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    DEDICATION
"Speak up, speak out, and get in the way.
Get in good trouble, necessary trouble, and help redeem the soul of America."
--- Congressman John Lewis, March 2020

      

    



Cover photo: The present site of Cliff Safety, Inc., in San Francisco, the west coast expansion of the fictional Cape Safety, Inc., the best Safety, Health and Environmental consulting firm in the world. The Second Cliff (1896–1907) was built in 1896 by Adolph Sutro who rebuilt the Cliff House from the ground up as a seven-story Victorian chateau, called by some "the Gingerbread Palace", below his estate on the bluffs of Sutro Heights. This was the same year work began on the Sutro Baths in a small cove immediately north of the restaurant. The baths included six of the large indoor swimming pools, a museum, a skating rink and other pleasure grounds. Great throngs of San Franciscans arrived on steam trains, bicycles, carts and horse wagons on Sunday excursions. Sutro purchased some of the collection of stuffed animals, artwork, and historic items from Woodward's Gardens to display at both the Cliff House and Sutro Baths. The 1896 Cliff House survived the 1906 earthquake with little damage, but burned to the ground on the evening of September 7, 1907, as depicted here. 
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CHAPTER 1
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Robert Summers was, according to the actuary tables, an old guy.

He was 70, retired and spent his time writing books that few people ever read and even fewer ever asked him about.

It wasn't like his books were about the chemical reactions of nuclear fission, or fusion, whatever, or similarly obscure stuff.

His books were about everyday business people, and everyday business things, but there appeared to be little interest by anyone in healthy book reading.

By healthy, Robert meant books that weren't lewd in subject matter if not explicitly in words; weren't glorified comic books that took away the need to imagine the scene you were reading about; or weren't murder mysteries glamorizing crimes with bloody book covers which bookstores seemed to already have shelves full of. Bloody knives, outstretched bloody bodies, and bloody hands to entice you to read about more violence, with a red rose stuck in the middle of this mayhem, for some reason. Oh, what dreck.

What the hell was with the insatiable appetite for death and retribution? He wondered, but could never satisfactorily answer. Robert was more and more convinced that getting away with murder must be a latent desire of today's readers since they seemingly couldn't read enough about it.

Women readers in particular, Robert thought, were the main customers for this death gore murder mystery leading to ultimate justice literary pablum. Plus, many of these pulp writers, to Robert's dismay, had massive "literary" careers writing book after book, cleverly and jovially, solving murders that full-time detectives and their hard-working staffs were ostensibly too flummoxed to resolve.

Oh, brother.

Maybe more writers needed to become detectives or more detectives needed to be reading books off these shelves, but he hadn't heard of a single real crime case ever solved by a revelation gleaned from a beach read novel.

Diverse methods of bringing a human life to an unnatural end and the myriad methods available to the imaginative mind for hiding human corpses wasn't Robert's thing as an author, no matter how popular those books continued to be.

Sleaze wasn't what he wanted to be remembered for either nor was he a comic book artist, so those genres were out as well. So for trendy reading, his stuff didn't fit any of those moneymaking categories.

Quite the opposite, a Robert Summers book could always be identified as thoughtful, for what that was still worth. Topical reading to be sure. But financially those two attributes simply weren't worth a lot.

He gravitated to stories that questioned prevailing wisdom; or shed new light on what was considered a resolved matter.

Those were his specialties. His safety focus was blood prevention by description, the complete opposite of the murder mystery.

He liked technical headline stories that had importance, but did not have the celebrity flash that was needed these days for a story to last into the second, or third, day of a news cycle.

Heck, a story that lasted three days was now considered viral in the digital world of gotcha Breaking News.

Important news stories that lacked necessary "sex appeal" to attract readers (or now "get clicks") were what he liked to revive and "put a hat on" in a second effort to get them the ongoing attention they so deserved and didn't obtain. 

It was a rather thankless mission, appreciated by close to no one.

Yet, the trait, which his Massachusetts Senator Elizabeth Warren was known for, was that he, too, persisted.

He was smart enough to supplement his main writing with some very mainstream stuff about imaginary islands and cute kids that sold far more books, but those were his compromise books that he never felt really reflected him that well.

At heart he wasn't an escapist writer with a wild geopolitical imagination, nor was he a children's author comfortable with all the new rules of age appropriate word selection and sanitized subject matter.

Yes, he considered himself "WOKE" because he simply defined that phrase to himself as "NOT BEING A DICK" to other people or their ideas. 

It was nothing he hadn't always been.

But the transgender pronoun stuff was, to him, just slightly over the top, and the thought of writing a story with a batch of trans people who each had their own pronouns, as an author, made his head hurt.

Frankly, he thought that such a story would also be close to unreadable, something the movement, he was sure, had never considered in their somewhat self-involved personal identification efforts. But that was more a conversational hiccup than a real problem. 

Sexual pronouns were truly an insignificant matter to "cis-gendered" folks, or whatever the rest of us were being called, and the issue warranted little more than a reasonable attempt to conform to it. As a 70-year old he doubted he could even master calling an individual person "they." It was simply too queer—the old fashioned meaning of that word. But maybe that was the point?

But most Americans didn't approach that issue from a writer's perspective so the topic's ability to attract such hate, in the frame of girls’ sports was baffling to Robert. How many transsexual adolescents receiving multiple hormones, testosterone treatments, and gender-altering therapies were simultaneously vying to play on their high school sports teams? A study found that in one state it was only one kid. Estimated to be about 5, not more than 10, of 500,000 girls engaged in US college sports.

Yet apparently, millions of people decided that voting against these kids’ right to play in an everyday sport was more critical than improved gun control measures, healthcare for all, deporting millions of hard working green card laborers, adherence to the principals of the Constitution, support for democracy at home and abroad, allowing Canada, Mexico, and Panama to remain sovereign, and freeing 1,500 convicted violent insurrectionists to do it all over again.

Discouraging, disheartening, and disappointing to an author who felt his fellow citizens were more intelligent people than that.

Robert was also the caretaker of a very independent cat who had arrived at his slider door one day and never left. Robert had called around, posted flyers, even sent out social media notices in the area in an effort to find his owner. It was to no avail, and the cat unpacked his suitcase for an extended stay.

The collarless ginger cat had determined that this would become his new home and the matter was closed. Robert had a new assistant whether asked for through ZipRecruiter.com or not.

After a couple of days Robert decided that Simply Red would be his moniker and the cat seemed to take to it, usually looking over in his direction whenever he spoke "Red."

The two soon became fast friends and Robert dropped the public postings now wishing to keep Red around.

So between Robert's book chapters, that then turned into, between novels, Robert and Simply Red maintained an unspoken pact to grow old together in as much comfort as they each could muster.

Decent food, a warm house, and for Red a few special hiding spots that even Robert didn't know about.

Respecting Red's privacy, Robert never sought to reveal his feline friend's quiet habitats, and when appropriate Red always showed himself to Robert for food and attention.

Some days Robert would write all day with Red overseeing his work from a shelf perch.

Red taking simultaneous snack breaks with the author in the morning and afternoon. 

Red indulging his milk licks while Robert perked himself up with morning and afternoon coffee. 

It worked for both of them.

On other days, despite it being a small house, Robert would sometimes fail to see the cat until dinnertime. But Red ran his own schedule and if he had issues with the lack of general excitement he never brought them up.

And so it was. Until the day it wasn't.
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CHAPTER 2
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Robert and Red's day started normally enough with a sausage and egg biscuit and a can of Fancy Feast.

About the time they both finished breakfast the phone rang, yes, a landline phone that still gave out a ringing sound, which Robert grabbed during his last swallow of coffee.

"Hello."

"Yes, Robert Summers, please," came the voice.

"This is Robert Summers."

Red scooted to an unknown hidey hole.

"Mr. Summers, this is White House Liaison Page Reader, have I caught you at a good time to speak a bit?"

Robert thought to himself, what time would ever be inconvenient for a 70-year old, all but retired writer, not to talk to the White House, but he let the thought go by.

"Absolutely, but are you sure you have the correct Robert Summers, the lonely author on the tip of Cape Cod with a dozen or so largely unread novels to his credit?"

"Yes sir, you are the Robert Summers I need to talk to, and your novels may not be as unread as you think. I'm holding your last one in my hands as we speak. And I don't mind telling you that I am enjoying it immensely just as I have enjoyed your earlier books."

Robert was rather dumbfounded but managed to utter something to the effect of an appreciation for enjoying his writing.

He had doubts that anyone had ever finished any of his books, never mind had read more than one of them.

"How can I possibly help you?"

"Well as an advisor to the President, and believe me there are many of us, I like the way you follow headline stories then imagine your characters to be part of those stories. It is an interesting blend of fiction and non-fiction that few writers use."

"Probably because most writers want to sell more books," Robert mocked himself.

"Well that can always change. The reading public is pretty fickle and one kind word from what they are calling 'influencers' now can send sales into the heavens. Maybe we can help find you one, or a dozen?”

Robert was beginning to enjoy the direction this conversation was heading in but remained a bit skeptical. 

After all, Aristotle, who was no slouch, once said, "It is the mark of an educated mind to be able to entertain a thought without accepting it."

"Yes, I have nothing bad to say about more advocates and readers but what does my government want in return?"

Page Reader was not an intern hired from the alma mater of some just hired politico. She had made many similar phone calls to others over her many, many, years in the White House under Obama, Trump term 1, and now Biden and knew how to close a deal.

"Basically, we want you to continue exactly what you are doing in a literary sense. Engage your fictional characters into current headline stories both active and recent, but add a small twist. Where you are now engaging your fictional safety, health, and environmental consultants from Cape Safety, Inc. and Cliff Safety, Inc. into these stories in your proposed intervention, we'd like you to first send an encoded email to an address we'll provide to you telling us the story you are involved with and the resolution you plan to write about. That's all; we'll take it from there."

"So in short you want me to give you a scoop—isn't that what the newsies used to call it—on every significant story? How come, just to beat me to press with it?" 

"No, that’s not the issue at all. We'll give you any Non-Disclosure document you need to safeguard your writing. Let me just say that a true Deep State, located in the federal government where they will never be outed, and one of your secret fans, wants to establish secure OSHA's work and legacy with an open door for a real Cape Safety, Inc., Cliff Safety, Inc., to truly intervene with solutions to these problems. The incumbent we feel will soon implode but he'll cause collateral damage that you can help mitigate."

Robert was shifting from slightly miffed to quite intrigued.

"As a writer you have a knack for finding stories early that the White House, sometimes even OSHA, never hears about. Local governments and our federal agencies, you may be surprised to learn, are pretty proprietary about what they are working on, and don't really want us asking them questions. So we need a continued eyes and ears on world safety, health, and environmental events no matter how much disruption our new man causes.

But we're about to see real governmental disruption and information paranoia. Therefore, maybe we have quiet resources to solve some issues before your next book reveals it to the world. But we know how unlikely it is that some Coast Guard person, or EPA technician, or Federal Geologist, or Climate Scientist, or Dept. of Interior Botanist will ever contact this Putin controlled White House directly. You could be our back door to these developing issues.

Wow, thought Robert, talk about the tail wagging the dog. He could only imagine, heck that was what he did when he wrote, the government running a clandestine S, H, & E, operation with him offering assignments where he saw potential for solutions. 

It was really too intriguing to pass up.

"So let me sum things up here," interjected Robert. "I get one of my headline stories domestically or internationally that could use my fictitious actual help. I think about how the help could ideally be provided, then send that to you in an email message. Is that the shorthand assignment?"

"Exactly, the government, of course, will make it worth your while and maybe even add some pepper to your stories. Not that your stories need it. No dig was intended."

"None taken, but I think you're just trying to get on my good side. And my ex-wife always maintained that I didn't have one of those."

"Pshaw, I doubt that immensely," said Page.

"It's been great talking with you. We'll be in touch soon and keep writing," she signed off.

Robert thought that 2025 was certainly getting off to a very strange start.
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CHAPTER 3
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Robert yelled out "Red!" and the cat emerged from behind the couch.

Robert needed a feline sounding board.

"So Red, does this whole thing sound on the up and up, straight and narrow, on the right path, imminently logical Captain, shooting from the hip, and, o.k. I'm out of clichés?"

Red started grooming himself, then turned over twice, and then ended in a long paw stretch. Not the exact feedback Robert was looking for.

The Biden Administration had only a couple of weeks to go, and Trump was due to take over. The world knew that Donald Trump never read a book in his life and during his first administration he was so intellectually uncurious that Trump's staff, in comparison to Biden's staff, would go from providing the President with position papers, to a single-page, to merely an executive summary paragraph, to finally, just a flattering photo or news article on the issue as the only information he might glance at.

"So this new entity, Red, agency, group, whatever you would call it of S, H, & E professionals dedicated to accomplishing good things for other people would never have been inspired by Trump, or surely supported by him. So were these soon to be removed Biden folks or honestly deeply imbedded Federalists like they claimed?"

	So who would be behind this? 

	Could there be a dark group in the Federal government unknown to the incoming administration that was planning to play the role of Christ in an administration of Satan's? 

	How could they plan on surviving undetected? 

	Was their role to keep the Federal government beneficial to the public in spite of the direction Mad King Donald wanted to take it?"







All these thoughts and more swirled in Robert's head to the point where he decided on an untypical choice for an afternoon coffee, selecting a pod of Dunkin' Donuts Peppermint Holiday blend that he popped it into his Keurig Coffeemaker, while he picked up his phone to consult a true advisor.

Robert didn't talk with him that moment as his screener told him that he was attending a day long summit in Albuquerque or some such metropolis, but before the afternoon was over the 44th president of the United States, from 2009 to 2017, was listening to Bob's summation of the phone call and offering his thoughts.

"Bob, I'll be honest with you. I technically ran the place for eight years and there were agencies, departments, and divisions of the federal government I never knew about until after I was a civilian again," offered Barack.

"So, Robert, would it be possible to run a rogue operation for four years there if you had a sponsor or two to provide cover," is your question?  "Here is my answer."

"I'd say yes. They'd need to be clever, of course, disguise their payroll and such, but the two parties have enough PACs and sponsors to handle that surreptitiously, I believe."

Although they were friends, Robert always referred to him as Mr. President, and he ended the phone call with a thank you and that same respectful signature.

"Alright, Red," as the cat meowed in response, "you heard the President, Let's play along."
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Robert, the self-described old guy, started the next week by getting serious about a new book. As usual he had collected another eclectic batch of current magazine articles, newspaper headlines, book quotes and excerpts, and notes from his many face-to-face or email conversations with others in the S, H, & E communities. 

This was essentially his formula for the Cape Safety, Inc. book series: 

Take the headline story that had died following the frenetic moment of "Breaking News," research it further with several other sources, wrap his own cast of characters into the drama, then remind the reader what happened following the "headline event."

Too much journalism, in Robert's view, left the building like Elvis after a concert, as soon as the story was, broken, in newsy language.

But Robert's style was far different.

Not the writer focusing on being the first to reveal a story but instead the writer who brought the story back from the dead and tried to put a small bow and some perspective on it.

Not the killer, rather the cleaner, in gangster parlance.

But the story needed to fit the original premise of a safety, health or environmental intervention that moved the general needle of progress in a forward direction.

Fortunately, despite the present erratic political posture of many countries, including America, inertia for the moment was on the side of progress. 

We won't all be marching back into the dark ages despite the wet dreams of Evangelicals, end-of-days proponents, and return to empirical rule gilded age billionaire friends of power.

Take wind power for example.

Liz Burdock, President and CEO of the Oceanic Network, put it well when she wrote in ON & T Magazine​[1], "A new President, even one who we've seen before, always brings new questions and uncertainty for offshore wind.  What will the incoming administration prioritize? Will a focus back on oil and gas impact our industry? For the first time, the US offshore wind industry can now face those questions from a position of strength and experience. Broad, bipartisan support, unrelenting state demand, and a rapidly emerging supply chain, means the offshore wind industry has arrived, giving decision makers more reason to continue progress than slow it down. Today, politicians on both sides of the aisle are supporting offshore wind energy."

And the country wasn't behind wind power alone.

With $386 billion in incentives for private energy to speed up their pivot from fossil fuels, Democrats created and accelerated unstoppable momentum for sustainable energy, for the first time making it the better economic direction for consumers. 

This includes wind power, solar panels, geothermal energy, improved battery technology, and lots of incentives to trade polluting gas guzzlers for electric vehicles.

The Guardian newspaper, Robert thought, wrote that the Inflation Reduction Act didn’t just allocate money for sustainable energy; it also mandated more federal spending if consumer demand is there. As much as $800 billion dollars was driving $1.7 trillion in private investment dollars.

Both Goldman Sachs and the AFL-CIO had called it a “game changer.”

The present Biden Administration had also designated a million acres around the Grand Canyon off limits to Trump/Big Business exploiters by declaring it to be a national monument, created Chumash Heritage National Marine Sanctuary, and saved the Colorado River, at least for a while. 

All together, Biden extended federal protection to more land and water than any president had in their first term for the past 60 years.

So Robert hit his stack with confidence. But could the orange felon figure out ways to thwart all of the above positive initiatives? Robert couldn't help but fear that he would at least try.

Robert decided for no great reason to kick his next book off with an update on Ro/Ro and container carrying ship fires. 

The topic happened to be a personal concern to him as a long ago state Merchant Marine Academy graduate, former safety trainer, and constant maritime industry observer.
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Many of Robert's prior books in the series had chronicled both the fire sources and the necessary interventions to prevent these conflagrations, but new fires always brought new information and, yes, there had certainly been more fires. 

Fire was some insidious chemistry and too often incompatible products were combining to cause combustion or helping to propagate a fire once it had been initiated.

Thanks to climate change, fire seemed to be a constant news story these days, at sea and shore side as well.

California was in the middle of a hurricane firestorm in the Palisades that threatened thousands of middle and upper class homes. Lots of celebrity homes would be lost, too. It would be attention getting the world over. That wasn't a topic Washington wasn't aware of to be certain and the blame game would surely be biblical. Essentially fire tornados had developed spreading the fire at record setting speeds. 

And no, Mr. President, "if someone had raked the forest," (however one does that) it would have made no difference.

Robert wasn't quite ready to tackle the California Palisades fires in print yet but he was collecting all manner of information on it. 

Canada had already experienced their equivalent to it a few years back when Ft. McMurray in northeast Alberta, home of Athabasca oil sands surrounded by boreal forest, was destroyed by a similar fire tornado with over 65,000 people evacuated and widespread devastation. 

It was a town that played a significant role in the development of the oil sands industry and its total loss was a national hit to the Canadian economy.

Robert started his writing. Sometimes it became the first chapter and a starting point. Other times he transposed it into a far later chapter.

A brief look back at recent car carrier fires was sobering. Lithium-ion batteries were receiving much of the blame. Saltwater exposure can severely harm lithium-ion batteries leading to a chemical reaction that creates a high fire risk. When hurricane Ian made landfall in South Florida first responders encountered numerous EV fires where investigations determined this to be the cause. An additional exacerbating fact to these fires is the large amount of water needed to knock them down and control the blaze. Far more water is required than for a routine combustible materials fire. The batteries also have a potential for cell explosions commonly caused by spontaneous thermal runaway, a chemical reaction that can lead to the cell igniting and exploding. Thermal runaway can occur spontaneously if the battery is damaged, shorted, overheated, defective, or overcharged.

Robert had written previously about new technologies that provide far quicker detection times, what he felt was one of the keys to containing these blazes. 

But better directed suppression systems were still needed on Ro/Ro's and no one appeared to be working on systems that could be better targeted to the fire source. Tons, literally, of water or suppression foams, directly upon the fire source vehicle would be infinitely more effective than spraying an entire
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