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Chapter 1

Where’s Callie






@allstaff @allboard @everyone Has anyone
heard from Callie? Urgent need her signature in lieu of Marty’s on
bank account transition docs

JC I left 3 messages already, no reply

RT text or VM, think her voice mail full

KM Text, VM, slack, email. Nothing. Her
input needed, getting annoyed

RT Try facebook?

JC Sending FB, Insta, Twitter

AH Are you guys concerned? She’s got to be
taking Marty’s death hard.

AH Sorry, Lila, we all are. Worried Callie
especially what I meant.

JC OMG, she’s supposed to speak at the
service and she’s AWOL?

LW Hi everyone. She’s done this before; I’m
sure she will reappear. Keep trying.

RT Is there someone else who could sign the
bank doc?

KM They said two officers and that only
leaves her and Elizabeth, Marty was the 1st

EE Heard she had a client, maybe onsite
there?

AH Without her phone or laptop? Come on,
she’s blowing us off.

EE Have a heart, she’s upset.

RT Couldn’t she sign whatever at the
service?

JC Does someone have a list of all the
items? Maybe more responsive if she knows it’s a whole bunch of
stuff.

AH We’re trying to compartmentalize – no
work at the service

KM What if she’s not there, we’ve got bills
now

KM Payroll in 2 days

KM Bank transfer must happen ASAP

RT We could send Elizabeth to the bank in
person at least for the account matters

AH Elizabeth would you have time?

LW Don’t worry about the family. We would
expect Marty’s work to pop up at the service!

JC I hope there’s somebody available to
represent LIF if Callie doesn’t show up.

EE We will have plenty of representation,
and Lila, I’d be happy to say a few words. Alma, Kai, I will do
what it takes to make sure we have funds for payroll.

JC Callie was on Twitter an hour ago. Voice
mail still full.

AH She hates Slack. Uses the new platform
from google for her clients

RT No, is it Musks, but you need to be
invited

AH From Tesla, WTF

RT No, its somebody else but point is
limited pings

AH Yeah unlike us oops sorry guts

AH sorry guys

JC Can somebody set a deadline here like
when do we panic

KM Kinda sounds like you’re already
there

EE The service is a few hours away. There’s
time.

….

….

….






CM Hi team. Apologies, I needed some time. I
will see you at the service. I will have time for you after, bring
docs, we can be discrete. See everyone soon.






LW @allstaffinternal Please don’t anyone
mention to Callie that it starts at 5. I told her 4:30.






















Chapter 2

Callie Faces the Crowd


I tried tuning out, turning off the devices,
taking deep breaths, focusing on breathing. Allowing the all
encompassing present to wash over me. Appreciating the breaths and
my feet on the ground, the warmth of sunlight on my back, streaming
in the wide back window like it’s just a normal afternoon.

Except that I am at home staring at my
reflection, having cast off one then another ridiculous set of
clothes. My breath becomes fast and short again, as my attention
skitters off one way and another. The laptop needs charging, my
private phone blinks with incoming pings. The quiet in my head
doesn’t negate the questions and remarks and demands on my time. I
have already missed a deadline with my clients and they are getting
more fretful with every back and forth, assurances notwithstanding.
The LIF staff is extra needy too.

Marty, of course, is still dead.

Yeah, being in the moment doesn’t account
for that stuff, does it. Was he supposed to embrace his oneness
with the world those final weeks, wracked with pain, aware of how
no miracle cures were in the offing despite everyone’s desperate
wishes, despite every advance of biotech he had ever helped
enable?

I take in my reflection, the hardness in my
eyes as I recall more of the platitudes I’ve been hearing. At least
it was quick. He knew what was happening and he was surrounded by
his loved ones. He didn’t linger. Oh yeah, a big hooray for the
bright side of Pancreatic cancer.

Suddenly exhausted with this day before it’s
half over, I select a simple drapey dress. It’s royal blue rather
than black, but that’s not a convention I think most people care
about anymore. It’s old, a bit big on me now, but I can belt it. I
reach around for a handful of hair and a large clip. Twist and clip
it back and I can look formal rather than in need of a trim.

Streaks of white in my hair and gully-like
lines framing my eyes remind me that I am 50. Full on middle aged,
in case my sense of exhaustion and the fact that I am about to go
speak at a friend’s service aren’t reminders enough. The dress is
long enough to go with light flat boots and bare legs, so sudden
changes of internal temperature shouldn’t be a problem. Speaking of
middle aged.

Eyes closed and then facing away from the
mirror, I revert quickly to the mental picture of my appearance and
age I consider myself, which is quite a bit younger, and strong and
solid. Much closer to the person I was when I met Marty, it occurs,
and I flick on my ipad to make a note. I was never one to prepare a
detailed speech for such occasions, but it behooves me to at least
jot down a brief outline, some points to be sure and cover. That
will hardly be enough for most of my young colleagues at Less
Impact First, who shudder at the very idea of an unplanned moment,
especially on stage, but it will be more that I’ve generally done
to prepare for a speech.

Off the cuff generally serves me fine. But
this is Marty. I picture the moment we met. I was not quite 30,
actually as young as I like to think I act and wish I looked. Also
dressed up, uncomfortably formal as today. The setting was a big
tech-corporate board room where I was meeting and officially
signing documents for the buyout of my dinky little start up. (It
was hardly even that, it was me and my laptop at the local Peet’s
with some time and wisdom begged off genius pals, but I had puffed
it up with cliched jargon references for leverage.)

Anyway, there I was to face the Man, the big
honchos of my buyers, the men who would make me wealthier than I
possibly deserved, dudes who ran the company that itself would
later be bought out and morphed unimaginably, as would my little
app. Take a number, kid, Marty was likely to say when I still
sometimes expressed my distress that my mapping app, designed and
intended as a device for urban planners to promote sustainability
had been twisted into a money making tool for corporate investors
to game hot housing markets.

Marty Windsor had attended the meeting as an
advisor and angel investor for the then still small buying group. I
had expected a set of unimaginative jargon-spouting men with over
inflated egos and an unjustified sense of self-importance, and the
rest of them didn’t disappoint. Marty, though. He was relaxed.
Warm. He always had this way of cutting through everyone’s bullshit
and focusing on the actual point, from a simple negotiation to a
drawn out Board dispute.

So. Room full of guys slyly checking
themselves out in their designer suits and careful coifs and to the
latest minute mobile devices, and there sat Marty, an old sports
jacket slapped on in deference to the formality of the room, his
sandy hair sparse over a tanned and grinning smile-lined face.
Pretty sure he had a flip phone – he did not jump to buy the latest
thing but waited for devices designed for optimum use.

He was genuinely nice, smart without the
need to show it, and possessed with a remarkable insatiable
curiosity about pretty much everything. He quickly understood what
my app did, and better, what it could do, and why. And he asked
about my background, my motivations, as though only building a
complete picture would suffice even after the purchase decision had
been made. Of course I found him unique and charming – who else had
managed not to stumble over my name or limply shake hands without
eyes wandering chestward and back.

He was funny too, and once he knew I
appreciated that dry subtle wit, was quick with the asides and
humorous stories whenever we met. Even when we were first
acquainted, I felt that he really got me, understood my essential
self. That’s the starting point, I told myself, that will resonate
with everyone. Marty had been capable of honing in on what was good
and true in just about everybody.

Certainly that is the case for everyone at
Less Impact First, where his name is still listed on the letterhead
as former President and founding Board member. The LIF story line
is that we co-founded it, meshed our ideas and organizing skills
and thus spawned a brand new nonprofit that would help shape and
save humanity as it teetered on the brink of ecological and
financial and social chaos back after the last housing bubble
burst.

Innocent days those were, from the
perspective of a dozen years later, and the reality was not that
simple at all. Generously you could say the seeds were sown, the
concepts forged out of several wide ranging discussions the two of
us had over late meals. But alone, I would have, I did stop at the
lofty ideas. Marty was the pragmatist, feet on the ground, able to
turn sky high ideals into an action plan, and pull together the
people and funds and tools to actually launch the thing. He and his
incredibly focused and supportive wife Lila, who never stepped up
for credit yet was always just to the side of the picture, getting
things done.

My rambling thoughts tumble to a stop as I
picture Lila. They had been married for more than 40 years, raised
two kids, been partners in every venture right up to fighting the
physical pain of his cancer. She has – of course – been an absolute
trooper, with him minute by minute, arranging hospice, coordinating
visits and cutting off anything and anyone who would bring him
down. And when the inevitable end came, she bore it with the grace
and dignity we all expected. But she must be experiencing such core
deep pain in her heart right now that I can barely fathom.
Heartbreak that diminishes the rivulets of self-pity that have been
washing over me certainly.

I pause again, several – a flood – of water
analogies now flowing, much as our ideas did when we kicked back
and shared them, diving deep, surfacing to clarity. Guilt pours
over me now, because in these last weeks, I kept information from
him. I did not have the open honest exchanges I actually needed,
because I knew it would add to his burden. Lila would have shut me
up anyway, but I was sensitive enough not to bother either of them
with the recent divisions on the Less Impact First board. Marty may
have been aware of factions taking sides, of the philosophical
disruption and devolution of our original mission. But he did not
know – and would have been distressed to have learned – just how
real and tangible the divisions have become.

It occurs to me that this service might be
the last time both sides, all the parties, gather in a neutral
setting, all united in our agreement that losing Marty is bad for
our movement.

Obviously the problems we seek to mitigate
won’t go away, so there should still be some sense of common
ground. But as the years spin along and overuse of non-renewable
energy continues, as the planet heats from human impact, as
financial inequities worsen, as tech innovations keep accidentally
spawning new social dilemmas – won’t everyone trying to stop the
madness just dig in deeper? Already I have listened and felt some
sympathy toward everything I’ve heard. And then resented when
realizing that my simple act of listening and saying I get that has
been spun into co-founder Callie Marshall is on our side.

We formed Less Impact First as basically a
local Bay Area tech-centric nonprofit that seeks to better the
planet and lessen the impact that 21st century tech is
having. Especially in light of the myriad innovations
(“disrupters,” as many prefer), entities like Uber and Airbnb that
start out mixing tech and a simple solution that scale and morph
into traffic jam nightmares and loss of critical rental housing.
Facebook turning people into helpless smart phone addicts, jonesing
for their next thumbs up dopamine rush, unable to distinguish truth
from the spewing of Russian bots, and giving up personal data
towards the corporate bottom line. Just for example. All we wanted
was to use the same quick technology, easy fundraising through
social media and fun in-person events to build a solid funding
base. With that base, we could fund the research and methodology to
take on the unintended consequences our fast evolving tech
community has spawned and the havoc it is wreaking on our planet,
to implement real time steps toward genuine sustainability.

Sounds so simple, right, just a quick
elevator speech, a click away donation button, and help build a
better world. Lately, the loudest voices in the room can’t even
agree on the wording of our latest vision statement, much less the
vision itself. Board members are nearly all divided into factions,
spitting out internal and unshared missives within their ranks.
Staff are also lining up on sides, probably suspecting a purge. I
hear from everybody, it seems. Callie, Switzerland.

I wonder if Lila has, or soon will be pulled
in every direction as well. How long will a respectful silence
toward her mourning last, how long before they reach to persuade
her to take a side. How long before I can seek her counsel too.

Not today, that much is clear. The hours
have gotten away from me, as usual these days. It’s not super late
except that it takes too long to clear my mind and gather my things
before heading out the door. I will have to jog to BART and again
to the Unitarian church at the other end. It would be an insult to
Marty’s memory to drive or Uber (not that that will likely stop
some people), and anyway traffic is so bad it wouldn’t save
time.


The church is a pretty old stone building,
graceful and archaic amidst the solid structures and roar of
central San Francisco. Approaching at as fast a trot as I can
muster, I see several people out front, in dark dressy clothes,
hastily texting or murmuring into their phones. I slow, less late
than I thought, or perhaps the start time was purposely flexible. A
quick brush and redo of the twist, a couple pats to make sure my
phone is off and ipad available, and I swallow a rush of air. Ready
to face the crowd.

Good thing, as I am quickly surrounded by
LIF folks.

“You made it,” two or three exclaim, and I
am puzzled; that had hardly been in doubt, whatever our
philosophical differences, right?

“We have about five minutes,” somebody says,
and a bunch of them consult phones and paper handouts. I take one –
it’s a simple but well designed program, Marty Windsor’s smiling
face over the years 1945 – 2020 in a dignified font. A bio, a photo
of him with Lila and their kids, a list of accomplishments and
another list of speakers and readings for the service. I should
find the kids, hardly kids, 30 somethings, whom I’ve met a few
times but don’t really know.

One of the more strident LIF staffers is at
my side, whispering about urgent paperwork, while another corrects
her and a third tries to quiet them both until after the service.
Board members ignore them and reach past to shake hands, offer
condolences.

Elizabeth, LIF’s director, steers me away
from the group and toward a smaller entranceway, in that casual but
forceful way she has.

“Look at that dress, midnight blue gauze in
a sea of black suits,” I hear someone’s murmur behind me. “Callie
always has to stand out.”

Crap, was I supposed to hear that? Is dark
blue so bad?

Elizabeth pulls me along, reading my
expression. “Please ignore them. You’re lovely, perfectly
appropriate.”

She’s also in a black suit, but whatever.
Clothes are hardly the point here. Elizabeth points out where we
should sit, the podium and the minister. The Unitarians aren’t
super formal for sure. The minister is out greeting people, and
while Lila and the adult children are somberly dressed and properly
seated in the front, numerous older people, friends from various
parts of their lives, surround them. It has more of the feel of a
farmers’ market than a church, and I feel an unexpected smile curl
across my face. Marty would approve.

Shortly, some order takes hold. Music
begins, and the minister speaks warmly of why we are gathered.
Apparently Marty’s life will be discussed chronologically, his
brother and then a college pal starting us off, then the son and
daughter. It’s all concise and sweet. Or maybe I’m just not
processing input well just now – phrases resonate, so true, and
then that person chokes up or offers a beatific upward smile, and
they’re done.

I’m toward the end, after his professional
business partner, before Lila’s coach at the boxing gym, an
unlikely place where he until recently volunteered time. I glance
at my ipad notes and feel my throat constrict for a moment. Nervous
energy that I long ago learned to channel up and out. I feel the
pent up energy of the room all around me, and I can hardly sit
still until it is my turn to speak.

Eyes are on me as I stride forward, wide
skirt flowing and chasing my movements, settling as I settle at the
podium. “Hello everyone,” I say, smiling out and testing the sound
strength. “Listening to all these loved ones has created such a
lovely portrait of Marty, hasn’t it? It seems like we all know and
love some aspect of him, and together have brought forth a complete
picture, or almost a movie of a life brilliantly lived.” I pause,
looking out at nods, tearful smiles. “When I first met Marty, years
ago, I was struck by how quickly he really got me. How he was
really interested. It was unforced. As was our friendship.” Mindful
of the short time allotted, I fly through the creation of LIF, and
the immense value of having had such a mentor.

“As we look ahead to a future without his
guidance and wisdom, without his warmth and humor,” I feel myself
choking up and will it into no more than sparkly eyes, “I will take
heart that so much of what he believed in lives on at Less Impact
First. Whatever our differences, we share our history with Marty.
Our core philosophy, our sense of the importance of our work. He
wouldn’t want us to let up for a minute.” I pause again, feeling
calmer, Marty’s spiritual hand on my shoulder. “I’ll keep arguing
with him in my head and he’ll probably still keep winning. His
wisdom and his spirit will keep resonating with us all.”

There’s a tiny rush in the room as I return
to my seat, like people are reminding themselves not to clap. I try
to focus on the next speaker, the boxing coach. She only knew him
as a senior citizen, a volunteer and retiree who supported his
wife. She is young and overwhelmed, and her brief heartfelt words
wrap it up nicely. If you believed in reincarnation, you’d imagine
him just about lined up now to launch his next life as a beautiful
happy baby.

After the formal service ends, much of the
crowd merges into a reception area, where finger food, organic no
doubt, has been laid out. People spill out into an airy little
courtyard, some somber, many others suddenly loud and vigorous.
Conversations swirl into bright crescendos. Memories are shared; we
all have a Marty story, it seems.

I get into one of those social event volleys
that feel like a ping pong match, or Wac-a-mole. Friends and
associates appear in the forefront and we have our quick heartfelt
exchange. As we move into things more genuine to say, that person
is replaced by someone else, someone from a slightly different
context, and I push forward their name from whatever place in my
brain I can count on to track that stuff. We go, they go, I feel my
heart pumping. I feel good, I enjoy this, and then I feel bad for
feeling good. It’s supposed to be a sad occasion, but it isn’t any
longer. Cliché or not, there is no doubt that this is what Marty
would have wanted.

From the corner of my eye I see one of the
LIF communications people filming the gathering, and I remember I’m
supposed to sign some stuff. As I edge my way back into the room, I
spot Alma and Kai, two LIF support staffers, nominally helping with
the drinks but also tracking my movement. Kai is super organized,
if a bit too tenacious in her demands – I acknowledge the need for
such personalities on a team even as they tire me. I head toward
them, lest they start elbowing the elderly on their mission to
waylay me.

For all the dire and urgent requests, it’s a
simple set of paperwork they put before me. Things I’m sure could
have been handled digitally, but I’m not going to make the point
now – I’m here, they’re here, they are going by the book even if
the book is clearly outdated. If I’m honest, it’s a bit of a rush
to be in demand like this, my live signature so critical even
during this event.

Elizabeth joins me, murmuring her thanks and
then steering me subtly in the direction of some major donors,
friends of Marty’s clustered together in the main part of the
church. Not people I know very well, but I have been trotted out
for these folks at events before, part of the standard showcase of
eccentric intellect, the flighty idea people, the coal mine
canaries who need to be tamed, listened to, understood and
funded.

This set of people are old, as old as my
parents would have been if still living. Hands clasping, tiny hugs,
and I speak my bit, humble and grateful for their support. I feel
less of a fraud amongst these folks, who have little reason to
question my wild ideas and whose support is real. These are people
who remember the way things were when I was a child in the 1970s.
As opposed to wealthy donors my own age and younger, people who
also made a chunk of change in tech. People who are more interested
in seeing and being seen at a LIF event, trendy
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