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Author’s Note

I wrote this series to bring to everyone’s attention our obsession with technology, which is destroying our planet’s biosphere and will eventually, in my opinion, bring about the extinction of most species on Earth, both plant and animal, including, of course, our own.

Hanging on to the belief that we will soon develop some new technology that will provide us with a free and unlimited source of energy and “save” us is just pure folly. Technology cannot be the solution to our environmental problems – it is the cause.

In the meantime, we should not even consider venturing too far into outer space. Until we learn to live both socially and environmentally compatible with the Earth, any attempt to spread our species to other words should not be called “colonizing.” It would more accurately be termed “metastasizing.”
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Chapter 1
Beige Technology

 

“Sarah,” Isabella called out as she rummaged through their shared closet. “Have you decided on what you’re wearing to the job fair?” Without waiting for a reply, she removed a stylish, bright blue, two-piece suit and pressed it against her body. She walked over to the full-length mirror hanging on the back of their bedroom door and turned first to the left and then the right. “I was hoping I could borrow your new blue suit. The one your mother sent you last month. And the matching shoes,” she added while admiring herself in the mirror.

The door suddenly opened, and Isabella backed up quickly out of the way. “Sure, I guess. I mean, I hadn’t really thought about what I’d wear yet, but I’m sure it wouldn’t be that,” Sarah replied as she walked into the room. Isabella was standing there modeling the suit. “It’s too bright for my tastes, and the skirt is too short,” said Sarah as she walked completely around the swaying Isabella, “but it sure does look good on you!” she exclaimed with a big smile. “I’m not sure how it will go over at the job fair with the recruiters, but if part of their requirements is a drop-dead pair of legs, you’ll be hired on the spot!” Sarah jibed.

Isabella just smiled. She was used to Sarah’s kidding by now. They had been roommates for almost two years, ever since they met while matriculating into U.C. Berkeley’s Graduate School. Isabella was just finishing her master’s in social studies and Sarah her doctorate in environmental science. They both had placed ads seeking a roommate in The Daily Californian, U.C. Berkley’s campus newspaper. Their ads just happened to be one above the other, so they both agreed they must have been destined to room together. That might have indeed been the case because the apartment-sharing arrangement worked out wonderfully, and there had never been any real discord.

“So,” Isabella continued while returning to the mirror to resume admiring herself, “what will you wear?”

Sarah moved over to the closet and started slowly searching through it herself. “I don’t know. It doesn’t really matter. Just something business-like, I guess. How about this?” she asked as she pulled out a nondescript, dark brown pantsuit. “I am planning to wear this to my final defense of my thesis next week, but it’s the most business-like suit I have.”

“Bo-ring…” intoned Isabella. “Why don’t you wear something bright? Something people will notice. Something to make you stand out.”

“I want to stand out, but I want to stand out because of my education. Because of the range of skills I can offer. Not because of my appearance.”

“It never hurts,” advised Isabella as she spun around, holding the bright blue suit tightly against her body.

 

On Saturday morning, the day of the university-sponsored conference and job fair, Sarah walked the six blocks to the campus alone. Isabella had already left having accepted a ride with some of her friends. She had invited Sarah, but Sarah had declined claiming she had some last-minute chores to finish, but really it was because she didn’t like Isabella’s friends. They were too loud and boisterous for her. And they drank too much. They even drank during the day. She especially didn’t want to be in their company during the conference. Upon arriving at the job fair, she walked briskly through the main hall that was dotted with booths staffed by recruiters for all the various businesses. They weren’t too busy right now, but after the presentations that began the conference had concluded, they would be crowded with eager students looking for employment opportunities. There were several presentations scheduled, and Sarah chose one entitled “New, Environmental-friendly Technologies.”

She was early, as usual. The meeting room was fairly small. Evidently, the conference staff did not anticipate a large turnout for this presentation. The room was like a small movie theater, with a raised stage at the front and rows of seats on either side of a central aisle, each row going down toward the stage was lower than the row behind to afford good viewing. Sarah had her choice of seats and chose an aisle seat in the back row just inside the entrance doors. As the room started to slowly fill up, people filled the room from front to back. When others needed to slide into Sarah’s row, she had to turn her legs to the side to let people shuffle past her to seats nearer the sidewall. One of these students was a young man whom Sarah had noticed arriving a little earlier. He was hard to miss. He was very tall and handsome and dressed impeccably in what looked like a very expensive suit. He had walked in and went right down to the front of the room. Then he slowly ambled up the aisle, nodding to some people and pausing to talk to others here and there, to the left and to the right, all along the way. Twice he stopped and engaged several women in more lengthy conversations, but both times he ended up moving along, back up the aisle towards Sarah.

When he got to her row, he suddenly stopped and introduced himself, “Hi, I’m Raza,” he said as he slid past and settled into the seat next to her. “Where have I seen you before?” he continued. “Weren’t you in my calculus class?”

Sarah just shook her head and mumbled, “No, I don’t think so. I mean, no, I didn’t take a calculus course this year.”

“Well, it was somewhere,” he smiled and leaned a little closer to her. “I never forget a face, especially one as beautiful as yours,” he added with a mischievous wink. He stuck out his hand, “I’m Raza. Raza Ahuja. And before you ask, it’s Hindu. But no, I’m not a Hindu, at least not a practicing one. I’m just a plain old Indian-American. Third generation. How about you? Where are you from?”

Sarah was almost in shock as she stared into his dark brown eyes, which were punctuated by his dark, smooth skin and dazzlingly white smile. She limply took his hand and replied, “Modesto. I’m from Modesto.”

By this time, the doors had been closed, and the presenters had filed onto the stage. The room appeared to be completely full, and a few people were even standing in the aisle near the doors and right next to Sarah.

Just as the presentation’s moderator moved up to the mic and tapped on it to test the sound, the doors open a bit, and someone started working their way into the room and through those standing at the back. When Sarah became aware of this woman, she immediately saw she was very petite and wore a long, dark blue tunic and a delicate, white hijab, which left most of her face uncovered. She moved through the crowd with difficulty, and Sarah quickly noticed she had a distinctive limp. When she got to the front of those standing, she surveyed the crowd looking for a seat. Finding none, she inched her way to the side and leaned up against Sarah’s aisle seat. Sarah immediately turned to Raza and whispered, “Why don’t you offer her your seat?” Raza just quickly looked up at the woman, and then back at Sarah.

“She should have arrived here earlier,” he said with feigned disappointment in his voice. He looked at her again. “But she is kind of cute,” he added as an afterthought.

Sarah immediately turned and stood up, moved into the aisle, and offered the young lady her seat. Seeing this, Raza also then got up and moved into the aisle. “Here, take my seat,” he offered in a gracious tone. The young woman nodded slightly and moved into the row and took Raza’s seat. After she had passed by, Raza leaned over and whispered in Sarah’s ear, “You owe me one,” and then moved into the small group standing the back. Sarah reseated herself, and the presentation began.

After the first presenter was introduced and began speaking, the young lady leaned over and whispered to Sarah, “Thanks. Sorry I’ve caused so much trouble.”

“Trouble?” Sarah replied with a smile and a subdued chuckle. “I was wondering how I was going to get rid of that guy.”

The woman smiled slightly and said, “I’m Haneefah, but my American friends just call me “Hannah. I’m from Qatar.”

“I’m Sarah,” came the reply, and then a barely audibly mumbled, “…from Modesto,” as they both settled back in their seats and returned their full attention to the presenters.

 

There were three speakers; each took about fifteen minutes to give their opinion on the presentation’s topic – the status of environmentally-friendly, state-of-the-art technologies. After their presentations, the moderator took the podium once again and asked if there were any questions.  Sarah and most of the rest of the audience were gathering up their belongings and getting ready to exit the room when she noticed Haneefah was already standing and waving her hands in the air to get the moderator’s attention. She finally did.

“Ah, there, in the back,” he said, acknowledging her. “I think we have a question. Get that young lady a mic.” There was some shuffling around in the aisle, but very quickly, a young man with a special badge came to the row, leaned over Sarah, and handed Hannefah a mic.

“Address your question to a specific speaker,” he advised.

Hannefah began her question but was quickly interrupted by the moderator. “Speak up! I can’t hear you.”

Hannefah began again with a strong, clear voice that was delivered with just a hint of an aristocratic British-Arabic accent, “My question is addressed to all of you. You’ve been all talking about ‘green’ technology and ‘renewable’ energy sources. What do you mean by that?”

A soft chuckle rolled through the audience. The moderator, too, seemed taken aback a little. He backed away from the podium and whispered something to the presenters. When he returned to the podium, he said, “I’m surprised you came to this presentation if you don’t know what we mean by the term ‘green’ technology.” This caused another ripple of hushed laughter from the crowd.

“I have an idea what you mean, but I just want to verify it,” Hannefah quickly replied with a confident tone.

Again, the moderator backed off the podium, looked again at the presenters, and then stepped back up to the mic and said confidently, “ ‘Green’ technologies are technologies that are not harmful to the environment. The term ‘green’ is associated with plants in the environment, and their health is a good gauge for the health of the environment.”

Just as quickly as he had delivered his answer, Hannefah shot back, “And can you name a technology, any technology, even one technology, that is not harmful to the environment?”

This brought a different kind of response from the crowd. Laughter was replaced with murmurs and hushed discussions. For the third time, the moderator stepped back from the podium, but this time walked over to the seated presenters and actively conferred with them. After a short discussion, one of the presenters stood up and approached the podium. “Thank you for your question,” he began. “Could we have your name?”

“Hannefah. Hannefah Baqri.”

“Okay, Han…naf…”

“You can just call me ‘Hannah,' ” she quickly added to resumed laughter in the crowd.

“Very well, then, ‘Hannah,’ these new technologies that we refer to as ‘green’ are not exactly beneficial to the environment, but they are much less harmful than the older technologies, like the ones using fossil fuels.”

“Then why don’t you refer to the
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