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Chapter 4 

Telephobe 

Jake sipped his whiskey as boredom slowly overtook him.  The view out the window 

offered very little, just cloud mist nose to nose with the glass.  He leaned forward a bit in his 

chair to spy over the tops of the seats.  He shook his head.  Not many passengers, and the 

majority of them sported gray hair.  Throwbacks like Jake. 

He plugged in his earphones, turned on the seat-back monitor and began sifting through 

the endless sea of media content.  Finding a classic movie to watch shouldn’t be too hard, he 

thought.  This was after all New World Airlines, or Nostalgia Air as it was informally called.  

The last commercial airline.  It catered primarily to people who loved flying, or more accurately, 

hated teleporting.  Jake fit both categories.  When he was younger, he had a pilot’s license, but 

had let it lapse somewhere along the way.  It was really his fear of teleporting though that made 

air travel his transportation of choice.  He could never determine if his telephobia was due to 

nature or nurture.  Ironically, his father had been afraid to fly.  So it at least appeared as if 

phobias ran in the family, just not the same types. 

In Jake’s mind though, the fact that a person was demolecularized (in essence, destroyed) 

before being teleported, was more than enough rational grounds not to want to do it.  He was a 

huge fan of science and loved the idea that teleportation was possible, but that was entirely 

different than actually doing it with his own personage.  He sometimes felt hypocritical; on the 

one hand championing so many of these technologies, but then often rejecting them based on 

nothing more than fickle superstition.  He remembered how he used to turn a deaf ear to his 

father whenever he started ranting about doing things ‘old school,’ which to Jake in his youth 
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meant doing things the uninformed way.  His father hated technology and was always more than 

willing to share his opinions about it. 

‘Character is like a muscle,’ he used to say.  ‘If you don’t exercise it, it atrophies.  Doing 

things for yourself – that builds character.  Let some machine do it, you become a jellyfish!’  By 

the time he died at seventy-two, he’d pretty much given up all hope or concern for humanity. 

‘I don’t envy you the future son, and I’m truly sorry I introduced you to it.  Don’t be as 

cruel as I was.  Never have kids.’  That was one of the last things he remembered his father 

saying before he died.  Hell of a thing to tell your only child, Jake always felt. 

Though it pained him to admit it, somewhere along the line he had become like his father.  

Not so much bitter, but definitely disillusioned.  His one and only marriage hadn’t lasted long 

enough for children to enter the picture.  So he at least had followed that bit of advice, though 

more by default than by design.  Still, he couldn’t see much point to it.  These days, having a kid 

was like buying a car.  There weren’t many things left up to chance.  Parental wishes fell within 

a narrow range of tier-ranked packages.  There were simply too many laws and regulations 

surrounding genetic heritage to allow anyone much choice.  A person had more chance of 

uniqueness buying a pet; genetic manipulation with animals tended to only focus on aggression 

suppression. 

Despite similarities with his father, Jake had never been able to fully understand him.  

There just seemed to be something missing.  A void or blankness, as if he’d been forced to erase 

some part of his humanity.  To some degree it was understandable.  The man had gone through 

the Great Upheaval from start to finish.  He’d obviously seen more than his share of misery.  He 

never talked about it with his son though, at least not in detail.  Like everyone else, Jake got most 
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of his information from the official, historical accounts.  When he was learning about it in high 

school, he’d sometimes ask his father for a more personalized interpretation, but rarely got one. 

The Consortium’s version of that era was not exactly glossed over, but it certainly 

painted the corporate elite as saviors.  That always struck Jake as suspiciously self-serving.  Still, 

considering the human race had been on its way toward extinction, perhaps a bit of bragging was 

warranted.  The propaganda was only distasteful if one believed that corporations were the cause 

of the collapse in the first place. 

No matter how or why, it was definitely a defining moment in human history.  What the 

fall of Rome had been to Eurasia, the Great Upheaval had been to the entire planet.  Though with 

technology having a strong foothold, recovery occurred within decades instead of centuries.  

Public records estimated that once the dust settled, nearly a third of the world’s population had 

been lost to a perfect storm of starvation, disease, war and natural disaster.  Even after the worst 

of it had transpired, the planet was still in a very fragile, precarious state.  Recovery was by no 

means a forgone conclusion. 

In a perverse way, the Great Upheaval had been the catalyst for Humankind 2.0, as it was 

called.  Historians viewed it as a phoenix event; an opportunity to redesign life from the ashes.  

Almost every documentary Jake ever watched on the subject painted the era as a necessary 

catastrophe.  The belief stood that no major change in any system could ever occur while the 

system was in operation, particularly something as complex as a global society.  All previous 

attempts at reformation had failed because they amounted to nothing more than tinkering with a 

broken machine as it rolled down the road.  Once total collapse occurred, it allowed every aspect 

of society to be redesigned from the ground up, on a global scale.  The machine was taken off the 

road, hoisted up on jacks, and radically overhauled. 
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Those with the most power (and consequently the most to lose) took the reins.  They 

were the corpus oligarchia – the corporate elite.  They’d been running think tanks of every color 

and flavor long before the Upheaval began.  When the time was right, they stepped forward and 

instituted a one-world order based entirely on economics.  The Consortium of Nations was born.  

It was modeled on the pre-Upheaval World Trade Organization, yet chartered with far broader 

powers.  Made up of eighteen, global conglomerates, all policy implementation was by way of 

consensus vote from each of the corporations’ chief executive officers.  A nineteenth seat was 

created (that of the Apex CEO), which served primarily as a tie-breaker, but also as the public 

face of the Consortium. 

The Consortium’s first act was to consolidate what was left of the world’s various 

militaries into one, global force.  Most governments imploded during the Upheaval, leaving 

many armed forces open to the highest bidders.  Since the corporate sector already controlled 

defense manufacturing, there was little resistance to making the military a subsidiary of the 

Consortium.  With this new might, all remedies deemed necessary for recovery were easily 

implemented. 

They concluded that if the human race were to have any chance of repairing the 

environment and continuing to survive, it would first need to begin seeing itself as one, unified 

entity.  Tribalism, in whatever form it took, had to be eradicated. 

Mass prosperity was seen as the most effective tool to achieve this aim.  Since most 

conflicts of the past were actually due to resource scarcity, which merely masqueraded as 

political, religious or racial differences, the new-world plan was to create and maintain a 

perpetual state of prosperity for everyone.  If that could be accomplished, it was theorized that all 
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other problems would, in time, solve themselves.  At the very least, they’d be minor in scope and 

easier to deal with. 

For both immediate and long-term stability, the Consortium felt several key departments 

within the new corporate framework needed to be formed.  First, society had to move toward a 

resource-based economy, one which allowed all nations within the charter equal access to global 

resources.  After seizing power, the Consortium took control of all remaining assets.  For the first 

time in history, the regulation and distribution of food, energy and technology were brought 

together under one roof; the Department of Resource Management.  Second, since all resources 

were finite, world population levels needed to be strictly managed; hence the Department of 

Population Control.  Third, in order to foster a common language and worldview, they created a 

single, global education system.  It had a uniform curriculum with heavy focus on science and 

industry; this was overseen by the Department of Education. 

With regard to the more obtuse aspects of society (considered divisive, yet inextricably 

woven into the human psyche), the Consortium simply chose to view them as commodities to be 

managed.  All religions, for example, were gathered up under one tent; the Department of 

Spiritual Affairs.  Its primary aim was to constructively channel faith-based tendencies and 

mitigate dogmatic competitiveness. 

Over time, other departments within the new global structure were created.  Many of 

them mirrored previous governmental institutions, with the exception being that they were now 

operated in a corporate fashion, efficiency being key. 

The most radical shift in thinking pertained to the world economy.  It was so antithetical 

to previous economic models, it surprised wary citizens at the time; many of whom blamed the 

Upheaval on corporate greed and malfeasance. 
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For the new-world order to function, the heads of the Consortium decided they would 

have to part with many of the economic standards they had relished for centuries.  Capitalism, 

contrary to longstanding beliefs, had proven itself to be a closed system which stifled growth and 

squandered resources.  Being a profit-driven system, it was unsustainable, from both a monetary 

and environmental standpoint.  Its greatest toll, however, was with regard to human advancement 

and wellbeing. 

Speculatively, what humans might have achieved had they never been yoked with 

profiteering, made those innovations which were achieved paltry by comparison.  Many think-

tank models presented the picture of a technologically advanced, interstellar race, had the matter 

of monetary gain never been part of the equation. 

Jake recalled one textbook from high school which drew parallels between the pre-

Upheaval economy and a biological system.  In it, localized concentrations of wealth were 

compared to blockages in an artery.  They slowed blood flow and starved the body, ultimately 

leading to cardiac arrest.  The acquisition of money was seen as vacuous.  It led to what the book 

called terminal wealth; that point at which a society failed due to fiscal disease. 

In its effort to move away from a greed-centric economy, the Consortium abolished all 

business practices which favored profiteering over innovation.  Entire laundry lists of money-

purposed connivances, such as planned obsolescence, were outlawed.  Research and 

development took center stage in this new paradigm.  Inventors and inventions were given full 

and open review.  No product or idea was edged out for fear of threatening monetary gains.  If 

the idea improved upon an existing system and was resource practical, it was adopted.  That was 

the sole criterion. 
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Since the Consortium was made up of only a few global conglomerates, which 

collectively controlled every market on the planet, adopting a share-and-share-alike mindset was 

simply viewed as sensible in-house etiquette. 

Resources, be they natural, intellectual or cultural, would be the only true measure of 

wealth, not money.  By making this slight, perhaps even imperceptible shift in thought, it was 

believed a more balanced and productive economy could be developed.  At the very least, they 

hoped it would deglamorize money. 

Yet they realized people would still require that visceral incentive to undertake work; that 

measuring stick by which to calculate worth.  They could not eliminate money altogether, at least 

not right away.  In order to make this new, resource-based economy palatable, not only to the 

moneyed elite, but the average citizen as well, they would need to gradually marginalize the 

importance of money.  The end goal was to make it so abundant and evenly distributed that 

everyone would begin taking it for granted. 

To achieve this artificial saturation of wealth without devaluing money altogether, several 

ad hoc models, implemented centuries before, were adopted and modified.  There had always 

been government subsidies to level the playing fields of countless markets, from food to energy.  

In that sense, there had never existed a pure form of capitalism in the world.  It had always been 

manipulated and molded to suit those with their hands on the throttle.  Global financial systems 

often tinkered with the flow of money and interest rates.  Fiat currencies were created on 

demand, and as long as everyone agreed they had value, then they had value.  It was proof 

positive that the entire system was an illusion, and illusions could be changed. 

While it was true that the availability of resources would always be dictated by the laws 

of nature, it was also true that the currency used to value and exchange those resources was 
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entirely within human control.  As such, all resources were cataloged and given a base, monetary 

value.  This value would remain capped, unless real-world influences caused a fluctuation in 

availability.  The regulation of these values was to be the exclusive responsibility of the 

Department of Resource Management.  All things remaining equal with respect to the ingredients 

and labor necessary to create a loaf of bread, for instance, meant that the cost of the end product 

could never be increased merely for the sake of personal profit.  The shelf price would directly 

reflect the efforts and resources put into the product or service, and nothing more.  Since the 

dichotomy of supply and demand would always remain a truism, resources and market activity 

were to be globally monitored in real time.  This would allow the DRM to make determinations 

about what products needed to be decreased or increased, so as to avoid surplus waste or price 

gouging. 

This new resource-based model became known as Ocean Economics.  The premise was 

based upon the idea of sea life and its relationship to the water that nurtured it.  At first, they 

wanted to liken it to air, which was more relevant to humans, but air was much too intangible, 

both figuratively and literally.  Water had weight and texture.  It could be seen and touched, and 

therefore provided a better metaphor. 

The argument held, that while all life in the sea depended upon water for survival, each 

organism was blissfully unaware of it due to its abundance.  By mere virtue of its quantity, water 

had made itself irrelevant to the inhabitants of the ocean.  Obviously, if it became scarce, the 

verity of that concept would vanish.  As long as it remained plentiful, however, each organism 

within it could go about their business unfettered and wildly productive. 

It was a model that had already been taking shape before the Great Upheaval occurred.  

The main thing which spurred it on was the ever-increasing automation of the world’s 
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workforce.  Paid humans were being displaced by unpaid machines in record numbers.  This 

created an obvious imbalance between goods and services available, and people with money 

enough to buy them.  Since this trend was certain to continue as technology became even more 

advanced, the newly formed Consortium of Nations instituted a stop-gap measure called the 

Consumer Endowment Program. 

It became an up-front version of the Social Security system once used in the old United 

States.  Each citizen was awarded a Consortium-owned trust fund, substantially valued.  The 

trusts were managed by private financial institutions, which came to see them as windfalls.  It 

created a vast pool of investing capital.  The principal of the trust was forever the property of the 

Consortium, but the bulk of the interest derived from it would go to the individual.  A lesser 

portion would revert back to the Consortium in order to fund public works projects and 

governmental administration. 

Whereas Social Security had been designed to assist people toward the end of their lives, 

the Consumer Endowment Program was designed to accompany them throughout their lives.  

Each newborn child was assigned a trust fund which could be put to immediate use.  Upon a 

person’s death, the fund was folded back into the Consortium bank and reassigned to someone 

else.  While it did create some people who were unwilling to work, considering that so many 

jobs had already been lost to automation, providing these unemployed people with disposable 

cash spurred the economy on at record rates.  Consumerism took on a new luster. 

To ensure a continual flow of money and goods, taxes were replaced with mandatory 

purchasing quotas.  By year’s end, each person was required to have purchased a given amount 

of goods and/or services.  It was a quota most people were happy to fill.  Year’s end became 
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known as quota clearance time.  Every product and/or service was packaged into easily 

transferable deals for anyone having outstanding purchase obligations. 

Despite the growing number of non-working individuals, the majority of people still 

pursued some career or another, simply for the sake of personal fulfillment.  However, since a 

person’s purchasing quota was commensurate with their gross income, earning a salary often 

pushed them into higher purchasing brackets.  The wealthier someone became, the more they 

would have to buy; which despite the somewhat enjoyable notion of this, was actually quite 

burdensome.  It prompted many people to forego salaries altogether.  Volunteerism became the 

new form of financial sheltering. 

Jake’s father’s generation had been part of the pilot program, and despite innumerable 

bumps along the way, things had begun to improve.  Jake always felt his father must’ve been 

relatively hopeful back then, since he had applied for a birth permit.  He often razzed Jake, 

saying it was only at his mother’s insistence.  Jake never fully accepted that though.  His father 

had raised him single-handedly after his mother died, and he had done so in an adoring manner.  

It’s unlikely he would’ve been so devoted if he saw Jake as an unwelcomed burden. 

Jake continued scanning the network for something to watch.  He took note of his own 

quota limit displayed within the media menu; it was edging into the yellow.  His job as an 

investigative agent never pushed him too far up the purchasing ladder, but spending enough by 

year’s end was still a bit tricky.  Since he lived a pretty simple life, materially speaking, it was a 

constant challenge to find ways to spend money.  Like so many others, he almost always ended 

up taking an extravagant December vacation in order to balance his ledger. 

He often felt consumer mandates made gluttons out of people, or in his case, product-

dependent.  Physiological addiction was a defunct ailment.  Ever since science unraveled all the 
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mysteries about brain receptors, thwarting physical dependency on one drug or another was as 

easy as reshuffling a few molecules.  Furthermore, since people could have their organs cloned, 

long-term health damage was easily circumvented.  It didn’t mean people couldn’t still become 

psychologically addicted, but from a purely consumeristic standpoint, that wasn’t seen as a bad 

thing.  However, since the word addiction held negative connotations, it was replaced with the 

more sanitized term, product-dependent. 

Though not illegal, being intoxicated on the job was frowned upon, particularly in Jake’s 

position.  Still, since all the more dangerous activities were handled by drones, there was little 

chance of a mishap due to dampened reflexes or poor judgment.  There were also restorative tabs 

he could take which would bring him back to sobriety within minutes, so he never had to enter a 

situation inebriated if he chose not to. 

Eying his empty glass, he pressed an onscreen menu to initiate a refill. 

“For the state tells me so,” he said, joking to himself. 

The overly friendly, hanging torso-bot glided toward him from the service area at the 

front of the plane.  It amounted to nothing more than a highly automated Swiss army knife.  Its 

façade was that of a flight attendant from a bygone era; assuming flight attendants were legless.  

The telescopic boom to which it was attached, receded into a multi-channeled guide track in the 

ceiling, branching out to all areas of the cabin. 

“I hope you’re finding our services satisfactory!” the drone’s voice box trilled.  It then 

presented Jake with a fresh glass of whiskey. 

“Once that drink’s in my hand, maybe.”  He took the fresh glass and handed back the 

empty one. 
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The drone’s prosthetic hand grasped the glass as it nodded its head, “Please don’t hesitate 

to call on me again if you require anything else!”  For Jake, the bot’s canned cheerfulness made 

the interaction all the bleaker. 

Once it zipped away, he took a deliberate sip of his drink, as if it were a gasp of fresh air.  

He obviously couldn’t blame the Consortium for his love of alcohol, but with purchase 

mandates, they sure did seem to facilitate it. 

His phone began to ring and he frowned once he saw the caller ID. 

“Hey Chief,” he answered, pulling out his earphones. 

“What’re you doing at thirty thousand feet?  Joe tells me he’s been waiting on you for an 

hour.” 

“Flying helps me think.” 

“Sure, I’m believing that, really I am.  Listen, I uploaded more info to the case docket.  

Look it over.  Seems the Blue Crow was behind the tattoo’s reconfiguration virus.  We found 

their logo embedded in the code.  So if we can find a correlation between the tattoo and the 

woman’s death, it’ll launch them into a whole new category.” 

“Well you know what Doug Compton thinks.” 

“Yes.  And it’s a crock.  I need you to tackle this case with your head on straight Kepler.  

No pseudoscience BS, you hear?” 

“I’ll do my best, as always.” 

“When are you going to land?” 

Jake glanced at his phone, “Another fifteen minutes.” 

“Damn it Kepler.  Why the hell can’t you just be normal and teleport like the rest of us?!” 
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“Fifteen minutes, Chief.  I’ve taken craps longer than that.  Just tell Joe to wait.  And 

make sure he doesn’t start the interrogation without me.  It’s better if we let the guy stew for a 

bit.” 

“He’s been stewing for over an hour already!  If you’d have just,..ahhh.  Forget it.  Just 

make sure you patch me in once you get started.” 

“You bet.” 

The abruptness of the line disconnecting only confirmed how annoyed the chief was.  

The modded generation always struck Jake as an elite club; when you didn’t want to play by the 

rules they all took for granted, it generally frustrated the hell out of them. 


