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    DEDICATION


"I'm not the woman President of Harvard.


I'm the President of Harvard."


—Drew Gilpin Faust, President, Harvard University





Served 2007 to 2018, she was ranked by Forbes as the 33rd most powerful woman in the world.





Dedicated to all my female characters who possess the same sassy confidence

      

    


ENGINEERS CODE OF CONDUCT
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Engineers shall conduct themselves honorably, responsibly, ethically, and lawfully so as to enhance the honor, reputation, and usefulness of the profession.

PREFACE

––––––––
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Workplace injuries and illnesses cost the U.S. an estimated $250 billion each year. There are about 2.8 million nonfatal workplace accidents and injuries in United States private industry alone, each year. 4,764 U.S. workers died on the job in 2020.

We can do so much better.

The novel you are about to read, the sixth in the Cape Safety, Inc. series, fictionalizes a small company dedicated to altering those statistics.

Most of the stories these characters find themselves in are based on actual incidents and events. Should the headlines seem familiar, that is no coincidence. My characters are woven around real safety heroes who deserve to live longer in our thoughts than a single daily news article.

By reminding you of these news items that may have skipped your attention while hurrying through your daily lives, I hope to pay tribute to the real victims of these tragedies and to those who truly did their best to prevent them.

Although Cape Safety, Inc. lives only in our imaginations, the spirit and dedication of C.S.I.’s staff is personified for real by hard working safety professionals throughout the world. To those actual people I have woven into the fabric of this novel, I thank you for being an integral part of my fantasy.

As these characters are proud to call you their friends, I trust that you, too, would like to have the likes of Mike, Lars, Heidi, Claus, William, Candace, Sandra, Snake, Sue, Maggie, Megan, and Sam on your Christmas card list. 

Likewise you'd appreciate a welcome bark or purr from, Tickets, Runnels or Oarlock.

Enjoy the tales, now initiated coast-to-coast, and please stay in touch.

You can find me right here in tiny Waquoit writing up more adventures.

Send me all your thoughts at: capesafetyguy@aol.com

Richard Hughes
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	Cover artwork – Ukrainian support ribbon, iStock photo # 1386840639 and 



Photo of the AquaDom, Berlin, Germany, public domain



CHAPTER 1
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Lars Frionor and Mike Rocco were co-owners of Cape Safety, Inc., a long-established—and many felt to be the best—safety, health, and environmental consulting firm in the United States. 

They were based out of Woods Hole, Massachusetts, a Cape Cod spit, and the closest mainland to the island of Martha's Vineyard. 

Recently, they had also remodeled and repurposed the famous Cliff House overlooking San Francisco Bay, and had turned it into a west coast headquarters, which they now called Cliff Safety, Inc. 

Mike Rocco was taking a well earned day off and was handling lines for his former classmate's tugboat. The two were working today on the Cape Cod Canal. The tugboat business on the canal was relaxed and today only barge escort was scheduled for the morning. It would be perfect for Mike to get in some thinking time.

Some people might spend their day off sleeping late and relaxing for a day, but to Mike a day aboard some plane, train, ship, heliporter, monorail, submarine, or other form of modern transport was his idea of true relaxation.

While sailing to meet their barge for escort and with towing hawser in hand, stories were dancing in Mike's head. 

One story was about the origins of the canal he was transiting presently, a far better known bit of trivia, but the second story was basically a lost bit of history relating to the very first Cape Cod Canal that was nowhere near here and last used two centuries ago.

He tried to imagine what this canal must have been like back on Wednesday, July 29, 1914, when it first opened to a parade of ships and thousands of onlookers, with the steamship Rose Standish of Boston the lead vessel. 

But the true beginnings of this canal went as far back as the Pilgrims and the Indians. 

It was Miles Standish who first noticed the Indians portaging their small boats across the isthmus here at the Cape’s shoulder to avoid the dangerous shoals and rough waters outside. This original thinking finally led to this canal. 

But damn, it sure took many false starts and a whole lot of politicking before anything meaningful ever happened.

Mike remembered reading that in 1871 an outfit calling itself the Cape Cod Ship Canal Company was granted a charter to dig a canal through the very isthmus he was floating in presently. 

The charter mandated that construction work was to start within two years and be completed in seven. 

Not too ambitious a timetable considering that it wasn’t truly completed for another 43 years.

Anyway, every engineer with a drafting pencil was putting in their two cents on whether to build locks, how wide to go, how deep to go, how much to spend, all that good stuff. 

The long and short of it was, by the end of the 1870's the Cod Ship Canal Company, whose charter ran out the end of the decade, had built nothing but a mountain of plans. The way Mike heard the story, the pressure was on them to get going or else lose their charter. By 1879 they needed to demonstrate some action.

Mike imagined the mountain of plans and numerous tail coated engineers arguing about this 17.4 mile channel that, now long completed, was wide and deep enough for two large ships to easily pass. 

At a spot called Town Neck, about a half mile from the beach in Sandwich, the company started a construction workforce of 112 laborers from New York City, and fresh off the boat from Italy, to actually swing shovels and picks. 

Yes, as crazy as that was, to show that construction was happening they actually initiated this idea. And the construction got even nuttier. 

But within two weeks the builders apparently saw the folly of their ways, increased the workforce to 500 Italians, and also added the sophisticated one-wheeled technology of wheelbarrows. Then in a real burst of inspiration, management upgraded from wheelbarrows to tip-carts. 

The poor guys were all living in tents near the site, apparently, at some highly visible site location chosen by management to make it look like the company was at last doing something and deserved to have their charter renewed.

But the owners’ charade didn’t accomplish much because they weren’t paying those poor Italian grunts and when the company food ran out after two weeks, the sorry-ass 500 marched on the company’s office, kidnapped the owner’s son, and threatened to hold him for ransom unless they were paid their first two week's wages.

Word of the "insurrection" got to Boston where they assembled a National Guard to march to the Cape and squelch what they called then the "Neapolitan revolt."

The poor Italians were never truly committed to the kidnapping idea in the first place, and gave the kid back the next day. 

History tells it that the workers simply roamed around Sandwich begging folks and offering to work for food. They only knew the Italian language and were, for all purposes, strangers in a strange land, hungry, victimized, powerless, and viewed with suspicion by the upper cape townies. 

Regarding the governor's response to “Sandwich being under siege,” all the soldiers ever encountered in Sandwich when they arrived were a bunch of ragtag, but totally harmless and hungry Italian drifters. And the townies in a modest act of contrition actually ended up feeding the poor guys for a while then paying for their return to New York, 60 of them a day, until they were, gladly for everyone, all gone.

Later, the Yarmouth Weekly wrote an editorial saying that, all things considered, the Italians behaved better than the Yankees or the Irish would have under similar conditions. 

You know that editorial must have ruffled more than a few Boston feathers.

And Florida Governor Ron DeSantis in the Fall of 2022 thought he invented the exploit the migrants by sending them to Cape Cod gag. 

Almost 200 years later, the canal was now television monitored twenty-four hours a day by a federal government staff of Army Corps of Engineers professionals, and was also the site of a new hydro-tidal turbine test (think reverse wind turbine with the blades at the canal floor powered by constant water currents).

But long before the turn of the 20th century, and August Belmont's steam shovels, an even earlier, long forgotten, different, canal was not only contemplated, it actually saw limited use. 

Twenty-six miles away, to the east at the border of Orleans and Eastham at a spot known as Jeremiah's Gutter the very first cape cod canal once existed. A gutter was an early American term for a channel or waterway. The Jeremiah name has been attributed to Jeremiah Smith, a late 17th century founder of Eastham. Wouldn't you know there would be a pirate component to the story, too?

April 26, 1717, an epic nor'easter storm battered the outer coast of Cape Cod and sank the pirate gally​[1] ship Whydah in adjacent Wellfleet, taking the lives of famed pirate Samuel "Black Sam" Bellamy and all but two of his crew. But the storm’s further damage was less well chronicled. It also carved a through channel from Town Cove in Orleans west to what is today Boat Meadow Beach in Eastham. Records show the new channel even saw use by British vessels actually hoping to recover Black Sam's treasure. 

They never did. 

Later, nature began to fill the channel back in, although subsequent storms would periodically reopen the marshland channel enough for cross vessel passage. In 1804 the passageway was widened and deepened for over a mile and a half along the Eastham and Orleans town line but remained lightly used until the War of 1812. 

During this time the canal was actually used by locals as a shortcut and a way to ship salt past England's contraband blockade of Provincetown. 

Over time the bay side silt clogged, once more becoming an unreliable passageway especially at low tide. But it was still passable during large storms and tides as late as 1844.

In 1865 Henry David Thoreau even mentioned Jeremiah's Gutter in his classic book, Cape Cod.

As Mike's tug positioned itself to lead the 17-mile escort he checked his phone messages, most of which were filtered through the Communications Center of Cape Safety, Inc. in nearby Woods Hole. 

"Good, nothing that can't wait," he muttered aloud.

CHAPTER 2

––––––––
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Mike was glad he let his partner Lars stand in for him at a neighborhood breakfast meeting. Mike appreciated the importance of being an engaged local business even though they had now grown CSI to international recognition. 

He just wanted to avoid the "Fox said this morning," now you spend an hour disassembling the lies, face-offs that were inevitable at these community get-togethers. He wondered briefly how the breakfast was going for Lars, his partner and stand-in this morning. Since Lars hadn't attended one yet it was his turn to bite his tongue and swallow his breakfast simultaneously. No easy feat.

Lars sensed almost immediately that he was overwhelmed at the morning breakfast meeting by many well-heeled conservative MAGA (formerly Republican) business people, elbow to elbow at the buffet, too anxious to offer their Fox-dispensed political acumen. 

Lars wasn't quite ready for political confrontations before his morning juice and coffee but it appeared that the day had other plans. 

Lars Frionor was anything but elitist or a political snob but he recognized a potential rat hole that any real engagement with the conservative MAGA mind would send him down. 

Threatened MAGA minds, on that side of the American political aisle now saw every event in the frame of "replacement theory,"  with a singular goal to get "them" (the replacers) before they "the innocently aggrieved" white Americans were somehow placed on ice flows by these "dangerous illegals." Typically once these rants started, "illegals" also extended to women, black, brown, Asian, Jewish, Muslim, gay, transitional folks and of course their arch-enemies— dreaded liberals like Mike and him. "Legal" now was redefined by the right as merely agreeing with them. 

Actually, they perceived everything a threat to the idyllic Leave it to Beaver lifestyle​[2] that nobody ever really lived. To sum it up, they wanted white folks running everything, women knowing their place to complete domestic tasks, and all racial and religious minorities in merely supporting roles, if seen at all.

2023 was a strange time in American history.

Lars had taken on the argument before, and inevitably his defense of one person-one vote liberalism in the broad would always be met with accusations of being too naive to this threat-filled world. 

Usually a sanctimonious concession was made from the MAGA Republican trying to lecture Mike or Lars that America could no longer afford the indulgence of human kindness, care, or the basic precept of democracy for all, with people always being more important than things.

This morning one business guy over the donut table was opining, "Why in Florida, where I spend the winter, if somebody walks onto my property to steal my stuff I can shoot them square in the back of their head, and the cops won't say a thing about it. And I have a concealed carry permit that lets me do it, too," he elaborated with curious pride. "My brother in Texas carries three guns on him at all times, just in case trouble happens. Yup, the cops there have the same attitude about it, too, like of course, they should have. But up here in Massachusetts it's chaos. Damn folks here have a whole different attitude and the State Troopers back them up on it, too," continued conservative Carl.

Lars had a choice here that he hated. 

Speak out on how dramatically worse the Texas and Florida gun homicide rates were compared to Massachusetts, the "chaos" state. Maybe even remind him of the heroics the 400 gun-toting police never showed in Uvalde, Texas.

Argue that killing someone for trespassing, even trespassing with ill intent, shouldn't bequeath you, conservative Carl (or your Texas brother), with the power of judge and executioner over a fellow human being committing a territorial infraction.  

Try to ascertain why in this conservative's mind legal possession of something, frankly anything, was equivalent to the right to take the non-possessor's life away.

Lastly, to keep the breakfast happy, convivial, and devoid of verbal incident, he could pretend he heard nothing and divert for a quick walk to nowhere. This was the option he actually selected. 

Was it a coward's way out? 

Should he fight every political battle at a hat drop? 

Most importantly, would he really win converts to his thinking, then when the verbal jousting finished, would everyone remember Lars and CSI to just be instigators of the disagreement, hence persona non grata for the next event? 

Lars liked to think that all sides could somehow get along but there was shrinking evidence of that most days. 

The more Lars had read about the origins of the conservative Republican Party's big lie strategy, which dated back 25 years to that onerous troll Newt Gingrich, the more understandable their present scorched earth strategy became. 

Gingrich's success at redefining truth to be "whatever I want truth to be" allowed for an entirely new approach to reality among conservatives that the rest of the country was now, daily, trying to deal with.

It was infuriating but understandable in this era of great demographic upheaval. 

Soon, if not already, white America would no longer be the most populous race, fact. 

That frightened many conservative MAGA republicans down to their toes, even with no talk from any direction of retribution, revenge, or pay back against white America.

In a fair democracy with every citizen holding an equal vote, white entitlement could only survive into the future with jiggered elections. Hence the MAGA Republican's present aggressive efforts at voter suppression, claiming voter frauds that didn't exist, gerrymandering of districts, elector replacement efforts, voter machine discrediting, vote disallowances, and myriad other revitalized Jim Crow chicanery.

MAGA truth now was "Newt truth" with a really crazy, Jewish laser guns, and pedophile liberals eating babies at a Washington, D.C. pizzeria, new QAnon add-on.

Even the political ability to redefine truth as whatever one wanted it to be, now included in the MAGA cult view the well disproven theory that more guns by definition "added to" societal safety. It was a constant issue of consternation to both safety firm owners.

Naturally, asking conservative Carl to compare American gun violence statistics to every other country on the planet would likewise initiate an argument, so Lars now found himself in the adjacent room tapping on a tropical fish tank to get the attention of two guppies and a rainbowfish.

The eggs and sausage were excellent, but at the expense of the agita, Lars felt that next time he and Mike could draw straws for the privilege of representing the firm here.

Lars couldn't help but think that there were too many people in the world, including the guy across the dinner table with the three-gun, Texas assassin brother, still so psychologically impressionable and threatened by change.

Some trespassing crime in Texas didn't necessarily mean that more homeowner handguns were immediately needed in Sandwich, MA.  

Investigate, review alternative solutions, implement a solution if necessary, and follow up that this solution was continuing to work. That was the essence of a good safety consultant intervention. 

Disheartening to Lars was this growing "shoot first and ask questions later" mindset on the conservative far-right and he was in search of a way to fully understand that self-preservation mentality. 

But he was keenly aware that this expanding MAGA ethos of my welfare first, zero-sum game​[3] citizenry wasn't only a growing United States movement. The same far right theory was sweeping through much of Europe, Central America, and, for God's sake, even traditionally passive Sweden. 

Protectionism, anti-intellectualism, white-replacement fright, disavowance of history, gun obsession, fear of the future, anti-government, misogyny, incel​[4] victimhood, survivalist, even the evangelical end times view of a short future, seemed to Lars to be his company's future anti truth and science nemesis, now.   

If a person didn't believe in science, statistics, and scholarly opinions, did hope exist that they would be an ally in responsible citizenship? Or become a client trying to make an issue better?

But maybe, just maybe, science once again could and would come to the rescue providing a clearer understanding of what was going on in the human mind to encourage this group of otherwise responsible people to think this way.

Lars had just finished a book titled Predisposed that talked in detail about the field of neuroscience. The authors made the case that if the differences between liberal and conservative thinkers seem overwhelming, these personality distinctions may actually be biological predispositions.

Maybe we are all born to think one way or another, thought Lars.

Their research, obviously still advancing, indicated that conservative thinkers desire security, predictability and authority more than liberal thinkers do and liberal thinkers are far more comfortable with novelty, nuance and complexity. 

Most interesting was that these preferences were scientifically measureable.

Using MRI (Magnetic Resonance Imaging) researchers isolated actual brain area responses to various social and emotional information and have identified bigger brain areas that process this information depending on content engagement. 

The actual volume of gray brain matter (the neural cell bodies) making up the anterior cingulate cortex, an area of the brain that helps detect errors and solve problems and conflicts, tends to be larger in self-identified liberals.

The actual volume of gray brain matter in the amygdala, critical for regulating emotions and evaluating threats, is larger in self-identified conservative thinkers.

Lars felt that this science might begin to explain a lot. 

Conservatives that he knew certainly focused on any possible threat and had a personal reaction to every threat they read or heard about.

Gun ownership came first to mind, but also escalating road rage incidents, "Karen" outbursts, attacking the Capitol when their candidate lost an election, all fit into that profile. Black or white thinking. Agree with our new truth or you're wrong thinking. 

Probably there was a time in the evolution of mankind that these attributes were essential and survival depended on them. But was that mind set still applicable and beneficial? 

Liberals he knew, and Lars felt he was in this group, were far less energized and anxiety filled by possible threats, were far more interested in win-win conflict resolutions, and showed far more patience with answers in the gray. Certainly, liberal thinkers generally exhibited a more passive and intellectual approach to everyday problems but an approach that also required more innate patience. This slower approach invariably infuriated the conservative thinker who had no problem rushing to judgment.

Science and Lars had no answers on which mindset would lead to a better person, better family, better city, better state or country, but they were definitely two very different roads to the same place.

Would America be a better country as a sleeker autocratic "faux republic" with one person's judgment, effectively, the only judgment that matters, and a single unchallenged direction? Conservative America was certainly pushing in this direction.

Or should we continue on with a far more ponderous decision making democracy that allows for multiple opinions, multiple decision makers, and sometimes quite conflicting, even at times counterproductive, forward momentum? That would be the liberal course we as a country have been on since our inception.

But the real kicker in Lars's mind, this fine morning, was this.

Although these findings were quite consistent between many subjects who self-described before the experiment as liberally oriented or conservatively oriented, there was an unresolved and critical issue noted by these same experimenters.

Yes, let's reduce it to the chicken and the egg. 

Essentially, do each of our brains start out bigger in one of these two key areas or does our muscle use of it actually cause one of the two key areas to grow larger? Like every other muscle in the human body, a growth response to exercise.

If one gets alarmed over every action they question, will their amygdala over-respond, grow, and be in constant anticipation of more trouble?

If one overly focuses on the novelty, nuance and complexity of a problem, growing their anterior cingulate cortex in the process - will these brain tendencies restrain us from reacting in time to an instantaneous hazard or incident? 

Science had no answers yet. 

Maybe the conservative thinker was more threat responsive because more threats resulted from worse negotiating abilities. 

Maybe, liberal brains were less threat sensitive and reactive because they had more innate trust in others.

But what if science found a brain with both areas of equal size and responsiveness? Would that be considered a perfect brain or just the scientific explanation for the perennially "undecided" voter? 

Boy, we still had so much to learn, Lars thought.

He was certain, however, that it would be a nicer world if more people appreciated the conflict that was happening inside their own heads and  decided to focus just a bit more on understanding how these biological conflicts could be impacting their responses to world issues.

CHAPTER 3
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Candace Dew and Snake Irwin were two senior consultants who had been hired together many years past following winter interviews in the New York Trump Tower. It was long before the controversial building owner and ex-President, Donald J. Trump, even considered running for the White House.

Since then the two had worked both, independently and together, on many projects, particularly those that had a fire forensics component, the specialty the two most had in common.

Today was another mutual project, to follow up on the installation of new Boston manhole covers. Their day would start by meeting a fellow consultant who had been working on the problem of exploding manholes (sometimes hundreds of feet) for nearly two decades, Mr. George Gela, who hailed from the Electrical Power Research Institute Lab in far flung Lenox, Massachusetts.

Lenox was about as far in Massachusetts one could go from Boston without entering New York State. Fortunately, Mr. Gela had done the travelling to Boston saving the two a long commute.

Manhole explosions resulting in flying heavy steel covers sailing skyward were not a routine Boston occurrence, but they happened often enough to warrant a solution. Snake and Candace had contributed key ideas on many occasions over the two decades these solutions were being finalized.

Now the implementation phase was underway and the three had met alongside a $200,000 specially designed Eversource power company truck equipped with a remote controlled winch in the bed that could electro-magnet lift the new covers into place over the manholes.

The need for such specialty covers was due to a grouping of factors common to an old town (Boston) with underground gases prone to pipe leakage and prone to naturally developing explosive gases generated by sewage decomposition.

Aging high-powered electrical wire bundles that were vulnerable to plastic insulation breakdown, winter salt runoff-caused deterioration, and not rare rat bites, can then arc in a contained explosive gas environment resulting in major explosions and airborne sewer covers raising all manner of havoc.

Researchers in Mr. Gela's lab in Lenox, in fact, determined that one million small fires take place each week in underground electrical systems across North America and on average about ten of those fires turn large, with one in a million (but still one a week) resulting in a full explosion.

Obviously, reducing the gas buildup with ventilation would be the best solution but the country's entire sewer system logistically cannot be provided with constant ventilation. Monitored gas sensors, too, would be helpful, and were actually being installed in traffic critical areas (120 proposed in Boston) but that number, too, was miniscule to the scope of the exposure.

Noreen McGuire, with Eversource, was leading today's installations of soon to be 5,000 new specialty manhole covers, one with vents for more remote areas and the more common ventless cover where foot traffic existed. The vented cover couldn't be used where foot traffic could accidentally snare a high heel in the vent holes causing a foot injury. The vented cover, although helpful to reduce gas buildup, also leaked in more salty slush than a full cover. Vents or no, was sometimes a lesser of two evils decision. But, most significantly, both covers were now equipped with side hooks that would allow these covers to raise four inches only in an explosion restrained by the hooks, releasing the exploding gases but not launching the covers.

A recent explosion of an old cover sent a steel manhole cover flying onto the center of the Longfellow Bridge, fortunately striking nothing but roadway. It served as a reminder, accenting the importance of the mission, however.

The CSI consultants helped work out a plan to focus initial installations on manholes most prone to explosions like those packed with a lot of older wiring and near high traffic areas like downtown, Back Bay, the Boston Marathon route, North End, Fenway, Financial District and iconic Boylston and Newbury Streets.

Not unlike other major Northeast cities, Boston's electrical system, since its original installation in the 1880's, is the continued growth of wires on wires - now nearly 150 years old and often bundled underground in these sewer vaults where gas leaks tended to migrate and concentrate.

Snake was also working with the Boston utility companies to prioritize natural gas line replacements that were likely contributing to the frequency of these explosions. Similar to the wiring bundles, many of these pipes were original and approaching a centennial or so of underground service, a length of service for which they were never manufactured.

"Noreen, do you think the public is aware how frail this part of Boston's infrastructure is?" asked Candace.

She shook her head as a laborer helped answer the question for her.

"I know they don't. I've asked more than a few sidewalk supervisors and most neighborhood folks have no idea how far back most of this underground construction goes. They think pipes are checked all the time but the truth is most pipes are never checked unless something goes wrong with them and the odor comes up through the earth. Why even our manhole inspections are way down thanks to Covid, overall manpower, and downtown development being reduced," the laborer offered.

Noreen told them that the new truck would be capable of installing 125 new covers a week up from their present 40 to 50 a week using manual handling and pry bar handling techniques, quite the improvement. Both consultants were pleased with both the public and private cooperation and the professionalism of all involved.

Too often did Snake and Candace read unfair stories in muckraking papers like the local Boston Herald, of public workers not hustling when eyewitnesses later admitted that the reporters waited for a coffee or lunch break to snap photos of municipal workers dogging it. No one did that back to the news reporters on their martini lunches, and it simply wasn't a fair thing for them to do to responsible city workers.

As Snake and Candace were bending into their new Nissan Leaf, which Mike had just bought five of them as replacement company cars for a pretty fair $26,000 apiece, they received a message of an industrial injury just occurring nearby at the John F. Kennedy Library in Dorchester. Apparently, a window washer working inside had fallen from a height between five and seven stories.

Neither consultant needed to speculate much as to the result of a fall from this height. The question was, of course, why wasn't the worker properly provided with fall protection that even if a fall occurred he or she would be restrained from falling more than 6 feet, the OSHA law that existed presently.

OSHA, naturally, would be responding, and Snake decided a phone inquiry may be better than two more inquiring minds on scene. As they headed down the expressway they could see the blue and red response vehicle emergency lights surrounding the library and could only hope that the man's death would serve as notice to others how important prevention measures were in every profession.

CHAPTER 4
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Three thousand and ninety five miles away, two fellow consultants, Maggie and Sandra, were working out of the company's newest entity, Cliff Safety, Inc.'s West Coast headquarters. Cliff Safety, Inc. was their newest location with a fresh company identity and developing their own personality albeit with essentially the same cast of characters. The company had completely renovated the historic Cliff House in San Francisco and it now was serving company needs quite well as their consulting base for safety, health and environmental problems generated west of the country's breadbasket. 

––––––––
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The original Cliff House above and newer manifestations of it as a restaurant (upper right) and world class west coast headquarters of a Woods Hole based S, H, & E firm (lower right). 

The two companies were growing a powerful reputation with corporate, governmental, and organizational leaders, worldwide, for helping firms, governments, and various organizations deal with common safety, occupational health, and environmental concerns. But with everyday folks their many accomplishments remained not widely known.

Yes, there were many unique west coast problems. Yet even with the mighty Pacific as their state's western border, a shortage of water seemed to dominate as the "best coast's" as they call it, environmental concern. Fresh water that is!

For agriculture, fire fighting, even for drinking water, the west was "underwater" in the parlance of modern journalism and literally had myriad users fighting each other for this limited natural resource.

Maggie, with original Texas roots, had "no horse in this race" as she would say regarding the two coasts but Sandra, a true Yankee, would stand for no "best coast, least coast" talk, and reminded everyone where the brains to keep them "best" were coming from.

By 2023 Cape Safety, Inc. often had personnel in space operations; at the greatest ocean depths; in the densest Patagonian rain forests; in the world's deepest caves and mines; in deepwater submersibles; in the tallest corporate boardrooms; and in places most people had no idea humans even visited. Yes, if human beings could get there, and subsequently become injured, become ill, or potentially harm the planet, it was likely that someone from CSI was involved to safeguard those activities. 

It was what the firm did and had been doing for the past few decades. Now a west coast entity aided the logistics of all that in a major way.

Mike and Lars were second generation owners of the firm that was begun years ago by Bob Guard and Gene Wing, "about the same time" they had always said, "they invented air and water."

The company wasn't quite that old, but the two owners frequently reminded employees in those days that CSI was the firm who talked the National Hockey League into facemasks for their goalies, although it took them twenty more years to convince them that helmets for all were a great idea, too.

Bob and Gene's point was always that improvements sometimes come rapidly, or unfortunately, sometimes they took a long time. But if they were true improvements they would eventually be implemented.

Patience was a safety person's essential virtue.

All those micro successes of early years proved to Cape Safety Inc.'s clients that safety, health, and environmental prevention efforts paid off in many ways.

Eventually, nearly all of the entities they had helped implemented an end to their downgrading circumstances at their highest levels. Many established national policies, better S, H, & E regulations, adopted best industry practices, and negotiated formal international understandings. That certainly was the goal.

Water may have been the most imminent west coast concern but not its only one. Like the rest of the country, climate change was front and center, too, and today Marc Jacobson and Mark Delucci, co-authors of a cover story in Scientific American that had shaken up the entire journalistic community were personally giving Scientist Sandra and Maggie the core of their thesis that proved how the entire world could get all of its energy—fuel as well as electricity—from wind, water and solar sources by 2030. No coal or oil, no nuclear or natural gas. It sounded infeasible except for the fact the Stanford and Cal-Davis scientists had already calculated just how many hydroelectric dams, wave-energy systems, wind turbines, solar plants and rooftop photovoltaic installations the world would need to run itself completely on renewable energy, had done a smaller study for the entire state of New York and were well underway with a similar study of California's needs
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	The embargos relating to the ongoing Ukraine war effort

	U.S. oil companies profiteering after not making the huge money in Covid-compromised 2021 that they had anticipated

	the disruptions of major Texas oil refineries being sold suddenly to Saudi Arabian managements with very different production priorities

	Middle East consortiums trying to manipulate the oil supply in advance of U.S. mid-term elections

	the President spot releasing oil reserves to try to maintain supply balance with typical Republican blowback

	and now the news that for the first time in four years there was no US crude being exported to France because of a French oil workers strike upending normal trade flows.
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	Dimming their buildings at night would reduce bird-confusing light pollution, so agreed the National Audubon Society. 

	Drawing the shades when people inside work late can also help

	Avoiding over lighting with newer, brighter technology.
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