadonors among ultra-wealthy families.
Large scale practices for “faith-based investing” and “prosperity theology” abound within these communities.

Ultimately, one might argue that almost all hedge fund activities represent “faith-based investing” to some degree or another, inclusive of the more cynical and predatory aspects which are typical among evangelical grifters.
This opens a spectacular opportunity for weaponization of financial engineering, custom-tailored as a highly effective weapon of mass destruction to be deployed against far-right insurrectionists.

The Instrument: Structure and Dynamics

In the story, a hedge fund operating under the name of the Gospel Faith Prosperity Capital Partners (GFPCP) offers a financial instrument which is custom-tailored for the self-interests of multiple entities within the Confederate States of MAGA secessionist republic:
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Initially, DOJ approaches multiple US-based banks which have investment banking arms, which had also benefitted from the 2008-2009 bailout through federal loans, but never repaid those loans.
For the sake of argument, let’s call these banks by two hypothetical pseudonyms Citigrope and Wells Embargo.
In this context, the DOJ is acting as a “market maker” by proposing that banks develop a collateralized debt obligation (CDO) where it can short-sell particular real estate investment trusts (REIT).
Think of the short investor role Michael Burry of Scion Capital played in The Big Short by requesting credit default swaps from investment banks.
He wanted to short-sell a housing finance market which was obviously rife with fraud in the late-2000s and poised to collapse.

These REITs serve as Reference Securities for the synthetic CDO.
They are bundled investments in the real estate properties of a large network among evangelical megachurches in the CSM, but also some operating within the US proper.
In other words, this network acts as a kind of financial cooperative for the megachurches, something that could be coordinated through an organization such as CPAC.

In other words, evangelical megachurches raise funds through debt collateralized by their real estate properties, but think: second or third mortgages.
They leverage properties, incurring further debt, to buy additional real estate properties.
This shit happens — ask just about anyone who’s gotten a real estate license.

One hook in the story is that the DOJ operates through offshore shell entities, effectively colluding with major banks to set the GFPCP as a trap to use against enemies in CSM.
Meanwhile, DOJ has covertly enlisted the services of a very capable double agent, Marie Bardolino, a financial reporter who promotes the GFPCP incessantly throughout CSM populist media sources such as Fochs News.

Of course, due to the nature of the “free market” these banks might offer the credit default swaps to other potential investors without letting DOJ know much about it.
This shit also happens, ask just about anyone who’s ever worked in banking.

On the surface, the GFPCP financial instrument looks ideal to the evangelical megachurch network.
They’re already running financial scams which are predatory against their membership.
Then the banks hand them means for making these scams scale much bigger.
Done and done.

Preachers leading evangelical megachurches receive hefty sales commissions from the Cash Pool of the CDO, provided that they keep growing the base of investors.
Evangelical preachers are quite adept in the art of selling scams to their membership, let’s not mince words here.
This scam depends on megachurch members, the Bond Holders in the CDO, agreeing to purchase investment subscriptions through payroll deductions.

The CDO receives monthly income in terms of cash invested, as well as premiums paid by its Short Investors.
Megachurch members see some initial upside from the CDO in terms of interest and principal payments, though these are slow and small compared with returns for another class of CDO participant, the Unfunded Investors.

Unfunded Investors in the CDO is a class of investment open to major political campaign funds among the Confederate States of MAGA leaders.
These campaign funds use the Cash Pool of the CDO as strategic cash reserves, based on the funding they receive from their megadonors, the ultra-wealthy far-right families with well-known names such as Mercer, Koch, Adelson, Leo, Wilks, Freiss, Langone, Coors, DeVos, Uihlein, Griffin, et al.

Based on the practices of synthetic CDOs, these Unfunded Investors have first claim over the premium payments from GFPCP.
Since the Unfunded Investors participate in a Super Senior tranche of the CDO they get paid back before megachurch members who are simple Bond Holders.
These political leaders and their megadonors also happen to be running and funding CPAC, so it’s all good.

All of the above continues on its merry course, as long as those evangelical megachurch preacher keep selling more and more investment subscriptions, for which they receive tax-exempt sales commissions.
As explained in the story by FBI Assistant Deputy Director of Counterintelligence, George Fredericks, the preachers have mode, motive, opportunity, and healthy financial incentives:


“Those bastards would sell their own mothers at auction.
For a five per-cent commission they sign-up almost every evangelical church-goer who has more than a nickel to their name.”


CSM political leaders appear to be printing billions of dollars out of thin air, against which they are able to borrow massive sums from unknown counter-parties.
Leverage!
It smells like “free money” to the preachers, the populace, political leaders, their megadonors, et al.
This entire pyramid scheme works like a charm, until it doesn’t.

Once this scam begins to hit a few unfortunate snags, e.g., triggering events where megachurch members halt payments into investment subscriptions because they have no cash, or the CSM courts place a halt on debt collection due to wartime urgencies, this house of cards all comes tumbling down.
It is fundamentally structured as a negative-sum game.
Banks developed derivative contracts to transfer credit exposure for CSM political fundraising.

Translated: after the triggering event, the banks must pay out billions to the Short Investors.
So the Cash Pool of the CDO is drained, its Bond Holders go bankrupt, and so on.
Millions of families get pushed suddenly into homelessness.
CSM currency falls, their import trade (weapons logistics) all but ceases.
Most importantly, the Unfunded Investors in the CDO lose their strategic assets for political campaigns.
In other words, far-right megadonor families get forced to shift over massive wealth to DOJ and other short-sellers.

Summary Analysis


Could this work?


Yes, some variation on the theme is likely if the far-right ever pushed to launch a civil war.
This is a fictional story, though real-life analogues aren’t far off the mark.
CDOs get organized using offshore shell entities, so their strict regulation can be difficult, thus strange things happen in the real world of grift.
Rampant conspiracism among the CSM populace also plays into the efficacy of this instrument, both during a meteoric rise up in value, and a catastrophic spiral downward.

In the story, DOJ provides bail-out guarantees and legal immunity for bank executives, to place financial engineering on a war footing.
Incarcerated investment bankers receive pardons and full immunity during the op in exchange for helping float the GFPCP financial instrument.
Suffice it to say, there is considerable “institutional knowledge” among prison communities, prosecutor’s offices, and financial boardrooms alike about how to run large-scale investment scams.

This kind of mechanism may appear complex; however, with DOJ legal immunity given in advance, the planning for something like GFPCP is only slightly beyond casual lunchroom convo at just about any hedge fund.
Certainly there have been large-scale precedents more recently than 2008, such as how wash trading has been leveraged in crypto scams.

Could this work?
Given the exigencies of a civil war, precedents set during the Ukraine war by sanctions against Russian oligarchs and their financial evasions, plus the currently legal weaponization of hedge funds, faith-based investment scams, etc.,
the answer is a resounding OH HELLS YASSS!!!
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3/5: fictional intelligence


The FIGINT desk, an experimental new service for EMVITA based on AI meets science fiction storytelling meets open source intelligence.


Fictional Intelligence is used by the US Department of Defense and NATO, enabling warfighters to envision the use of new technologies and concepts, and how these will get leveraged by friend or foe in upcoming battles.
In other words, which approach gets important details across better:
a PowerPoint slide deck, a science fiction movie, or a video game?

Useful Fiction

See “Startup Helps Officers Explain Future Warfare Through Storytelling” by Meredith Roaten in National Defense Magazine (2022-12-16) for more examples.
In particular, this article focuses on Useful Fiction,
which is a network of writers, producers, artists —
you’ve likely seen their work in World War Z, Ghost Fleet, Call of Duty, Three Body Problem, Game of Thrones, Homeland, Crazy Rich Asians, etc.
Their team also includes advisors from former military leadership, technology industry analysts, and so on.
Together they collaborate on fictional intelligence services for DoD, NATO, etc.

The company has a trademark on the term FICINT™ so in our story this approach gets called “FIGINT” to avoid collision.
As the white paper “Thinking The Unthinkable With Useful Fiction” by August Cole and P.W. Singer explains:


“Narrative is arguably our oldest tool of communication, and now it is being deployed to share insights into future conflicts in all their dimensions.”


Generative AI

In the story we extend this notion a few clicks further.
Brandon Hong, the CEO/founder of AI hardware leader EMVITA, shows a prototype called “FIGINT” to the Governor:


“Our approach uses the oldest media technology of all: stories. Think of AI-generated images and stories, but on a war footing.”


As a brief aside it might be helpful at this point to unpack the term artificial intelligence just a wee bit.
The phrase is definitely overused, although several good uses exist.
For example, humans tend to “think” by process of association, or from stories which comes to mind, often justifying gut decisions long after the fact.
People rarely use Sherlock Holmes style deduction, perhaps 5% of the time for a rare individual.
Humans also have trouble thinking in more than a few dimensions at a time.
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On the other hand, machines can handle billions of dimensions, while employing elaborate means of inference, often with detailed explanations for what was done and why.
For a recent work which is arguably one of the best histories to date for the arc of data analytics leading into artificial intelligence, see the highly recommended How Data Happened from Wiggins and Jones at Columbia University.

However, most commercial applications of machine learning have been pointed at growth models of advertising, whether for search, social networks, online gaming, other entertainment, finance, or even just us trying to send each other messages.
These kinds of applications tend to use supervised learning approaches, where some past data gets generalized and used to predict future events.
Such practices feed a kind of “prediction” fetish which has been described more thoroughly in the talks “Understanding the cult of prediction” by Farrah Bostic.

In other words, if a business venture can leverage data to predict future events, then it can bet on the future, perhaps earning a nickel or two apiece for billions of events.
While this kind of “sleazy alcoholic uncle who hangs out at the horse racing track” behavior is not exactly a pinnacle of human intellect, to be sure, frankly it has become emulated widely by what’s hailed as “AI” in mainstream media headlines.

One does not need to flex their intellectual muscles very much to realize how these cult of prediction perspectives about AI represent another form of far-right religious conservative extremism.
Recognize that almost all of the core aspects of “prayer, prophecy, prosperity” are in place, just as one might expect from devout aristoteleans.

In contrast, the notion of generative AI is not about prediction.
Instead, this approach samples from a latent space then generates text, images, movies, sounds, faces, voices, dance movements, restaurant plate-up, drug discovery, etc.
Generated artifacts tend to pass for things that might actually exist in the real world, except that they were dreamed up.
There are reasonably good applications of LLMs among life critical verticals, for example in the case of drug discovery there is much fantastic work afoot.
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Reinforcement Learning

The popularized large models (as of Q1 2023) such as DALL-E 2 and ChatGPT by OpenAI, Gopher and LaMDA by Google, Generate by Co:here, Claude by Anthropic, etc., these typically use large language models (LLM) based on deep learning with neural networks.
These models are good at predicting the next most likely word or character or sound in a sequence.
For example, they can be used to generate streams of text.

To be clear, naïve applications degrade rapidly into what is perhaps best described as little more than computational mansplaining.
A good recent paper contextualizing the LLM phenomena is “Dissociating language and thought in large language models: a cognitive perspective” by Kyle Mahowald, Anna Ivanova, et al., (2023-01-16) which describes how LLMs have good linguistic accuracy, but low functional competence.

In contrast, multi-modal models are trained to map between two or more kinds of media, for example using text phrases to generate images.
Use of reinforcement learning (RL) helps tune these models, rendering more useful results.

RL is similar to techniques used in control systems, such as the autopilots used in aircraft.
Deep learning is blended with optimal control theory to help “steer” a system back toward more nominal operations when it gets out of whack.
RL gets used in gaming systems (Unity3D), development of self-driving cars (Waymo), and even to design novel ships plus team training strategy for the winner of America’s Cup sailing race.
See “Illustrating Reinforcement Learning from Human Feedback (RLHF)” by Nathan Lambert and Leandro von Werra in the Hugging Face blog (2022-12-09) for more details about RL use in LLMs.

In our story, EMVITA systems employ generative AI techniques which use multi-modal models to create plausible scenarios.
Each scenario has counterfactuals which help disprove their likelihood.
Hong describes how:


“We collect counterfactuals among billions of generated design fictions. Sequences of steps that would forestall specific envisioned futures.”


RL used here take advantages of the counterfactuals as part of its observation space for a simulated environment.
In other words, the AI system generates millions of scenarios, then tracks which ones don’t get invalidated over time by real-world events.
Ostensibly this helps produce a reasonably robust set of plausible futures.
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Weak Supervision

Another machine learning technique the EMVITA system employs is called weak supervision, used to bring human experts into the process of generating fictional intelligence.
The experts help weed out the unlikely generated scenarios; however, experts don’t always agree.
In fact, in the game of intelligence, we find that human experts tend to agree only up until about 95% concurrence in any given subject matter.
Beyond that point even the most respected human authorities in a given subject tend to disagree and diverge, consistently.

For example, suppose an expert named Fred really understands how stealth naval ships get used in combat, but Fred tends to have screwy opinions when it comes to land battles.
Anna is an expert in the use of grenades and landmines, although not well-versed in warships.
Weak supervision is a way of training machine learning models to take into account the relative strengths and weaknesses within a community of experts, conditioning their subjective opinions into data sets used to train models.
This represents one kind of human-in-the-loop AI.

Design Fiction

In our story, the fictional intelligence system uses a specific methodology for developing scenarios, called design fiction.
Check out Design Fiction by Near Future Laboratory (2022):


“Design fiction is the practice of creating tangible and evocative prototypes from possible near futures, to help discover and represent the consequences of decision making.”


There are loads of expensive consulting firms which you can be paid big bucks to write reports predicting (see above: “cult”) some aspects of the future.
Notable exemplars include:
RAND Corporation, Gartner Research, Forrester, McKinsey, on and on.

In contrast and akin to the Useful Fiction ideas above, what if instead someone created a prototype for a Thing, elaborately manifesting it well enough so that people considered it real within the context of a story?
Then explore that story forward, not the path that leads up to building the Thing.
Let people talk about how the Thing has made their life better or worse, sharing their stories.
Design Fiction defines a 10-step process, beginning with “Collect Faint Signals” as a first step.
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Certainly, this approach builds on what science fiction authors do for a living.
In particular, it builds on Shaping Things by Bruce Sterling who has helped refine the design fiction practice.
See also: “The Future is Now: Diegetic Prototypes and the Role of Popular Films in Generating Real-world Technological Development” by David Kirby in Social Studies of Science, 40:1 (2009-09-30).
This paper introduced diegetic prototypes, building on the notion of performative artefacts:


“How entertainment producers construct cinematic scenarios with an eye towards generating real-world funding opportunities and the ability to construct real-life prototypes” … “influencing dialogue, plot rationalizations, character interactions and narrative structure”
and normalized within the story as everyday objects.


For the EMVITA fictional intelligence system, after the millions of different scenarios get created per generative AI and design fiction, filtered by experts using weak supervision, constrained by real-world counterfactuals …
then the surviving imagined futures are of particular interest.
When sharp contrast occurs between what appears to be the current state of the world and one of these imagined futures, then the system alerts with bells and whistles.
For example, the many Chinese container ships accumulating suddenly in the northeastern Pacific, which preceded an attempted attack.

Chain of Thought

Just for good measure, we’ve added a twist.
The AI models in the story provide chain of thought prompting where a language model is required to “show its work” as a series of intermediate reasoning steps.
This helps models perform more complex reasoning overall, making the generated results much more readily understood by people.
Decision makers, after all, tend to place high regard on accountability, or so we’ve heard.
See: “Chain-of-Thought Prompting Elicits Reasoning in Large Language Models” by Jason Wei, et al., NeurIPS (2022).

“Trust But Verify”


How does this fictional intelligence about fictional intelligence hold up?
Are there any proof points for it yet?


In fact, yes — albeit, more in the non-fiction category of use cases.
A company called Primer AI (where the author is a technical advisor) has been using generative AI for the past few years on behalf of the US intelligence community and various corporates.
For example, Primer summarizes large sets of documents to make them more usable at “human scale” for readers.
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One good example of this capability was to produce daily briefings about new CV-19 publications since the start of the pandemic.
Front-line healthcare workers (e.g., hospital nurses) who were already dangerously overworked could get more readable summaries about the newest info.
Latest trends in disinformation proved to be especially valuable, so healthcare workers could prepare to confront patients who were overwhelmed by conspiracism.
Et voilà, narrative closure!

If you’re interested in learning more about these kinds of AI approaches, check out the open source projects by Argilla (where the author is a technical advisor) for building AI pipelines that incorporate large language models from Hugging Face, plus weak supervision and other human-in-the-loop techniques, plus data observability, and so on.

In our story, fictional intelligence gets augmented with several AI approaches described above, then guided through a more formal methodology for developing future scenarios through design fiction practices.
While these capabilities haven’t been blended together previously, per se, check your federal, state, and local governmental agencies for updates.
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4/5: ai+ar wrist launcher


Providing all the tactical benefits one expects from highly trained mortar crews, while enabling individual warfighters with the versatility and mobility of single-shot under-barrel grenade launchers.
Minimal training is required, and even though the platform uses relatively inexpensive ammunition.
Kill ratios for “chud busters” are consistently higher than the best available assault rifles.
This platform is regarded as one of the better examples of the rapidly growing category of contemporary AI-designed weapons, specially formulated to exploit vulnerabilities among far-right religious conservatives.


Platform Motivations

When DOJ first approached our organization with an SBIR/STTR funding opportunity for a novel artificial intelligence (AI) weapons platform and its subsequent commercialization, they were interested in leveraging our industry connections across technology areas and the value arms markets.
Especially given our proven company history of fostering and encouraging participation in innovation and entrepreneurship by all people, including all genders, people of color, people with disabilities, and people from many levels of immigration status.
Lus a workplace culture based on principles of diversity, equity, inclusion, and tenacity, which leverages a robust ethical framework free and clear of any Christian Nationalist or other colonialism biases.

Based on agency omnibus solicitation details, R43/R44 grants sought to innovate and develop the early commercial stages of novel technologies that enabled more than one order of magnitude improvement in infantry chalk-level weapons platforms.
Complex data integration services were also needed to support real-time AI targeting, backed by a logistics network that could support deployments at scale.
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Of course, contemporary AI-designed weapons tend to have challenges associated with factors of production cost, training, and ease of maintenance, which the USG procurement officers were especially keen to address.
Even so, these approaches can be leveraged for complex designs that otherwise have no analytical solution.

Ensuing efforts led to a highly competitive grant application, based on autonomously generating a common service mesh and data mesh architecture, resulting in a chalk-level weapons platform which was much cheaper to build and supply than grenade launchers or small mortars, while proving exceptional difficult for enemy TECHINT to trace shooter locations, or even attribute individual kill shots directly.

For this effort the target specifications included, but were not limited to, the follows:

PHASE I:
Determined the feasibility of, detail, model, and simulate an innovative approach for an ultra-compact lightweight integrated design enabling both individual warfighters and tactical units with low audio/IR signature launch capabilities for navigable grenades, aka “bomblets” munitions.
Guidance and navigation of the munitions subsequent to launch were to leverage cloud-based AI targeting, specially formulated to exploit vulnerabilities prevalent among far-right religious conservatives.
Overall, the prototype platform needed to employ relatively inexpensive ammunition, require minimal training for shooters, yet resulting in higher effective kill ratios than assault rifles.

For this portion our team designed a compact launcher based on human factors in combat conditions, which was simple to resupply, maintain, and repair, with attention to manufacturability with high levels of quality assurance.
These devices further leveraged existing off-the-shelf material in terms of popular augmented reality (AR) gaming goggles and personal mobile devices such as smartphone and tablets.
Initial efforts leveraged pre-trained AI models and readily available datasets to demonstrate the efficacy of the proposed solution.
The Phase I effort also included prototype plans to be developed under Phase II.

PHASE II:
Optimized the design of the prototype, fully developing and transitioning the technology and methodology based on the research and development results developed for DOJ applications in the various areas of AI, AR, small unit weapons, encrypted local signals management, and consumer vehicle cyberattack vectors.
We illustrated a workflow for multidisciplinary analysis along with the local-global coupling for a representative integrated platform in simulated operation, plus substantial field testing for the indicated context of its deployment.

Subsequent design iterations focused on enabling a scalable, on-demand 3D printer logistics network for the purpose-built components, supporting world class community of practice for production, maintenance, and resupply.
The Phase II effort also focused on implementing the details of a scalable cloud-based enterprise data integration services mesh.
This component leveraged highly distributed transfer learning on pre-existing multi-modal language models at scale with carefully adjusted learning rates while maintaining the appropriate hyperparameter optimizations overall.

PHASE III DUAL USE APPLICATIONS:
Transitioned the technology for USG use cases, notably by providing ample affordances for multiple levels of C&C command integration.
This phase of effort entailed negotiating the licensing arrangements for many real-time data feeds, particularly with respect to the “dark web” provenance of some of the more crucial data components required for optimized AI targeting.
The dual phase aspects were engendered by enabling self-defense configurations of the platform to leverage for consumer applications.

Both modes in turn take advantage of an intensive training and certification program, suitable for bringing non-experts to proficiency within a brief period.
Plus we have developed legal enhancements to protect shooters from potential post-hostility liabilities, plus provisions for insurance for repairs and replacement of all components used in the platform, as well as patent application protections to allow the platform to grow and flourish throughout its deployment lifecycle.
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Design Principles

The following specifications illustrate but one example of the rapidly emerging “low-code” use cases for artificial intelligence to design weapons of mass destruction which specifically target far-right extremists.
These principles can be integrated throughout the entire automated kill chain architecture.
By exploiting inherent vulnerabilities which are prevalent among radicalized religious conservatives, these platforms provide crucial defensive capabilities on behalf of local communities.

This become especially significant in the event that government inaction in one form or another places said communities at risk.
While some features can be employed for first-strike capabilities, this is not a primary intended purpose.

Building a launcher which is enhanced by artificial intelligence (AI) and augmented reality (AR) is a highly technical project that requires significant amounts of knowledge and experience in various fields, such as mechanical engineering, electrical engineering, computer science, software development, as well as experience with building launchers.
This complex tasking necessitates developing the combined skills of a multidisciplinary team, personnel who work closely together with an acute sense of attention to detail.
Additionally, the legal and ethical implications of such a device must be taken into consideration.

Here is a general overview of the AI+AR/WL design process:

1) Design the launcher:

The initial step is to design the physical components of the launcher itself, using appropriate materials which are suitable for the desired application.
This includes the frame, handle, forks, bands, and wrist support.
This design must take into account how the AI and AR components will get integrated into the launcher along with the data service mesh.

Determining the size and shape required to ensure that a launcher is comfortable to hold and easy to operate is of particular concern for effective use in combat conditions.
Creating the mechanical structure capable of supporting a force-multiplicative propelling mechanism further constrains the design of the munitions seat which holds the projectile.
To further enhance the launcher with AI, affordances must be incorporated for adding sensors which can be integrated with the other components of the platform.

2) Integrate the AI technologies:

Next, AI technology gets integrated into the launcher through the use of sensors and microprocessors allowing the launcher to gather data on the shooters arm movements, force of the spring-loaded elastics within the launch mechanism, the local environment of the battlespace, plus the computed trajectory of the projectile.

Munitions incorporate lightweight, ultra low-power “TinyML” ballistic computers plus multiple sensors coupled with embedded control systems such as accelerometer, camera, gyroscope, etc., to collect data on a projectile’s trajectory, speed, and position.
AI algorithms analyze this data, making real-time predictions about the projectile’s trajectory and impact point, e.g., for effective contact on moving targets.

Local encrypted links to cloud-based AI targeting services coordinate with the embedded ballistic computer to fine-tune the in-flight trajectory, as real-time feedback for manipulating the adjustable fins and also the small chemical rockets used for post-launch power boosts.
Additional services integrate with the AR capabilities, via supporting software on mobile devices, to improve the accuracy and distance of each launch.

3) Integrate the AR technologies:

AR software is then developed to enhance a shooter’s experience as well as the integrated C&C elements.
This software utilizes multi-modal data fusion from sensors to provide real-time feedback to through AR technology, displaying distance to target, wind speed and direction, plus comparative trajectories for both the projectile and the target, even extending beyond the shooter’s field of view, e.g., while taking cover during a fire fight.
This includes visual cues such as a projected aiming reticle and real-time feedback on trajectory envelopes, with a 95% confidence interval overlay.
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AI-generated predictions adjust the angle and strength of each launch in real-time, while AR affordances leverage these predictions to assist the shooter to make more accurate kill shots, and also to accelerate the effective rate of fire per shooter.
Overall, shooters can choose to employ the AR features either through a heads-up display (HUD) visual overlay on popular gaming goggles, or run on a mobile device such as a smartphone screen or tablet.

4) Couple the AI and AR features with a data services mesh:

The AI and AR technologies are incorporated into the platform through software and hardware integrations.
The AI components analyze sensor data to provide real-time feedback on how to optimize each shot.
The AR component overlays virtual information on the user’s view of the real world.

Once the physical launcher, AI technology, and AR software have been developed for the platform, these must be integrated with supporting software which runs in both the cloud-based AI targeting services and the supporting software provided for mobile devices, all working together seamlessly.

Shooters and their integrated C&C elements at multiple levels rely on accurate perpetrator identification and target, for a wide range of potential missions in the battlespace, as well as the logistic networks supporting their field operations and the many continuous integration pipelines which enhance the automated kill chain architecture.

5) Test and refine:

The final step is to test the entire launch platform, making any necessary adjustments to improve its performance.
Quality assurance teams must calibrate by testing across a variety of munitions, adjusting the software and hardware as needed to ensure that the AI and AR components provide the desired functionality, providing accurate feedback and optimized kill shots.
Beyond this, our team has recruited expert combat veterans to develop and deliver a world class training and certification program.

Our distributed teams are working around the clock to improve the platform, adding significantly more advanced features.
For example, recent augmentations for object recognition and tracking repurposed years of AI investments into self-driving vehicles, allowing target identification systems to recognize make, model, year, and aftermarket kits for virtually any large truck in production and thus synthesize digital twins for specific enemy vehicles.

Note that this one step alone reduced autoencoder loss function heteroscedasticity (see below) by two orders of magnitude.
These and other new feature enhancements are directed at optimizing shooters’ performance in combat.
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Production Logistics

Manufacturing logistics networks leverage multi-sourced suppliers polycarbonate 3D printers to ramp on-demand production for the entire AI+AR/WL platform wherever needed for integration throughout the automated kill chain architecture.
This includes launchers, bomblet munitions, white-labeled AR goggles, power recharge units, AI targeting, integrated data services, and all of the accompanying software design and services.

AI model quality assurance practices rely on our foundational principles: maintaining data observability within continuous integration pipelines such that Receiver Operating Characteristics (ROC) curve optimize for True Positive rate sensitivity above a 99.6% threshold;
Kolmogorov-Smirnov scores persist above 87 for separating positive from negative cases;
plus sustaining a concordant ratio of more than 75% with over sampling to push the Gain/Lift into the 9th decile.

Of course, this evaluation strategy leverages a log loss negative average of corrected predictive probabilities for each instance, offset by use of extrapolated k-fold cross validations and Jaccard similarity coefficients as a baseline.
Targeting trajectories are autocorrelated using Fisher-KPP semilinear parabolic equations.
Again, the objective is to determine ideal fast iteration processes for out-performing any other available alternatives, throughout the kill chain.

For manufacturing excellence, we use software bill of materials (SBOM) compliance practices, wherein a machine-readable list entails all of the dependencies required for the platform software.
Commerce Department and NTIA have published minimum SBOM requirements to secure the software supply chain for the nation’s cybersecurity stance.

SBOMs cannot prevent undiscovered vulnerabilities, but they do surface issues earlier in the product lifecycle, thus helping to reduce problems introduced into your software.
They also help prevent outdated or unsecured components from remaining in operation.

Furthermore we conduct extensive, ongoing due diligence across Tier 2 and Tier 3 supply networks, to avoid moving non-compliant software into production.
This benefits software manufacturers, customers, and end-users who trust software systems to hold their data and produce AI-driven targeting systems for today’s Antifa combat operators in the battlespace.

Launcher Specifications

Beyond the shadow of a doubt, our full-featured tactical Wrist Launcher with AI and AR augmentation provides a durable weapons platform which is good for all experience levels.
Key benefits of the platform include:


	AI-assisted targeting for highly effective target discrimination

	higher kill ratios than the best assault rifles

	minimal training required

	AR overlays interoperate with most popular gaming goggles

	much cheaper to build and resupply than grenade launchers or smaller mortars

	relatively inexpensive ammunition, with durable webbing for rapid-load carriers (lithium ion batteries)

	difficult for enemy TECHINT to trace the locations of shooters, due to zero IR / low audio signature on firing

	noise-canceling suppressor stealth features limit audio signatures on firing

	3D printed non-reflective texturing on all surfaces

	military grade elastics in the flat bands provide power and accuracy, with UV protection for longer life

	an integrated foldable fork and handle design made from 3D-printed polycarbonate incorporates a unique spring-loaded launch mechanism for achieving higher altitude arcs without requiring stout draws in the heat of combat

	wide foldable forks limit misfires and provide convenient adjustable mounts for the integrated AR targeting display, while being compact and easy to carry on tactical missions

	knuckleduster design on the handle enables secondary uses as a melee weapon in CQB, reducing the likelihood of damage to a shooter’s hands and fingers

	disassemble, clean, and repair in the field with standard metric Allen keys, procured from typical bike tool kits



The AI+AR/WL platform is specifically formulated to exploit vulnerabilities among far-right religious conservatives.
It is primarily intended for medium distance contact, given a wide variety of encountered battlespace conditions.
Pick-off absurdly complex moving targets at staggering distances, such as fuel tanks on large trucks moving rapidly across rural routes.

Perfect for fire-and-maneuver tactical operations: can be launched by personnel while running;
can also be fired from moving vehicles, or mounted shooters on motorcycles, mountain bikes, skateboards, water craft, and more.

Power requirements: launcher and bomblets use standard phone chargers, and can be charged from electric vehicles and e-bikes.
Solar panel units and bio-char generators are available.

Designated Ammunition

The primary ammunition used with the AI+AR/WL platform is the BL32 “bomblet” class of 35 mm navigable grenade rounds, equipped with ballistic computer and rechargeable battery.
These munitions are 3D printed, carried by a shooter in rapid-load webbing, and manually fired through the platform spring-assisted launch.
Bomblets include chemical rocket power assists post-launch plus adjustable fins, both of which support the AI targeting in-flight.
Real-time flight adjustments via an encrypted signals channel allow for highly effective kill ratios against moving targets, such as large trucks.
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Available BL32 variations include:


	BL32-HE, high explosive bomblet, filled with TNT sub-projectiles payload

	BL32-TM, reusable inert bomblet for training purposes, impact signature synchronized with mobile app

	BL32-RP, smoke bomblet, filled with red phosphorus

	BL32-CYB, cyberattack support bomblet, using hyperlocal EM attack vectors to override vehicle control systems

	BL32-VIS, visible spectrum illumination bomblet, 241K candela for 23 seconds (flares, countering enemy night-vision systems)

	BL32-IR, infrared spectrum illumination bomblet, 33 seconds duration (drone targeting)



Optional settings such as airburst, delayed fuses, and magnetic lock on target vehicles can be specified using the mobile app.

Range of Sales Tiers

Available sales tier options, integrating SaaS services for cloud-based AI enhanced features, which include:
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The entry-level Free Tier option is especially well suited for those who are applying to volunteer for Antifa combat units.
In conjunction with the Free Tier, our certification program has been proven to accelerate advancement into NCO roles and preferred MOs.
Note that 83% of Antifa chief warrant officers have completed our certification.
We provide certification training courses taught by expert combat veterans free of charge through most high schools, community colleges, state universities, trades guilds, day work centers, public libraries, healthcare clinics, and other community centers.
Complementary child care services and meals are provided.
Inquire for scheduled trainings.

With the Enterprise Edition package, data integrations provide guaranteed 95% confidence intervals for automatically targeting specific large truck fuel tanks to detonate.
As mentioned, we provide an on-demand logistics network with guaranteed supply ramp capacities during wartime.
Moreover, the Enterprise Edition tier includes negotiated terms, volume-based pricing, and dedicated account management.

Integrated Data Services

Each of the sales tiers provide AI targeting on the AI+AR/WL platform, leveraging a shooter’s AR goggles and mobile device.
However, the scope of data integration services depends on the specifically selected tier.

At the core of our Pop ’N Drop℠ cloud-based targeting system, the XKeystone perpetrator profiling models are powered by latest advances in AI, including vector-based search and discovery mechanisms, plus real-time notifications for shooters and C&C staff alike.
Embedded metadata crosswalks guide most-likely reference hits through baseline datasets, for positive identification of perpetrators:


	public records search through integrated feeds from InstantVerify, AnyPeople, TruthVerififed, Intelihunt, and eCheckPeople

	large truck purchases, leasing, and repairs for both new and used vehicles, provided through TruckFacts, VINTruck, trucktitleUS, Experius TruckCheck, and more

	state-level firearm registration databases, pursuant to the Firearm Owners Protection Act of 1986

	NSOPW national sex offender registry

	PACER electronic court records

	voter registration roles

	union memberships and trades guilds

	tenant screening records (available only for 37 states and territories)

	credit report agencies, plus offshore financial data opacity platforms



Enterprise Edition tier services include additional profiling datasets and services:


	NCIC database and ATF National Trace Center database

	NCS prior arrests database

	present and former LEO employment records

	integrated direct connections to all major US wireless carriers, for precise smartphone location based on 15 second SLAs for 95% of the US

	known membership listings for domestic terrorism organizations

	multi-state motor vehicle records and vehicle insurance policies

	metadata correlation services via Comscore, Quantcast, Bloomberg, RapLeaf, Nielsen, and more

	ad exchange targeted consumer profiles for most all of the above

	AI voice-recognition summaries of real-time police band radio chatter locally



Further affordances can be arranged a-la-carte via dark web sources for confidential metadata integrations:


	NRA membership status

	DHS no-fly list

	real-time credit card location beacons at fuel stations

	beer preferences at grocery and liquor stores

	vehicle inspection logs on truck aftermarket kit installations

	social media connections on TwitBook, Telegram, Truth Social, Gab, 8kun, Parler, Gettr, and many other popularly used far-right networks

	evangelical megachurch membership and tithing records

	subscriptions to Pronhub, Joe Brogan, Ben Schlapiro, TruckKnob, Megyn Kellee, Mark Levin, Dan Bogingo, Brazzens, Steven Crowders, DisnfoWarz, Lex Friedman

	country and western music show ticket sales

	anonymized delivery subscriptions for ED pills

	online sales of wraparound sunglasses, camo outfits, tactical radios, smokeless tobacco, hunting gear, outdoor grills, flagpole installation kits, hammocks, portable generators, mail-order steak delivery, defibrillators, and various survivalist supplies



Plus additional metadata sources provided by federal, state, and local agencies, and a variety of NGOs.

All integrated data services leverage the new EMVITA Alexandria® elastic storage system in cloud storage arrays, which are perfect for today’s paramilitary data analytic workloads which require storage that can quickly ingest vast amounts of data without saturating their fibre channel connections.
Using the EMVITA STG-512ZX Ultra processors with NVMe storage and a 2.5 compression rate, this software-defined storage capability provides up to 107 GBps in sustained throughput for overcoming storage barriers associated with advanced AI workloads, as well as increased performance through concurrent access of aggregate multiple storage classes.

Data is not moved, instead copies get made available in parallel for asynchronous access by high-end workloads.
The distributed file array can house up to 3.4 petabytes, allowing for highly effective consolidation of high-end workloads.
When scaling to large clusters of 50+ units, sustained throughput can be increased to more than 4.3 TBps.
This capability establishes a global data services mesh platform, which can aggregate together disparate data from across the organization and create a caching layer, while enabling connectivity to cloud-based storage environments.
The net-net is analogous to a software-defined storage bundle used to manipulate other elements of a single data fabric for incomparable price/performance ratios and 11-nines robustness.

Protecting Warfighters

Pop ’N Drop℠ cloud-based targeting and telemetry manages the chain of custody for evidentiary materials related to kill shots.
Patent-pending methods empower our Plausibly Deniable Targeting℠ services for fire teams:
shooters pop, then cloud-based AI takes over targeting trajectories as all hell rains down on perpetrators.

Our attorneys audit the processes involved, in minute detail.
Kill shot telemetry data gets transferred instantaneously through ACID-compliant transactions into tamper-proof physical storage media;
these cannot be opened by hostile parties, even under subpoena
— set to self-burn, unless proper handling codes get provided promptly.

This suite of legal enhancements helps protect valiant shooters right of boom, long after the bullets stop flying and the lawyers begin billing.
Moreover, our repair/replace policy guarantees that your “chud buster” equipment will be battle-ready when needed.
Our website includes helpful self-service repair videos, based on readily available tool kits and intended for individuals even who don’t have previous knowledge and experience to repair electronic devices.
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5/5: media weapons


In the story, the construction of AI media weapons based on the eponymous Latent Space builds on contributions from each of the three protagonists and their closest associates.


What Are Weapons? What Is War?

A weapon typically has some sharp, hot, corrosive, or explosive end.
You’ll want to make sure to aim that down-range, towards the enemy.
There’s probably some kind of “trigger”.

Be careful:
mind where you point and when you pull, since this thing is intended for use in war.

Discussion points:
How does one find the pointy end of media?
Where’s the trigger?

Generally speaking, war requires a special kind of calculation.
Initially some beliefs obtain on one side regarding how they would prevail during full-scale conflict against another side.
Some prediction prevails as predominant a belief.

Be careful:
the word “belief” here is substantially more complex than most mortals are capable of perceiving.

Aside from minor skirmishes, one pre-condition for organizing warfare at scale is the requirement to have leaders and multiple levels of followers.
A second pre-condition obtains when the social milieu of one side experiences an overabundance of adolescent males for whom said social milieu has predicted poor economic outlooks.
These adolescent males are cultivated to fill the lower levels of followers in a war, sort of like harvesting carrots after a bumper crop.
A third pre-condition obtains when the upper levels of leadership have been predicted by said social milieu to improve their economic outlooks as a consequence of war.

Both of the words “predicted” and “economic” here are problematic concepts:
deeply aristotelean and anthropocentric in nature.
Essentially these are aberrant, awkward forms of prophecy, and arguably rather light on accountability.
In other words, these pre-conditions open up vulnerabilities which serve as potential vectors for attacks.

Note that belief structures among the upper and lower levels tend to be in opposition.
These also represent vulnerabilities — more about that later.

Overall, these dynamics provide a fundamental basis for autocracy
— which generally does not exist at scale without transmission of beliefs through media.
(see: McLuhan1962)

What is Media?

Check the bibliography:
McLuhan, Laurel, Maddow, Rushkoff, Hauske and Strang, Pesce, Keller, and more.
For the interested reader, these sources provide a reasonably clear sketch about media.

Let’s add a few definitions which you probably won’t find in the references:

Egregor:
an alchemical description of media theory.
Specifically, this is a model for how self-producing beliefs get transmitted and transformed through media.

Latent Space:
a bridge between the abstract and the concrete.
In machine learning, think of models as a way of “compressing” data into concepts, such that this space is where the idealized concepts get stored.
Generative AI draws from the latent space to piece together abstract concepts into concrete representations.
In more poetic terms, the latest space is where ideas exist and mingle together, where culture gets shared over time and perpetuated through the ages.

Convolution:
in this specific sense, how do messages get transformed by the dynamics of an egregor.
For example, what happens to messages while transiting through the latent space?
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A brief description of an egregor is that certain beliefs, given the proper social structure and dynamics supporting them, can become self-producing.
In other words, the belief system acts as a perpetuum mobile so long as there are people feeding attention into the thing.
Think of this structure as a kind of “lens” or “harvester” for attention at scale, focused through media.
One can use this rubric to map the dynamics of most belief systems which are encountered throughout anthropocentric cultures.

One important point here is that some form of transformation (some convolution or inversion of principles) occurs midway in the social structure, such that the beliefs of the mass of followers and public at large oppose the beliefs at the top of the power structure.
In contemporary advertising practices, this is called a marketing hook.

For example, “Coke adds life” when in fact the phosphoric acid and high sugar content in the drink stress metabolic processes.
Other key points include how these belief structures depend on complex feedback loops, similar to the artificial neural networks used in AI.
Also, these beliefs must get transmitted through media to achieve their effects.

A visual depiction of an egregor may resemble the layers of neural networks (e.g., deep learning models used in AI) though there are important differnces.
For example, the flows information and feedback in an egregor are bidirectional
— at least according to the relatively sparse western esoteric sources which describe them.

The second, and arguably larger point, is that in the story the more advanced AI models are based on mycorrhizal networks
(see Stamets2019 and Emmett2023),
not artificial neural networks.
The latter have been modeled on cortical structures inside mammalian brains, which in turn developed as poor approximations of Belowground forest networks.
Mycorrhiza are among the largest living entities on Earth, spanning across multiple species and often enduring for thousands of years.
These networks exchange multiple kinds of resources and information and mutualism, functioning in ways that are much more robust and sophisticated than animal neural networks.
This part is most definitely not fiction.

Weapons, Media, and War

Back to weapons and war and media:
In an autocratic egregor, at the top we find a desire for domination plus related beliefs about the most-effective ways to obtain just that.
Leaders toward the top of the belief system believe that they’ll gain power and wealth by prosecuting warfare.

The “shīn” inversion applied midway in the structure of this belief system is targeted rage.
Followers toward the bottom of the structure view their lives as fucked already.
Through war and potentially their own deaths they may gain:
eternal life, glory as a hero of the state, some promised number of virgins in heaven, carte blanche to commit rape and pillage, vengeance against another side which is somehow preventing their social milieu from getting ahead in life, and so on.
Of course, these dynamics fit exceptionally well with far-right religious conservatives:
force the other side to accept their beliefs and their domination, or else.
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One might say that the dynamics of an autocratic egregor focused on warfare represent the defining characteristics of far-right religious conservatives.
In the story, this was what the Sumerians recognized about their Akkadian adversaries, their version of far-right religious conservatives who sought to destroy all traces of Gh’aian culture.

Rage can be transmitted through media as a vector of contagion.
This should be patently obvious from examples involving Facebook, Cambridge Analytica, Team Jorge, and so on.
See Brin2005 for discussion of using media to spread communicable forms of mental illness.
Moreover, attention within systems of people and machines (read: 
second-order cybernetics)
can be focused to create feedback loops which amplify this process of contagion.
Psychology experts deny that this is even possible, so the matter will be inadmissible in US courts — at least for the time being.

On the one hand, this suggests a wide range of potential vulnerabilities which could be used to attack far-right egregors and the people plugged into them.
On the other hand, these kinds of approaches, even the ones which ultimately prove lethal at scale, are less likely to be judged as criminal acts under US law.

Project Zzziggurat

In the story, Luna Pantin developed a “language” to map correspondences between components of the Latent Space weapon and key attributes of the open source project zzziggurat which Narundi Qasemi had authored.
Luna sketched this diagram as automated writing while in a trance, during her Working immediately after being attacked in a Santa Rosa coffeehouse by Oathqreepers.
This sketch — after an iteration or two by Hawke’s team at The Mohole
— provided foundations for a category of AI media weapons (see: Nathan2021) specially formulated to exploit the most prevalent vulnerabilities among far-right religious conservatives.

The translated components of project zzziggurat include:


	twisty knobs for input: subculture memes

	prompt engineering based on diffusion models

	multi-modal models producing content

	aggressor/target simulated environments

	generative adversarial networks to simulate effects

	twisty knobs for deployment: armed narratives

	QAnon feeds surveilled, for feedback

	SOCMINT telemetry, for calibrated feedback

	NAF lensing, to adjust the target audience

	QAnon drops, targeting the enemy
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In other words, to weaponize media, Team NeoElam and Coextant plus The Mohole iterated on the development of the zzziggurat open source repository on GitKnob.
This AI system attenuated the negative feedback loops in the lower (pooling) layers of the network to disrupt regularization, causing the followers of the CSM egregor to overload with rage and self-loathing.

The weapon amplified rage enough to push the self-destruct buttons on many potential far-right warfighters, right of boom.
Imagine having a shell explode inside the tube before a mortar fires, probabilistically.
What effect would that have on enemy combatants?

In the story the early versions of this weapon were far too crude and therefore not difficult to detect and trace.
This led to Mehrdād Hatami getting killed by Revolutionary Guards in Iran.
Subsequent versions, trained using the sophisticated computational resources at Hermite Lunar Station, proved to be much more subtle and substantially more lethal
— enough to cause Nelson Hawke to pursue a career change quite abruptly.

An example case

Consider: a potential armed conflict between two opponents, let’s call them “Side A” and “Side B” for now.
Threats between these two sides are relatively asymmetric.
Side A uses the language of an aggressor, signaling how they have assault strategies planned against Side B and are coordinating for imminent attacks.
Public opinion believes Side A appears strong and has the advantage.
Meanwhile, Side B uses a different language, one which projects indignation, calls to reason, false balances.
They welcome compromise.
The court of public opinion finds Side B to appear weakened, so the war gets prosecuted in media before any kinetic battles even begin.

Circa mid-2023, this is happening in the United States as well as many other parts of the world.
When push comes to shove, many people believe some kind of “strongman” is required to maintain civil order.
They tend to favor Side A behaviors above as a necessary fact of life.

Why?

As Rousseau famously asked, what were the origins of social inequality?
Answers since the 18th century (and even some earlier) invariably led to a ubiquitous story about a fall from primordial innocence.
Tribes of hunter-gathers lived peacefully within idyllic meadows, being the proverbial noble savages.
However, this changed once communities began to exceed some special threshold (such as Robin Dunbar’s number 150).
Then people required rulers, priesthoods, nobility, kings, emperors, and so on, to avoid descending into utter chaos.
This was simply as a matter of human nature.

That makes for a pretty good story, if you happen to be an 18th century philosopher who depends on the patronage of French aristocrats.
From their perspective, clearly there must be have’s and have not’s in life as conditions of nature.
Therefore an admission of social inequality is but a small price to pay for living in a safe, orderly society.

Except that evidence from the social theory disciplines of archaeology, anthropology, etc., over the past few decades paints a substantially different picture.
A view into the past thousand or two generations of human history probably would have posed quite a surprise for Rousseau.
Probably even more so for his blue-blooded patrons.
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All hail [foo]

Consider [foo]: an anthropocentric prioritization of accumulated wealth, stratified based on social roles.
Some claim how the introduction of [foo] represented a major shift in human activity, after which abundances of harvests could be stored and traded among other communities.
For example, most notions of fine cuisine originated from these stored or traded practices to help mitigate starvation.
Major religions in the world derive from roughly this period.

However, whence came [foo]? Was it the emergence of stratified, centralized polities in human society?
Did [foo] begin when cities metastasized into empires, through storied deeds of heroic progress?
Or did communities of practices begin to focus on the prediction of wealth, establishing feed-forward systems of hierarchy and belief systems to support them?

Speaking of Sumerians, the origins of [foo] did not arrive due to the emergence of large cities, which had already existed for thousands of years.
Nor did it arrive through the adoption of agriculture, which was gradual and in many cases rejected based on shared community ethics, such as by many indigenous tribes where the author lives
— see Graeber2021 for details.
However, the false narratives firmly drilled into so many people support a necessity for “strongman” politics.
This is simply untrue (op. cit., “shīn” inversion used as marketing hooks).

Nonetheless we encounter widespread autocratic egregors fed by far-right religious conservatives, even in the early 21st century.
These weren’t needed for civil order in large-scale communities 5,000 years ago, nor apparently 10,000 years ago, nor likely even 20,000 years ago.
While this kind of behavior is no consequence of human nature, it does appear to be a general outcome of prophecy, prediction, and economics.

On the other hand, autocratic egregors are definitely accelerants for the anthropocentric destruction of our biosphere.
Some argue this justifies dispensing with far-right religious conservatives as anti-biosphere agents, and therefore as existential threats to life, having forsaken their human rights long ago as a consequence of anthropocentric beliefs and practices.
In the ancient words of mycorrhizal intelligence:
Quod est inferius est sicut quod est superius, et quod est superius est sicut quod est inferius, ad perpetranda miracula rei unius.
In a revised translation:
“What’s good is what’s good for the biosphere!”

Psychosis: autocratic egregor as medieval worldview

Some people in the story are acting out the “End Times” when good and evil become acutely polarized, when a vengeful god rises up to wipe away the wicked, aka Armageddon.
Anyone or anything they don’t immediately understand and identify with as their own culture therefore must be evil.
Rejection of “Other” becomes the imperative, where a kind of autocratic immune system attacks women, LGBTQIA+ communities, people of color, anyone with a disability, and so on.
In other words, the utter and complete subjugation of anyone who isn’t neurotypical heteronormative cis male, Caucasian, Christian, and Conservative.

Moreover, the narratives supporting an autocratic egregor must almost always have a “Puppet Master” who manipulates the forces of evil from behind the curtain.
This entity serves as a placeholder for Satan, George Soros, the Teletubby named Tinky Winky, et al.
Additional talking points:
Climate crises don’t fit well with the necessary beliefs, so they become synonymous with evil.
Any discussion thereof must be prohibited by law and prosecuted
– as seen in Florida.
Also, whenever there is scarcity, be sure to grab as much as you can first.
Meanwhile, rely on the 7P’s:
patriarchy, prophecy, proselytizing, (strong man) politics, police, prevarication.

In essence, this is a psychotic worldview.
It represents a form of contagion which can be transmitted, virally, through contemporary media.
This is the central point of this story.
This contagion must be eradicated, if we are to have a planet on which life can survive.
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During the 17th, 18th, and 19th centuries, Europe compelled much of its population which didn’t resonate with the alleged Enlightenment to emigrate.
“Flee to the plentiful lands which have been colonized!”
The promise of “freedom” in America drew mass folk migrations of communities which retained their medieval worldviews.
Descendants continue similar practices to this day.
Note how the word “freedom” got translated as:
“You may continue medieval culture and extremist religious practices, just elsewhere.”

Descendants, both physical and spiritual, of this folk migration currently embrace QAnon and insurrection, fueled by conspiracy theories and violent revanchism.
Their reach extends politically through vast and powerful networks of (tax exempt) evangelical megachurches and political super-PACs (op. cit., structure of an egregor).

Right of Boom

One quintessential aspect of the media weapons employed in the story is to find ways to flip-the-script.
In other words, shift the dynamics described above by exchanging the roles for Side A and Side B through media transformations.

The approach of goal perversion for machine learning is illustrated in Urbina2022:


“In less than 6 hours after starting on our in-house server, our model generated 40,000 molecules that scored within our desired threshold. In the process, the AI designed not only VX, but also many other known chemical warfare agents.”


This started as a thought exercise proposed at a security conference.
A drug discovery AI system used by a pharmaceutical firm, which had been tuned to discover beneficial molecules, simply inverted its goal mechanisms to explore novel forms of toxicity.
Note that VX is an extremely toxic nerve agent.

On the one hand, media can provide powerful means for “lullaby” effects to sooth and calm people, e.g., jazz music by John Coltrane.
Generative AI gets used to create novel music along these lines.

On the other hand, consider goal perversion applied to generate music that produces the opposite kinds of effects.
Apply this approach for multi-modal models, generating text, images, memes, and so on.
Personalize for a specific audience, then insert into attack vectors
— such as those used by Facebook, Cambridge Analytica, and Team Jorge described above.
Rinse, repeat.

In a flip-the-script case, Side B above appears to have power, while Side A looks weak
— all based on the court of public opinion.
This does not prevent civil war, though according to Hawke’s “Three Stages” model, it mitigates the likelihood of an aggressor prevailing in the latter stages of conflict.

As a related thought exercise, consider how the true-believer followers of any narcissistic tyrant crave an appearance of invincibility
— just ask the fans of Andrew Tate.
Destroying their perception of invincibility creates a design fiction and serves as a premise for this story.
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QAnon drops get leveraged for both for “input” (subculture memes) and “output” (armed narratives) in the media integration steps of weapons deployment, to connect with means of targeting the enemy.

The input feeds into a prompt engineering module, which at present is more of an evolving art-form than an exact science.
In the story, the system gets calibrated to extract particular phrases out of the QAnon stream, using these to prompt generative AI.

These processed prompts feed into multi-modal diffusion models, drawing from a latent space.
Think: start from static, then refine bits until an entire stage has been designed, with generated components that could be text, poetry, art, film, movies, sounds, speech, and other forms of media content.

Meanwhile, the input also feeds into a kind of “devil’s advocate” subsystem of modules.
Self-driving cars use similar approaches to simulate adverse weather and other hazards.
A complex simulated environment runs, evaluating potential effects of the generated content — in aggregate, over time.
In the story Komogorov models simulate the dynamics of ecological systems with predator–prey interactions, competition, diseases, mutualism, etc., to emulate the effects of AI media weapons deployed against far-right religious conservatives who are neck-deep in conspiracy theories.

Another module called a generative adversarial network (GAN) runs discriminative models.
In other words, it attempts to “weed out” the less effective content, based on the simulation.
To wit: generate content, weed out the less effective parts, evolve the more effective parts, rinse, repeat.

In deployment, these simulated bits get augmented with real-world actions, through The Mohole’s SOCMINT capabilities.
A nifty touch screen editor gets used to adjust the content, which the University of British Columbia invented.
There’s also a NAF lensing module used to adjust for the target audience.
NAF is real, although this kind of use case is arguably one of the more sci-fi aspects of this weapon design.
Probably.

There you have it, an architecture for AI-based media weapons.
In the story, this came from what Sumerians called “programmable singing” —
a form of magick employed in media which they invented to dispense with their far-right religious conservative adversaries 5,000 years ago.
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Combine this approach with elements of Fictional Intelligence, some aspects of the Financial Engineering weaponized hedge fund, plus potential data sources (which are real) enumerated for the AI+AR Wrist Launcher, 
and you’ve got an sampler of AI weapons.
These have been custom-designed with the help of generative AI to exploit the lethal vulnerabilities which are prevalent among far-right religious conservatives and their communities.

It’s a shame that we need this, but for now we do.
Unlike in the story, let’s hope no one ever has to pull the trigger.


Any questions?
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Grimoire






Grimoire:



Exordium



A compendium of great power and significance attested to in the contents of this tome of magickal knowledge and practice, together being synonymous with the science of wisdom, and of that wisdom which was the issue of sacred sanctuaries;
we will not conceal from you here another memorable initiator to the mysteries, for the practical combination of symbols in the art which is called Goëtic, being that of invocations and ceremonies, of evocation, spells and incantations, direct action and activism, to commune with and call upon the spirits of the natural world;
remonstrating a remote and abstract magnificence and animadvertence therewith of a world alive, respected, and protected;
thus faithfully expounding upon the rituals and celebrations of the Ecclesia Invisibilis Naturae.
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an egregor for the latent space



A Working for the elucidation of an Egregor, for self-reproduced directed entanglement of the abstract space of primordial forms, as constituted by Arsha Ninevah from the original cuneiform which was translated in collaboration with Narundi Qasemi.
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Phase 0: “noqteh”  ٠

The inception from which this practice originates:

“A reason for the creation of the Egregor” which is limited to those most closely trusted.

What can we in the 21st century learn from our Bronze Age ancestors? In other words, prior to the rise of kingdoms, the religions and languages of colonization.
Sumerians attributed magick, that is language and ritual, to their invention of writing.
In particular, its manifestation of “programmable singing” afforded prototypes for the creation of media weapons with which they could counter the threat of attacking tribes whose religion bred a contagion of mental illness and violence.
The expanse of language may be described in more contemporary terms as a “Latent Space”.

Isopsephy: 0

Phase 1: “gāf”  گ

Neo-Elam early prototypes:

“What is the alchemist attempting to accomplish?” which constitutes a circle of advisors. 

Each bring in turn their complementary needs and inter-disciplinary areas of domain expertise, each vowing to endeavor in common, to establish their place in the world together.
Who and What comprise their plan?

Isopsephy: 20
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Phase 2: “1ʾalef”  ا

Hand-off to trusted collaborators:

“The preparation of the surroundings” which is the gathering of affiliates.

Development within a test environment, to manipulate the chemically mediated states of arousal that self-reinforce patterns of behavior.
Then leveraging hypothesis and validation, or rejection, that these vital mechanisms are computable.

Isopsephy: 1

Phase 3: “shīn”  ش

Ascension for the intended Usage:

“The Convolution, a decoy; the marketing communications” which entails the engaged community.

Embodied by goal perversion, both in models and in business, and now leveraged for political ends.

Isopsephy: 1000
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Phase 4: “ye”  ی

A figuration proven in the face of Adversity:

“A good body of acolytes grouped around the master” for the accession of a broad membership.

To Know and To Have merely acknowledge the journey, which is never ending, and moreover that it entails an unfolding of questions.
This is but a precursor.

To Dare connotes having the courage to profess that one must grow.
To Will demonstrates perseverance, by its own sake, with evolution becoming a vital guide.
Without this, we become stagnant.

To Keep Silent attests to a faculty for recognizing that sometimes the unspoken is much more important than the words we could ever utter.

Isopsephy: 10

Phase 5: “2ʾalef”  ا

The Aftermath:

“A sound society of followers” which by definition must be the public.

What defines the accomplishment of the Purpose?
By what measures may the Working be ascertained to have concluded?
From this, what other consequences ensue?

Isopsephy: 1
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Recognize that the point is silent, secret, known only to the Initiate who has dared, and their most closely trusted.
The convolution element is also silent, infused in stealth thus to seal the power of the Working.



From the Isopsephy of the Abjad, the elements of the Egregor become numerated as 0 + 20 + 1 + 1000 + 10 + 1 = 1032 which is the product of twice cubed thrice, multiplied by the number 43, a most Mystical form amongst all possible manner of infinitary divisors.



Thenceforward from the summun bonum arises the magickal utterance گایا or as the ancient Greeks attempted to express, drawing from exceedingly more ancient sources, GAIA.
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the cakes of life


The following meliorations produce Cakes of Life, which are to be provided by Initiates to all gathered.
This delicacy was known to the ancient Persian adepts as halvā-yé-labū, avowing the sweetness of the lips of the Earth herself.
Thereupon the ambrosia shall be made with these ensuing ingredients for all observances of the Liber XV Mass of the Ecclesia Invisibilis Naturae.


Requires:


	0.17 g saffron (dried) — same as 1/4 tsp

	35 ml rosewater

	450 g beets (raw)

	240 ml filtered water

	200 g brown sugar

	120 ml vegetable oil or butter

	150 g rice flour

	2 g cardamom (ground)



Tasks:


	Rose Saffron: 


	Grind the saffron into a fine powder.

	Dissolve saffron into the rosewater, then set aside.




	Cooked Beetroot: 


	Wash beets, then grate with a mandoline or food processor.

	Place grated beets in a saucepan with water and brown sugar.

	Bring to a boil while stirring constantly.

	Cover and simmer over low heat for 30 minutes.




	Rice Dough: 


	Warm the oil or butter in a heavy pan or Dutch oven.

	Gradually add sifted rice flour while stirring.

	Continue to cook the dough for 5-8 minutes or until it begins to brown lightly.




	Cake Mixing: 


	Reduce to low heat, folding the cooked beets into the dough.

	Add the saffron-rosewater and cardamon.

	Cook for 15-20 minutes, stirring quickly, until the cake mix becomes smooth.

	Chill before serving.




	Plating (optional): 


	Pack the cake mix into a ramekin or pie pan.

	Crush fresh pistachios and dried rose petals, garnishing with them on top of the cake.

	Dust with a dash of ground cinnamon.

	Dot lightly with persimmon molasses.

	Sprinkle with fresh berries or edible flowers, if they are local, grown organically, and in season.






Yield:


	Enough servings for 23 Initiates during a ritual Working.



Substitutions:


	Swap the beets with other root vegetables: carrots, kohlrabi (peel outer layer), parsnip, and so on.

	Swap the rice flour with semolina flour, sesame, or ground sunflower seeds.

	In place of brown sugar, mix 15 ml molasses and 200 g granulated white sugar.

	In place of vegetable oil or butter, some portion of lipids may be swapped with olive oil or experiment with nut oils.
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Lay this indulgence before me, thickset with the perfumes of your orison.
It is best long kept, for to swell with greater force.
Revel in your evocations most resplendent and sublime, most marvelously fulfilled, and ye shall be strong in war!


liber carbo lxvi


The number of the Rite being LXVI is the product of three primes, 2, 3, and 11, which are equivalent to the resonances of the synthesis, insularity, and conductance of the Monad, whereupon the Initiate declares the most powerful technique of magick, that this Working is pertinent to the Aeon.
Considering these factors, the commentary can proceed forthwith.
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Stand with feet together in the center of the room, imagining that you are a figure from the depths of time towering in the Aboveground.
The Earth is but a tiny sphere below you.

Close your mouth with your right forefinger pressed against the lower lip.
Inhale slowly through the nose.
Once your lungs have expanded, then inhale through the nose once more again.
Fill the bronchi maximally, even if your second inhalation is diminished in duration and volume compared with the first.
Thoroughly and in an unhurried manner, respire outward through the mouth with the full breath.
Repeat this pattern two times three.

Meditate on the manifestation of The Haeckelites, tracing and charging each with finger pointed, in the ordered arrangements of pentagons, hexagons, and heptagons.


This may be performed silently, if alone.
It is arguably among the most beautiful and stirring works of mystical poesy.
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Contemplate the numeral 6 while visualizing the letter C in the color green, excogitating with an intimacy so intense as to become identity.
That not in single Ego alone, but joining with every unconscious element which shares in the manifold transpiration.
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Profess the recitation of The Cycle:
“Terrestrial, Microbial, Photosynthesis, Biomass, Respiration and Decomposition, Fossil Pool, Reactive Sediments, Fires, Weathering, Dissolution, and the Exchange of Gases.”


The Initiate may conclude here for the performance of a Banishing Ritual, or continue for completing the ceremony in Plenitude.
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Look toward the Aboveground envisaging a sphere of crystal brilliance.
Watch its light descend toward the top of your head, exploding momentarily with a brightness of the entire entangled universe.

Ring the bell twice.

Reach out with the left hand (or ritual dagger) and pull this white light down to your forehead.
When you do this vibrate the word CHAOLITE, Adorned in Alabaster!

Move your hand down your body, feeling the resonance being drawn down through you.
Touch your breast, then thrust your hand toward the Belowground, with thumb extended and pointing forward.
Vibrate the word DIAMOND, Most crystal and Perduring!

Imagine that you are flying across our vast Universe, racing to join into a swirling dance, a knot of dust.

Touch your right shoulder with your left hand and apperceive the dust coalescing into a planetesimal, orbiting through that point and left right side, out into the Other World.
Vibrate the word GRAPHENE, O singular layer of dark Miracle!

Do the same with your right shoulder while vibrating the word NANOFOAM, The catalyst antipodal to all Fullerenes!

Perform the sign of silence, remembering to keep your left arm out in front of you.


The Secret sense of these words is to be sought in the Numeration thereof.
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Clasp tightly yours hands, locking fingers, then call out the Secret Synergism:
“Compounded with other monads in almost countless ways!”

Understand that the sentence has an implied verb, To Be, and a Purpose.


You are now standing in the center of an entanglement which extends to the furthest reaches of the Universe.
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Repeat the breathing exercise prescribed above eleven times.
Then dash down your hand with a great sweep back and out, expelling forcibly your latest breath, and say low but clearly:



In our vast and darkened endless space

Across the Aeons’ thirteen billion

In great multitudes of form and place,



Born from Helios’ triple alpha resonance

Degeneracy and rebirth of noble stars

A black dragon awaits, coiled and fierce,



Part of ancient rocks from Earth’s first crust

O guardian of the Habitable Epoch

Found in all living things, as nature's secrets must,



Sable ink on parchments duly scribed

Forged pure from crucibles blazing

Found in grimoire, where acroamatics abide,



In conductance, insularity, abundance

Supreme and tetravalent Monad

Beware, take head, truly hear me say

Lest ye seek after the one and lose the other!



Elemental part of coal and oil

Which power the anthropic machines

A part of each and every waft

Of the gentle breeze that beings breathe

Time bows before thy Will,



Used without much thought or reverence

Befit our biosphere’s lithe balance

Key to power, and to our demise

O Progenitor of all known Life!



Ring the bell thrice.

Finally, fold your arms in the signs of the N.O.X., denoting The Cycle in its eternal Dynasthai.
Then utter the closing,
“There is no part of me that is not of the Stars!”


The success of this Rite is proved by feelings of vitality, self-production, and operative closure on the part of the Initiate.


liber a✴︎ liv


The number of the Rite being LIV is the product of three cubed then doubled, according to the Isopsephy of the magickal word ARBOR in the ancient tongue of the Latins.
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Go into the forest.
Savor the love and kindness of Maples, the strength of mighty Oaks, the longevity and grandeur of Chestnuts, the healing powers and psychic abilities of Cedar, the fertility and sweetness of Apples, the towering wisdom of Redwoods.
Contemplate how forests aren’t simply many trees crowded together, competing for sunlight and space.
They are the world’s best examples of cooperation among and between a wide diversity of species, shedding excess, adapting to changing habitat, making room for new growth.
Trees are the most formidable non-anthropocentric agents on Earth.
Moreover, they want something from us, just as we’ve always wanted from them.

Some trees are Adepts in magick too, not all, but many across the world.
They whisper spells, instructions for constructing vast networks, recipes for powerful elixirs.
Some have powers to enchant, to curse, to heal — ultimately each has their own specialties.
Regard these powerful trees as instructors or mentors in your ongoing initiation.
Each individual brings their own talents and understanding to bear on problems faced by the community.
They must fed, cared for, talked to as you would with a good friend.
Work with trees as partners in your magick and ritual practice.
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Most importantly, as ongoing preparation for this Working, abide by the Forest Rules:



	Get into the forest often, establishing one’s involvement in local forests.

	Nurture and defend the old-growth forests, where repositories of genes and mother trees and mycorrhiza reside.

	When trees do get cut, save the legacies so mother trees can pass their wisdom onto the next generation.

	Regenerate forests with a diversity of species and genotypes, providing nature with means to self-heal.
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Portions of this Rite may be performed separately.
In which case, an Initiate may skip the preparation of a sigil.
Simply use the one provided below, for the magickal word ARBOR, then proceed to Part IV of the Working.
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Also recognize how to engage with this iterative Working over time.
Each observance accentuates some particular aspect, requiring a different kind of focus, gaining power through aggregate changes which are much larger than what can be recognized in the moment.


Part I: Design the Sigil

To design your own purpose-built sigil for this Rite:


	Define your goal or intention, identifying your desires. What energy do you want to generate? What goal would you like to reach? Which event do you want to manifest in your life?

	Write out your intention in a single sentence, phrased positively and in the present tense. Then strike out the repeated letters. 

	Rearrange the remaining letters, combining them abstractly to compose a magickal symbol. Repeat this three times, then select your favorite.

	Stylize elements to form a more dynamic sigil design. Combine letters that look similar. Write some of them upside-down and sideways. Mix both upper and lower-case, adding swirls and dots to embellish.
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Part II: Embody the Sigil

To prepare for this Rite, first select your tree partner.
Understand about species and habitat, preferred growing conditions.
Be open to suggestions from your tree partner.
Ideally, the location of the tree partner with which you intend to communicate should be isolated and peaceful enough to allow for focus.
However, sometimes this may not be possible.

Turn off any lights or electronics.
Do not use candles, incense, or any other forms of smoke or flames.

Prepare an ochre, using earth pigments, or flours, cornmeal, grains, dried spices such as turmeric, paprika or sumac, ashes, or egg shells which have been cleaned, roasted, and powdered.

Clear a patch of ground near your tree partner, moving aside any fallen leaves, twigs, small rocks and so on.
Draw the sigil in ochre, using your design or the ARBOR sigil, sprinkling the ochre.
Make the size of the sigil large enough to gather around, the size of a small fire pit if possible.
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Present an offering, which is to be placed at the center of the sigil.
Gather fallen leaves plus flowers, berries, Cakes of Life, nettle moss cake, or other oblations suitable for the forest.

Calm and relax your mind, and use the breathing exercises from Liber Carbo LXVI if needed.
Envision infinite biological pathways connecting the trees with mycelium and even with the understory.
They communicate their vitality and vulnerabilities, acting in consort, exchanging valuable needs.
They perceive each other, learning and adapting behaviors, recalling past traumas, and act with agency about their future together, demonstrating intelligence. 


Private narratives in these unseen networks run far beyond our own small selves, extending and interlinking even beyond species.
For mammals, neural networks and social networks mimic these complex, symbiotic networks found in the massive Belowground communications, the other world.
These traits form the essence of civil societies.


Part III: Entanglement with the Belowground

Surround the sigil with both arms, as if embracing it.
Stare into the offering at the center for a few minutes, reflecting on the intention of the sigil.
Keep staring until your vision begins to blur slightly and the sigil appears slightly distorted.

Then release, allowing the energies of the sigil to spread and mingle.
Imagine energies flowing from your hands into the sigil, echoing through the layers and networks which tangle throughout the belowground.
Imagine the sigil itself growing into the mycorrhizal network.
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Align your senses with tree senses.
First attune yourself to the sounds of the forest, where trees speak continually, quietly, communicating aboveground and belowground using sound, scents, signals, vibrations, dialoguing over the ages, offering up their quiet wisdom.
By their nature, trees are networking, connecting with everything that surrounds, including you.
Your respiration has already linked with that of the trees.

Listen for whispers in the canopy, falling branches, crackling leaves.
Savor the language of scent among trees and understory and fungi:
leaf litter, wet moss, resins and tannin, the oils of pine and bay leaf.

Vestibular sense gets used for balance and orientation, as receptors in your inner ear interact with the downward force of gravity.
Stretch your arms into the air, standing tall.
Wiggle your toes and move your feet until they are in a comfortable position.
Pull you arms down by your side.
Are your feet positioned to serve as roots for now? During storms one must brace against the many forces.
Strong roots allow for a steady stance through the chaos.
Point to the sky, then point at the ground, then toward north.
Do you feel grounded?
If not, why not?

Proprioception perceives how our bodies occupy space.
While your eyes are closed, touch your finger to the tip of your nose.
Imagine extending your feet into a fine network of roots, growing outward, curving around rocks or other obstacles, stretching toward water and nutrients, encountering mycelium and exchanging with the fungi.
There are ten times as many microorganisms in your biota as the number of cells in your entire body.
Each plays a part.
You are a network, encountering myriads of Other networks.
Now open your eyes.
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Interoception is the awareness of inner body signals, and also emotional self-knowledge.
For example, we notice when our hearts are beating faster.
Count your pulse, using the middle finger of your right hand wrapped on your left wrist.
Notice the rhythm of your breaths.
Are you at peace?
Are you worried, anxious, fearful?
All emotions are important.
As your energies extend out beyond your body, into the network, you may sense how some connections are troubled.
Some may need support.

Thermoception engages the external temperature receptors in our skin.
There are several kinds, each designed for different temperature ranges.
Feel the breeze on your skin.
Are there chills?
Is there warmth?
Do you need to modify the layers of your clothing to adjust?
Should you seek more shade to avoid getting scorched?
Should you seek shelter to preserve heat?
Is this microclimate well-suited to your needs?

Nociception is another name for pain.
Networks within you signaling kinds of discomfort:
fast or slow, localized or diffuse, sharp or dull.
Has part of your skin been cut or scratched?
Your body will send the messages for it to heal over.
Likewise, is there any damage to cambium or root?
Scars may need to heal over the cuts, to avoid infestations.

Chronoception is our sense of time.
A circadian clock is tuned to the rise and fall of daylight.
We share this sense with plants, for example how leaf movements are based on the exogenous temporal environment of light and temperature over the course of a day.
Mammals also have ultradian rhythms which are 80–120 minute cycling of sleep stages, based on alternating levels of excitement and rest.


As preparation before repeating this Working, try measuring your ultradian cycles.
Note times during the day when you feel most drowsy or take a nap, and also the times when you feel most awake and alert.
Plotted on chart, there should be cycles apparent within the 80-120 minute range.
Ideally, take a nap just before commencing this Rite, awaking fresh to begin, coordinating the timing your ultradian peak.
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Part IV: Exchanging needs for greater Resilience

Place your back to your partner tree, by your own will at least temporarily overcoming the fragmentation of anthropocentric life.
You have joined in a web of purposeful lives dependent on each other, in which you have always been a part.
Explain to your partner tree about what we’re doing and why you need their help.
Describe the intention of your sigil.

Begin to notice patterns in the forest voices, not as spoken words, but as thoughts that come into your mind.
Savor a deep sense of humility about humanity’s place in the universe and be suspicions about any anthropocentric conceits slithering into the dialogue.

Recognize that what you come to understand of the numinous, the other world, might eventually supplant older meaning and action systems.
Together we are evolving newer understandings, beliefs which cohere more readily with contemporary science, much more so than worldviews invented millennia ago which presumed the existence of invisible divine beings in anthropomorphic form.


Aboveground, trees bloom, send pollen, seeds, even some release spores, as information packets dispersed into the world, with the help of winds, birds, bats, insects, and other forest visitors.



Belowground, fungal cells interact with root cells in mutualistic symbiosis, trading carbon for nutrients gathered from the soil.
Through these back and forth conversations, resilience increases for the entire community as a whole.
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Now think of one change in the way that you use language which will better reflect your relationships with trees and other lifeforms.
Replace the hubris of anthropocentric exceptionalism with humility, evoking feelings of kinship with other organisms.
Credit other forms of life and the life-process as a whole with their own desires.
What do they need and want?
What are they asking?
Enact your intended change, focusing on it over the course of one full lunar cycle, to realize an ethic of full earthly belonging.

Trace the pattern of the sigil in the air with your finger, visualizing its shape as you trace.
Cup a spoonful of ochre in the palm of your hand, then take a deep breath and exhale, blowing out ochre through the traced sigil.
Disperse your energies and information throughout the surrounding forest.
CO2 in your respiration nourishes trees during their photosynthesis.
O2 in the trees’ respiration nourishes you.
Your joy in the scents of their efflorescence.
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Within moments you will have exchanged molecules, energies, and communicated information with your partner tree, with parts entangled at a subatomic level.

Then speak low but clearly:



In the spirits of the trees

Which sway in a gentle breeze,

In the spirits of the rivers

Flowing with force that quivers,

In the spirits of the air

Blowing softly through my hair,

In the spirits of the land

Who abide in every grain of sand,

In the spirits of the stars

Which glimmer brightly from afar,

Every tree, every rock, every breeze

In the bugs, the birds, the bees

In the flowers, the rain, the moon and sun.

Belowground, Aboveground, the Other World,

Connected resilience of the Other with the self.



Now thank your partner tree for their help, and their entire being, as always.
Since trees are not mobile, they must understand their place on Earth much better than any wandering animal ever could.
Forests, as complex systems, have enormous capacity to self-heal and can perpetuate for many thousands of years.
Allow trees, with their vast understanding and healing and powers to make manifest, to help bring about the intention of your sigil, channeled through your tree partner.


The success of this Rite is proved by feelings of belonging, resourcefulness, and groundedness on the part of the Initiate.
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[bookmark: Ahmed2022]“Deadly by Design”

Imran Ahmed, et al.

Center for Countering Digital Hate (2022-12-15)




Despite the promises made by Big Tech, this report shows that self-regulation has failed.
Legislators, parents, and young people should be concerned that TikTok is far from being the friendly dance app it promotes itself to be to the public.




This report analyzes some of the more lethal aspects of a widely popular recommender system, which, quite arguably, may be considered an exemplar for AI-enabled weaponized media.


 



[bookmark: Baker2022]“A quick timeline about how this TikTok spying stuff all went down”

Emily Baker-White (2022-12-22)


A thread on Mastodon about a ByteDance effort called “Project Maven” for espionnage aimed at US-based reporters at BuzzFeed (now at Forbes) including Emily Baker-White, Katharine Schwab, and Richard Nieva.
They’d been reporting about ByteDance use of its media platform to promote attacks against candidates in the 2022 US midterm elections.


 



[bookmark: Bleeker2022]The Manual of Design Fiction

Julian Bleecker, Nick Foster, Fabien Girardin, Nicolas Nova

Near Future Laboratory (2022)




The definitive book on design fiction from the originators of the practice, providing a compelling mindset and toolkit for any person or organization grappling with the future and its implications.




This work in design fiction informs some of the weapons design here, both in method and (in one case) the operation.


 



[bookmark: Brin2005]“Addicted to Self-Righteousness?”

David Brin (2005)




An open letter to scientists who could answer such questions, especially the following: Might some addictive mental states be doing as much harm to society as all the heroin, cocaine and crack on our streets, combined?
It was first delivered as a talk at the National Institute on Drugs and Addiction, under the title ‘An Open Letter to Researchers of Addiction, Brain Chemistry, and Social Psychology.’ (from Brin’s blog post)




Can communicable mental illness be transmitted through global media as a vector?
In the summer of 2019, the author attended an unconference at Google X along with David Brin, where Google had invited a few hundred of the world’s top scientists.
In one session, led by a dozen or so well-renown psychologists, Brin walked in and casually posed the topic of this article.
Leading psychologists promptly lost their minds!
Much delicious mayhem ensued.
They’re probably off now in some online psychology forum echo chamber growing increasingly indignant and hostile by the minute, potentially becoming radicalized through conspiracism.


 



[bookmark: Bryant2011]Black Girls Code

Kimberly Bryant, et al. (2011)




We build pathways for young women of color to embrace the current tech marketplace as builders and creators by introducing them to skills in computer programming and technology.
Together, we are creating stronger economies and more equitable societies —
ultimately realizing the true potential of democracy through diversity and inclusion.




In the story, Cynthia Alleyne received a full-ride academic scholarship through Black Girls Code to study artificial intelligence.
While perhaps that level of support is not available today, it should be.
Check out this fine organization.


 



[bookmark: Davis1998]Techgnosis: Myth, Magic, and Mysticism in the Age of Information

Erik Davis

Serpent’s Tail (1998)




How does our fascination with technology intersect with the religious imagination?
In TechGnosis —
a cult classic now updated and reissued with a new afterword and a foreword by Eugene Thacker —
Erik Davis argues that while the realms of the digital and the spiritual may seem worlds apart, esoteric and religious impulses have in fact always permeated (and sometimes inspired) technological communication.
Davis uncovers startling connections between such seemingly disparate topics as electricity and alchemy;
online roleplaying games and religious and occult practices;
virtual reality and gnostic mythology; programming languages and Kabbalah.
The final chapters address the apocalyptic dreams that haunt technology, providing vital historical context as well as new ways to think about a future defined by the mutant intermingling of mind and machine, nightmare and fantasy.



 



[bookmark: Dean2023]“Google Research, 2022 & Beyond: Language, Vision and Generative Models”

Jeff Dean

Google Research (2023-01-18)



Year-end review of Google advances in generative AI, multi-modal models, stable diffusion, and ways in which the many new techniques are becoming integrated for enhanced AI capabilities in media.


 



[bookmark: Emmett2023]Mycopunk Principles

Jeff Emmett (2023)




Exploring the principles of mycelial networks applied in socio-technical systems.
“Feel free to add more mycopunk principles that you see active in mycelial networks!”



 



[bookmark: Graeber2021]The Dawn of Everything: A New History of Humanity

David Graeber, David Wengrow

Farrar, Straus and Giroux (2021-11-09)



If you studied social theory at a graduate level and you weren’t, like, attending a bibble college or interning for a GQP senator, then this book likely rehashes what you learned from primary sources.
Graeber and Wengrow target the rest of us, who probably missed formal introduction to latter 20th century and early 21st century social science research.
Instead, we relied on murmurings from poorly informed media pundits, political leaders, corporate executives, judges, middle school teachers, et al., who had little or no actual clue about anthropology and were simply reiterated maxims they’d overheard decades ago.



There’s a virtue in writing accessible, comprehensive books, so that adults from other fields can discuss candidly about difficult issues in leadership and community, without inadvertently parroting some libertarian fucknut billionaire.
What most people thought they knew about human civilization tends to fall into the mire of “strong man” politics:
how kingdoms and empires emerged to handle the inherent complexities when human groups exceed the size of a small tribe, in contrast to the notion of quaint hunter-gatherers bands as “noble savages” who were inevitably squashed by more sophisticated civilizations.
All of that derived from complete horseshit, fabricated by yes-men in earlier times to service some idiot in power.
Those contrivances occurred relatively recently, over the past few centuries.
It is most definitely not human nature to follow a “strong man” leader; however, given any opportunity the “strong man” leaders will pay beaucoup bucks to promote their specter as canon.



tDoE is the “BITCH PLEASE!” antidote to religious conservatives’ slavish dedication to delusions about “enlightened Founding Fathers” allegedly inventing democracy whilst standing on the shoulders of intellectual giants from Ancient Greece.
On the one hand, the venerated Ancient Greeks were arguably bigots, misogynists, and gangbangers:
look up “Sea Peoples” and the devastation at the end of the Bronze Age.
On the other hand, the Founding Fathers of America were greedy slaveholders.
Caveat emptor.



Democracy in practice was better exemplified by a variety of Native American tribes, some of which likely informed the Enlightenment (allegedly initiated in Europe, though not really) thinking.
What they were doing traces back elsewhere in the world, thousands of years earlier.
Civilization did not start with Greece, or Egypt, or the bibble.
Anyone attempting to preach this dictum is dangerous and stupid, which is a magic combo one really must avoid.
People have been building large, sophisticated communities for tens (if not hundreds) of thousands of years based on principles of conventional wisdom such as “Don’t be an asshole” and “Help out your neighbor” because frankly what comes around goes around.


 



[bookmark: Haskell2017]The Songs of Trees: Stories from Nature’s Great Connectors

David George Haskell

Viking (2017-04-04)




Scientific, lyrical, and contemplative, Haskell reveals the biological connections that underpin all life.
In a world beset by barriers, he reminds us that life’s substance and beauty emerge from relationship and interdependence.



 



[bookmark: Strang2018]Marooned! on Mars with Matt and Hilary

Matt Hauske, Hilary Strang (2018)




A Kim Stanley Robinson read-along podcast with regular forays into utopia. Hosted by some friends who are into communism, science fiction and other stuff.




Speaking of magic decoder rings, their podcast is highly recommended, especially when you get a change to catch a lively discussion among Hilary, Matt, and KSR!


 



[bookmark: Keller2021]“Amplification and Its Discontents”

Daphne Keller

Knight First Amendment Institute, Columbia University (2021-06-08)



Why regulating the reach of online content is hard.
This featured essay considers case law precedents and likely constitutional law trajectories across the world, focusing on the amplification of harmful content and potential moderation versus the technology platforms and algorithms involved.
The counterintuitive outcomes of attempted controls are, in a word, tricky.


 



[bookmark: Laurel1993]Computers as Theatre

Brenda Laurel

Addison-Wesley (1993-09-10)




How can people participate as agents within representational contexts?
Actors know a lot about that, and so do children playing make-believe.




Groundbreaking work from one of the world’s most brilliant recovering Aristoteleans.


 



[bookmark: Laurel2009]“Designed Animism”

Brenda Laurel

Springer (2009)




What does pervasive computing have to do with animism?
Essentially, it can become a tool in manifesting what I call »designed animism«.
The goal is fundamentally experiential, but the consequences are profound:
designed animism forms the basis of a poetics for a new world.





We see faeries, or make them up, but now we can also make them.
We have, for the first time, the capacity to create entities that can sense and act autonomously, or with one another, or with living beings.
They can learn and evolve.
They can reveal new patterns, extend our senses, enhance our agency and change our minds.




Because computers are theatre.


 



[bookmark: Lewis2010]The Big Short: Inside the Doomsday Machine

Michael Lewis

W. W. Norton & Company (2010-03-15)




The real story of the crash began in bizarre feeder markets where the sun doesn’t shine and the SEC doesn’t dare, or bother, to tread:
the bond and real estate derivative markets where geeks invent impenetrable securities to profit from the misery of lower- and middle-class Americans who can’t pay their debts.
The smart people who understood what was or might be happening were paralyzed by hope and fear;
in any case, they weren’t talking.




In case you felt the need for a primer on the topic of weaponized financial engineering, in practice.


 



[bookmark: Lorica2023]“The 2023 AI Index”

Ben Lorica, Raymond Perrault

The Data Exchange (2023-04-20)



One of the leading sources for industry analysis related to current AI work.
This discussion focuses on the 2023 release of the Stanford AI Index
interpreting analysis and projections in the context of using generative AI and language models which have become predominant trends.


 



[bookmark: McIndoe2017]Birds Aren’t Real

Peter McIndoe, et al. (2017)


Originated as an improvised conspiracy theory during the 2017 Women’s March in Memphis, Tennessee, in an effort to confuse and deflect violent MAGA counter-protestors, simply using three hastily scribbled words on a poster board plus some fast talking.
Boomers bought it.
This has since evolved into an international movement, including major media coverage.
Subtle commentary by Gen Z media jamming experts on crazy aging Boomers and the massive extent of conspiracism they’ve engendered.

 



[bookmark: McLuhan1962]The Gutenberg Galaxy: The Making of Typographic Man

Marshall McLuhan

University of Toronto Press (1962-03-01)



You are hereby double-dared to read this book, cover to cover.
Written as a mosaic, herein McLuhan argues that media technologies are the means by which people (i.e., sentient beings) get re-invented, almost as a form of speciation.


 



[bookmark: Maddow2022]ULTRA

Rachel Maddow

MSNBC (2022)




Sitting members of Congress aiding and abetting a plot to overthrow the government.
Insurrectionists criminally charged with plotting to end American democracy for good.
Justice Department prosecutors under crushing political pressure.
Rachel Maddow Presents: Ultra
is the all-but-forgotten true story of good, old-fashioned American extremism getting supercharged by proximity to power.
When extremist elected officials get caught plotting against America with the violent ultra right, this is the story of the lengths they will go to … to cover their tracks.




The object lesson here is that conspiracism was rampant 2-3 generations ago, during seditions which had consequences even more poignant than what we’ve faced recently.
US Senators on the payroll from Hitler’s government, crazed far-right mobs armed with massive amounts of weapons who were detonating factors and people, with a US President acting quickly to sweep the evidence under the proverbial rug.
The fact of what happened in the 1930s-1950s without the benefit of internet and contemporary global media should be sounding alarm bells now.
The bleak reality that the facts of this case were hidden away for 70+ years, arguably by an actual conspiracy at scale, should send chills up your spine.
Truman was truly a jerk.


 



[bookmark: Marenko2015]“Neo-Animism and Design: A New Paradigm in Object Theory”

Betti Marenko

Design and Culture 6:2 (2015-04-21)




This article argues that our apprehension of the world is increasingly colored by animistic connotations.
Traces of animism —
the idea that objects and other nonhuman entities possess a soul, life force, and qualities of personhood —
are evident in the way we talk to our computers, cars, and smartphones, and in our expectations that they will reply more or less instantaneously …
Our way of experiencing everyday objects is changing to accommodate their shifting nature, purpose, and agency.



 



[bookmark: Moj2023]“How To Talk About Iran”

Moj, et al.

Iranian Diaspora Collective (2023)




WOMAN.LIFE.FREEDOM — 
A non-partisan, multi-faith group that is inclusive of multiple backgrounds, gender and LGBTQIA+ identity.
We are leaders in the media and entertainment industries and excel at contemporary cultural and business practices.
This collective was formed as a response to the overwhelming demand from Iranians in Iran to amplify their voices.
IDC’s goal is to encourage the world to continue to listen to the Iranian people in Iran who are imploring mainstream media, decision-makers, governments, and opinion leaders worldwide to hold the Iranian government accountable for its crimes against women, students, ethnic, religious, and sexual minorities.



 



[bookmark: Nathan2021]Recommender Systems Best Practices

Paco Xander Nathan

NVIDIA (2021-09-28)




Insights, best practices, and advice from expert interviews and uncover how recommender systems teams handle preprocessing, feature engineering, training models, evaluating models, selecting which appropriate technologies to integrate, interoperability with open source, and more.




Currently, recommender systems represent the largest area of AI systems getting weaponized.
This report surveys contemporary work in recommender systems from leading organizations across the world, with first-hand analysis from:
LinkedIn, Magalu, Meituan, The New York Times, Tencent, Walmart, Wayfair, and more.
Since recommender systems represent their firms’ core engines for revenue, what challenges do these large-scale machine learning operations face?
How are they choosing to optimize for business value impact?
The reported scale of some systems, especially in Asia, is particularly daunting.


 



[bookmark: Nelson2019]BlackForager

Alexis Nikole Nelson (2019)



In the story, Luna and Allison are both quite fond of wild foraging, which they learned from people who know.
Check out the 2022 James Beard Award winner Alexis Nikole’s excellent work teaching about wild forage, environmental science, and delicious vegan food concoctions.


 



[bookmark: Nordhaus2015]“Climate Clubs: Overcoming Free-riding in International Climate Policy”

William Nordhaus

American Economic Review 105:4 (2015)




Notwithstanding great progress in scientific and economic understanding of climate change, it has proven difficult to forge international agreements because of free-riding, as seen in the defunct Kyoto Protocol.
This study examines the club as a model for international climate policy.
Based on economic theory and empirical modeling, it finds that without sanctions against non-participants there are no stable coalitions other than those with minimal abatement.
By contrast, a regime with small trade penalties on non-participants, a Climate Club, can induce a large stable coalition with high levels of abatement.



 



[bookmark: Oxman2015]“Design at the intersection of technology and biology”

Neri Oxman

TED (2015)




Designer and architect Neri Oxman is leading the search for ways in which digital fabrication technologies can interact with the biological world.
Working at the intersection of computational design, additive manufacturing, materials engineering and synthetic biology, her lab is pioneering a new age of symbiosis between microorganisms, our bodies, our products and even our buildings.




In the story, Arsha adores work by the astounding designer who pioneered Material Ecology. 
Highly recommended, as some of the better contemporary expression of animist currents. 


 



[bookmark: Paton1991]Seawater Greenhouse

Charlie Paton, et al. (1991)




The idea behind the process is simple.
It combines two unlimited resources —
sunlight and seawater —
to provide ideal growing conditions for crops in hot, arid environments.
The innovation utilises the cooling and humidifying power of water vapour produced from evaporating salt water.
Using modeling and simulation techniques developed in collaboration with our partners at Aston University, we are able to process local climate data to predict greenhouse performance and inform the design.
The combined effect of reducing temperature and increasing humidity, together with providing a protected environment for crops, results in up to 90% reduction in evapotranspiration.
This greatly reduces irrigation requirements, which can be provided by desalination, and improved growing conditions.
As a result operating costs are lower, yields increase, and farmers can benefit from year-round production of high-value horticultural produce.




This team has been developing projects since 1991 at the nexus of climate change:
devastating droughts, sea-level rise, and the collapse of freshwater supplies worldwide, while enabled economic renewal for regions which have struggled to establish sustainable agriculture locally.
Given many contemporary advances in material science and renewable energy production, this community of practice is poised to make dramatic changes in our world, reversing some of the damages of the Anthropocene.


 



[bookmark: Pesce2017]The Next Billion Seconds

Mark Pesce (2017)




The choices we make today shape our world tomorrow.
To make the best choices, we need to know what’s coming next.
In this series we speak with some of the best and brightest minds, learning from what to expect over the next billion seconds —
so we can make the most of the road ahead.




Probing the Earth’s most urgent concerns with an amazing array of topics and experts, peeking approximately 30 years into the future.
This will include perhaps quite a few things you may not have thought about much quite yet.
Delivered by one of the world’s leading futurists, who by the way helped create and implement the “metaverse” originally on the internet.


 



[bookmark: Reynolds2019]Effin’ Birds

Aaron Reynolds (2019)



A daily comic which keeps winning awards despite being nothing more than birds and curse words.
Load your shopping cart to a state of overflow with the buttons and stickers Luna enjoys so very much.


 



[bookmark: Robinson2020]The Ministry for the Future

Kim Stanley Robinson

Orbit (2020)




Describing a new few decades that if enacted by the world community, would possibly dodge the bad parts of the futures I wrote about in New York 2140 and 2312.
In all three books some people are trying to do things to get people into a better balance with Earth’s biosphere, but the earlier we start doing that in a big way, the less remediation and catching up we’ll have to do.
So the new book has the most intense focus on what we could do right now, and it plays off the creation of the Paris Agreement, which was a major event in world history.




What’s good is what’s good for the biosphere!


 



[bookmark: Rubenstein2018]Pantheologies: Gods, Worlds, Monsters

Mary-Jane Rubenstein

Columbia University Press (2018-11-06)




Pantheism is the idea that God and the world are identical —
that the creator, sustainer, destroyer, and transformer of all things is the universe itself.
From a monotheistic perspective, this notion is irremediably heretical since it suggests divinity might be material, mutable, and multiple.
Since the excommunication of Baruch Spinoza, Western thought has therefore demonized what it calls pantheism, accusing it of incoherence, absurdity, and —
with striking regularity — monstrosity.




See the “Sacred Matter” episode of the highly recommended Expanding Mind podcast by Erik Davis for an outstanding and delightful conversation with philosopher of religion Mary-Jane Rubenstein about wonder, horror, animism, and more.


 



[bookmark: Rushkoff2016]Team Human

Douglas Rushkoff (2016)



A highly recommended podcast!!!
Needs more exclamation points.
This work is far too incredible and important to describe in a mere blurb, although the phrase “magic decoder ring” is quite apt here, especially when applied by many incredible voices, all expertly guided by Douglas to share their rare and very human insights.
Make sure to catch the “Survival of the Richest” episode for spectacular examples.


 



[bookmark: Simard2021]Finding the Mother Tree: Discovering the Wisdom of the Forest

Suzanne Simard

Knopf (2021-05-04)




From the world’s leading forest ecologist who forever changed how people view trees and their connections to one another and to other living things in the forest —
a moving, deeply personal journey of discovery.



 



[bookmark: Sinyangwe2015]Mapping Police Violence

Samuel Sinyangwe, et al.

Mapping Police Violence, Inc. (2015)




Mapping Police Violence, Inc. is a 501(c)(3) nonprofit organization and independent research collaborative collecting data to quantify the impact of police violence on communities.
MappingPoliceViolence was launched in early 2015 and has been publishing data on police violence nationwide ever since.
To date, we’ve launched MappingPoliceViolence.us, PoliceScorecard.org, and PoliceViolenceReport.org as resources for communities and policymakers interested in research and data to end police violence.
We work to continuously refine and improve our database, analytics and methodology in response to feedback from communities, journalists, directly impacted families, and policing researchers across the country.




Rich exemplars of data science at its finest.


 



[bookmark: Stamets2019]Fantastic Fungi: How Mushrooms Can Heal, Shift Consciousness, and Save the Planet

Paul Stamets with Eugenia Bone, Michael Pollan, Suzanne Simard, et al.

Earth Aware Editions (2019-08-27)




An all-star team of professional and amateur mycologists, artists, foodies, ecologists, doctors, and explorers joined forces with time-lapse master Louie Schwartzberg to create Fantastic Fungi, the life-affirming, mind-bending film about mushrooms and their mysterious interwoven rootlike filaments called mycelium.



 



[bookmark: Strubell2019]“Energy and Policy Considerations for Deep Learning in NLP”

Emma Strubell, Ananya Ganesh, Andrew McCallum

ACL (2019-06-05)




Recent progress in hardware and methodology for training neural networks has ushered in a new generation of large networks trained on abundant data.
These models have obtained notable gains in accuracy across many NLP tasks.
However, these accuracy improvements depend on the availability of exceptionally large computational resources that necessitate similarly substantial energy consumption.
As a result these models are costly to train and develop, both financially, due to the cost of hardware and electricity or cloud compute time, and environmentally, due to the carbon footprint required to fuel modern tensor processing hardware.
In this paper we bring this issue to the attention of NLP researchers by quantifying the approximate financial and environmental costs of training a variety of recently successful neural network models for NLP.
Based on these findings, we propose actionable recommendations to reduce costs and improve equity in NLP research and practice.



 



[bookmark: Taylor2009]Dark Green Religion: Nature Spirituality and the Planetary Future

Bron Taylor

University of California Press (2009-01-01)




Through our loss of a worldview …
we have lost our connection to the rest of the living planet.
As Thomas Berry says, we must find a new story, a narrative that includes us in the continuum of Earth’s time and space, reminding us of the destiny we share with all the planet’s life, restoring purpose and meaning to human existence.





[bookmark: Wiggins2023]How Data Happened: A History from the Age of Reason to the Age of Algorithms

Chris Wiggins, Matthew L. Jones

W. W. Norton & Company (2023-03-21)




A sweeping history of data and its technical, political, and ethical impact on our world.
From facial recognition —
capable of checking us onto flights or identifying undocumented residents —
to automated decision systems that inform everything from who gets loans to who receives bail, each of us moves through a world determined by data-empowered algorithms.
But these technologies didn’t just appear:
they are part of a history that goes back centuries, from the census enshrined in the US Constitution to the birth of eugenics in Victorian Britain to the development of Google search.




Such a fresh take on the history of data analytics leading into AI, going back to primary sources, conducting in-depth interviews in the field, etc.
Unlike so much media punditry, their team includes an actual historian from an Ivy League school and a machine learning expert who also happens to lead the Data Science department at the New York Times.
Wiggins was the first person whom the author ever encountered discussing “AI” and “Ethics” in the same sentence.
Wiggins and Jones have built a popular course at Columbia University which covers this material, plus the hands-on programming side of seeing principles in action with machine learning examples.
See the interview on
The Data Exchange for more details.
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