
        
            
                
            
        

    
Confessions of a Future Politician




Prologue

Thelma Delgers is African American. Thelma Delgers is female. Thelma Delgers is 29 years old. She has become the leader of USA’s newest democratic movement. But Thelma has a past. How will her past haunt her as this cause moves forward? 

Welcome to  Confessions of a Future Politician. 

This is my second novel in my TDG series. Like many writers of serial novels, I have tried to write this story such that it does not depend on reading the first novel  Diary of a Future Politician. I believe I have accomplished this goal. 

But I still recommend reading  Diary first. Yes, you will gain a better understanding of the setting and characters for  Confessions. But there is something more important than more easily understanding this second novel. Both novels are based on a concept called Tiered Democratic Governance (TDG). 

TDG is a new kind of democracy. There are no political parties or noisy election campaigns. Instead of self promotion and political favors and political advancement, elected representatives are selected because of their good character and competence for governance. And they have a culture of consultation that allows them to reach decisions based on facts and merits and the betterment of their society, not ideology, mandates, or partisanship. 

I have been promoting Tiered Democratic Governance (TDG) for 24 years. I’ve had at least 1000 internet discussions in this time. My synopsis is that there is an overwhelming belief that a new democracy just cannot be built. Average people have been inculcated that they are powerless. Any political change this big will only come from “someone else,” someone with status, influence, and power. Average people will not be part of this process—if this process ever does occur. 

 Diary shows how average Americans will build their new system of governance. It all starts with an acceptance that American democracy is breaking down and is also unrepairable. The next step is the commitment of about 10 hours a month to erect the framework of a new democracy. Early builders need not give up their occupation, family, social life, and hobbies: just some minor changes in their time management. And these early builders need not be the wealthy, the politically connected, or the intelligentsia. In fact, the early builders need neither help nor permission from these groups. 

I admit that  Diary is not exactly an entertaining read. To build this new system, the early builders are writing local TDG constitutions. So much of this first book is about those first constitutions—and the dialogue around them. Such a civics instruction manual encased in fiction will never find its way to any best seller’s list. But the primary goal of  Diary is to educate—in a different way than my non-fiction book 

“Tiered Democratic Governance.”   If  Diary readers can see themselves as TDG builders—like the  Diary characters with modest educations and ordinary lifestyles—then this book has accomplished its goal. 

 Confessions is a more entertaining read. While it continues with the story of the early builders from Diary, the constitutions take a much smaller role in this book. So the story moves faster. Readers will see Page 1

a flawed character slowly maturing from self-absorption to community service. If the entertaining aspect of  Confessions keeps readers in the story AND the story inspires them to find those 10 hours a month, then this book has accomplished its goal. 

But please don’t wait for “someone else” to build this new way. This future democracy is indeed all up to you. 

Dave Volek

Inventor

Tiered Democratic Governance  

July 2021

Year 7, Week 8

Holger Peters had the podium: “I think this is about the tenth or twelfth time I’ve had the privilege of giving this speech. When we wrote our first TDG constitution, the inventor of the TDG suggested that we include a clause about the importance of voting for good character and capacity for governance before voting. So we took his suggestion, and we let the chair of our TDG give a little speech about voting in this way. 

“When we put this clause into our constitution, we didn’t really understand why. And we treated this clause mostly as a formality. And sometimes as an annoyance.” 

I was sitting in the middle of about 35 people looking towards Holger. As the crowd chuckled at Holger’s little joke, I could not help but think I should not be at this meeting. 

Holger continued: “Good character and capacity for governance! . . . . . Such a simple platitude. It should be common sense that this is how we should vote. Yet when we look at USA’s current democracy, we voters cast our votes with different criteria: tradition, ideology, self-interest, sketchy perspectives from the mass media, and clever marketing from the campaign machines. 

I nodded my head in response to Holger’s remark and thought back to my first TDG meeting with Holger. 

Seven years ago! 

Page 2

I then recalled seven months ago when I got married to Joshua Jerimiah. We bought a small house in Waskeda, in Northeast Riverbend. I didn’t know any neighbors very well, let alone which neighbors were members of the TDG. I hadn’t built much rapport to be elected as Waskeda’s neighborhood representative. The current representative seemed quite capable. I wasn’t expecting to be elected. I was even looking forward to the extra time I could put into my accounting diploma. 

Holger went on: “So I have been making this little speech every six months. And the strange thing is during these seven years being on the executive committee, I have found myself usually working with some great people.  . . . .   Now I don’t mean ‘great’ in terms of wealth, fame, or accomplishments. Just ordinary people with the simple goal of making this TDG work. This finding of great people shows our electoral processes are working.” 

Despite being a new person in Waskeda, I got elected as its neighborhood representative in Riverbend’s TDG. I guess my previous TDG work counted for something in these voters’ minds. Maybe that voting criteria was why I am here today. 

“So this little semi-annual message of ‘good character and capacity for governance’ has been slowly changing our mindset about voting. I think I am understanding this aspect of the TDG better than I did seven years ago. Let me just point out how this works so well. Tonight is the election of our TDG 

executive committee, where we 34 neighborhood representatives will elect seven people, from amongst ourselves, to manage our TDG. Ed Broncher told me that 31 of those representatives have already picked up their ballot. Thirty-one out of 34!” 

I was one of the 31! I could see TDG people I had worked with over the years: Veronica Sanchez, Lenora Crane, Ed Broncher. One surprise in that 31 was Betty Boychuk. Her husband, Aiden, served his neighborhood very well for the past four years. For some reason, Betty got more votes than Aiden this time. I know Betty; she will also serve her neighborhood well. 

Holger moved on: “I’m not a math teacher, but I calculate we have a 91% turnout tonight! . . . . Let’s just understand the significance. First let’s give credit to all of you who made this meeting a high priority. 

There are so many other things we busy people could be doing tonight.” 

I had a conflict tonight. There was also a meeting of the Battenor Ecological Society. There was no question which meeting I was going to go to. 

Holger broke my thoughts again: “Second, let’s give credit to the people who voted for you—your neighbors. They seemed to have known you would take your TDG responsibility seriously enough to Page 3

show up here tonight. That . . . ladies and gentlemen . . . is a sign that the voting process for our TDG is already working well. I don’t know about the rest of you, but I am very impressed with this turnout—and how wise the voters are. 

“So—once again—I am reminding everyone to vote for good character and capacity for governance to create next year’s executive committee. . . . .  And with that statement, I have just fulfilled our constitutional requirement.” 

Holger took a step back from the podium, then returned. 

“It has been an honor to start, build, and serve on this TDG. And I have a little favor to ask all of you tonight. 

“The executive committee needs all seven members giving a good effort. . . . . I will be going through a medical challenge in the next few months. My ability to serve on the executive committee will be limited. And I would prefer not to have that level of TDG service be placed on me at this time. I would prefer that you not vote for me tonight. Thank you very much for allowing me to serve in the past seven years.” 

Holger stepped back. His announcement cast a somber mood into our meeting. Ed Broncher was not prepared for Holger’s message and had the difficult task of moving the meeting towards the actual voting. He stumbled through acknowledging Holger’s work and wishing him well. 

Then Ed moved to voting instructions. He summarized: 1) Each ballot had a place for five names, 2) Each neighborhood representative was to put up to five names in those spots. 3) Only the 34 neighborhood representatives could be voted for. 

Ed pointed to four tellers at a table ready to accept and count votes. 

For the past four years, I have served as treasurer of this TDG. I knew many people at this meeting. They may not know enough about my good character, but I think my “capacity for governance” has been well proven. I was expecting to be elected again. But it would have been nice to take a break. 

The tellers counted the votes. All five sectors—Northwest, Northeast, Central, Southwest, and Southeast—would each send one representative from that sector into the executive committee, based on the vote count. After these five representatives were determined, two other representatives were also elected, based on the remaining representatives who had the most votes. 

And I was elected again—as one of the two. The TDG has its ways. 

Holger Peters still got a few votes, but not enough to place him on the executive committee. I think he was happy with that result, and he was happy to be here. He chatted with quite a few people, and I managed to get a few minutes with him. He didn’t say much about his medical condition. Seven years. 

The last of our four founding executive members has left. 
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My father is Marvin Delgers. He grew up in a poor black neighborhood in Chicago. He took his schooling seriously and somehow managed to break the bonds of poverty. He graduated from law school and married my mother shortly after. They wanted to raise a family away from the big city life. They moved to Riverbend, where my father articled for a local law firm. He eventually set up his own practice of small town law, ranging from small criminal and civil cases, real estate transactions, wills and estates, and small business affairs. He liked this legal variety. 

My mother is Willimena Delgers (nee Green). She was raised in middle-class Joosemin, in one of only a few African-American families in her neighborhood. Her parents put a high value on education and personal achievement for their children. She finished her nursing diploma. When she met my father, she had found a winner as her life partner. She has worked at the Riverbend General Hospital as a ward nurse ever since, pausing only to raise her young babies. 

I was the oldest of three sisters. Georgina was four years younger. Abby was six years younger. 

We were an upper-middle class family in Riverbend. We never lacked for material needs or parental attention. 

We were also prominent, in part, because we were African Americans and somewhat wealthy. Perhaps a more important reason for our prominence is both my father and mother were quite active in the Democratic Party. They had served on many Democrat associations over the years and helped organize election campaigns. A significant part of my father’s business came from his contacts in the Democratic Party. 

We regularly attended church. But religion was seldom mentioned in our regular family discourse. 

Maybe our church-going did some good. I don’t know. 

Both my father and mother experienced racism in Riverbend. More than once, my father met a white man who needed a lawyer but did not want a black man to represent him. My father only grinned when such a man left his office. Every couple of years, my father got pulled over by police for “driving while being black.” His car was working properly; he had his paperwork in order; he was polite. But he also had a legal plan if the police ever took things further. They never did. 

My mother was more proactive with racism. When she experienced racism at work, she cleverly documented the incident and found people to collaborate with her. Patients who took their racism a little too far got some admonishment from the hospital administrator. And two working colleagues were fired. But most people in Riverbend treated my father and mother with respect. 

As far as race demographics, Riverbend was a pretty good representation of the USA. We had about 10% 

African-Americans, 10% Latin, and 5% immigrants from Africa who had come to work for Riverbend’s small factories. There were a few people from the Tankosin Indian Reservation living in Riverbend. And a few Asians. For the most part, the various groups got along fairly well. I did experience some prejudice, Page 5

but those few rascist white people generally stayed in their own clique and knew better than to take it too far. I think it helped that we had only one big high school in Riverbend—and the principal was a practitioner of racial equality. 

Year 7 Week 9

The new executive committee met in Ed Broncher’s house. All seven of us were there. The first order of business was to assign the officers. We had four positions: chair, treasurer, membership, and communications. 

The TDG encourages consensus. But we’ve had a little difficulty in attaining consensus in assigning officers. So we put in some new rules to our constitution for “If consensus is not reached . . . .”.  I was hoping we wouldn’t have to use these rules tonight. 

Ed has been around the TDG almost as long as I have. He is highly respected and served as membership chair for three years. He also chaired Northeast’s founding and its first executive committee. To me, it seemed natural that he should move into the chair. 

But when it was brought up, he said, “I don’t think I’m the best person for this job. First, we are still dealing with some membership issues with the merging of Southeast and Central. There was some confusion in those voting stations. I think I’m in the best position to fix it. Second, Aiden Boychuk and I have been working with a software developer from Minneapolis to build a membership database for the TDG. I would like to finish that job. Then we could share that software with other TDGs.” 

Veronica Sanchez asked, “Are we paying that developer?” 

“No,” said Ed, “He is a TDG supporter and doing this for free. He plans on turning this project into open-source coding so other TDGs can enhance it if needed.” 

“Maybe you had better stay in membership,” said Veronica. I think Ed purposely talked himself away from the job of chair. 

“So we need to replace Holger,” said Pete Williams. “What should be the qualifications?” 

Things were muttered around the table: TDG experience, leadership, public speaking, commitment. 

Smiles and eyes started being cast in my direction. I was becoming the consensus. 

“No way,” I said, “I have little experience in chairing meetings.” 

“You watched Holger for the past six years. You must have learned something,” said Ed. 

“And I worked with you when you chaired the finance committee the past two years,” said Pete. 

So there I was: 29 years old, African-American, and a woman. I became the apparent leader of USA’s most advanced TDG. 

The meeting moved on with me as chair. We selected the other officers. Then discussion come around to our future activities. 
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“I think we need to have a party,” I suggested. 

Riverbend TDG Executive Committee

Name

Sector

Officer

Pete Williams

Northwest

Treasurer

Ed Broncher

Northeast

Membership

Mustafa Ali

Central

Veronica Sanchez

Southwest

Pamela Harris

Southeast

Communications

Thelma Delgers

Northeast (2nd)

Chair

Orville Kennedy

Southeast (2nd)

When I was 13, my mother decided to run for public office. She got a sabbatical from her work for six weeks to run for the Democratic primary for the state legislature. She was home only to sleep. My father and I were holding the house together, but I had to forego some extracurricular school activities to watch my two younger sisters. And there were times our family appeared on stage to showcase my mother as a viable contender. I kind of enjoyed that spotlight. My mother lost the primary, and life returned to normal. 

Two years later, she tried the Democrat primaries again. This time, her employer would not allow a sabbatical. She had to either quit her position or go part-time to three shifts a week. She worked on her campaign under that three-shift restriction. Again, I was put in charge of Georgina and Abby, and my outside activities were put on hold. 

During an event to showcase my mother’s family, I was in a stall in the women’s washroom. Two women walked in:

“I can’t believe Willimena is still working while on the campaign.” 

“Yeah, she really needs to put her family and work on hold. Politics needs 70 or more hours a week.” 

“What’ll happen if she wins the primary? Will she give the election her full effort?” 

“She’ll only be letting the party down if she can’t get her political priorities straight.” 

My mother lost that primary as well. Because of union rules, it took about six months for her to regain full-time employment at the hospital. She promised us that she wouldn’t run again. 
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The Party seemed to appreciate my mother’s willingness to put herself up as a candidate twice. After that, she got higher positions within the Party that required meetings around the state. But they were usually scheduled such that she could make arrangements at work and for our busy family life. Mom enjoyed being in the political backrooms. 

My father was content with his smaller role in the Party. Maybe one or two meetings a month, usually in Riverbend. But he was busy around elections, organizing volunteers to help the Democrat candidate win. 

Year 7: Week 13

We had about 600 people in the Heritage Inn banquet hall for our TDG party. We were probably a little over fire code regulations. TDG members brought their kids and friends. 

As Rich Ridell, Holger Peters, Stacey Mabrall, and Len Pash walked from the back to the front, the crowd stood in respect, and then applauded when they reached the stage. 

The four agreed to let Rich speak to the crowd. After all, he was the first TDGer. As there were children present, we advised him to keep his speech on the short side. This is a party night after all. Pamela Harris, the chair of our communications committee, introduced Rich. 

“Let’s just do a little counting,” said Rich. “How many people here have served as an elected representative in our town council, state legislature, or Congress?” 

Three people raised their hands. Two former town councillors and one current councillor. 

“Keep those hands up. How many people are working or have worked in a political party or in government at a level that you were required to organize or manage things?” 

I could see another ten hands being raised. 

“It looks like about 10 to 15 people. Put the hands down. How many people have been elected to a TDG 

position in the last seven years? 

A lot of hands went up: 50, 60, maybe 70. 

“And this is one big difference between the TDG and our current American democracy. The TDG is going to call more Americans into political service than ever before. . . . . . What this really means is that many people in a TDG-governed society are going to have an innate understanding of TDG governance because they have experienced TDG governance. This is something we cannot learn from a book. Even the TDG book that explains this new system.” 

Rich talked about his advisory work in Joosemin. This city started with about 10 local TDGs, each within a certain geographical area. Eight started at a district level. Two at a neighborhood level. One neighborhood quickly merged with an adjacent district. The other spawned a couple of other neighborhoods, which later merged into a district. 
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Rich summarized the evolution: “Right now, the 10 original TDGS are merged into four. These four are in negotiations to come together. I estimate another six to eight months to put Joosemin under one TDG.” 

There was some nice applause. 

Rich also talked about his TDG travels outside of Joosemin. He has been advising and inspiring TDG 

groups around the state and into adjacent states. 

He said, “With the TDG becoming better known, it is more common to start organizing at the neighborhood level, natural areas that encompass the residences of about 200 people. The TDG needs only a few people in each neighborhood to start it off. . . . . Just like the 11 people in Northwest Riverbend seven years ago. . . . and here we are today.”   More applause. 

Pamela then closed off Rich’s talk. She mentioned that Rich has a GoFundMe to pay for his TDG travel—

and if people want to keep him on the road as a TDG speaker, they know what to do. Rich’s occupation provides a lower-middle class income. He just can’t afford to participate in politics in the usual way. 

The executive committee decided not to ask for donations at this party. This party cost a lot; to ask for money did not seem right. So we agreed that our usual request for funds should be directed towards Rich’s travel account. Thankfully, the Riverbend TDG had a good bank balance. 

We rented out both banquet halls in the hotel. The first hall was for the speeches and the later entertainment. Pamela emceed the entertainment portion of our party. We had hired three local artists providing half-hour acts: hip-hop, folk music, and country. After these acts, eight Tankosin dancers and singers put on a little show of their culture. 

The second banquet hall was more for socializing. There we had snacks and drinks. People could talk if they didn’t want to watch the entertainment. We also invited local artisans to show their wares: landscape painters, quilters, ceramists, metal workers, and bladesmiths. That filled out the hall rather nicely and gave it some bustle. We also had a membership table, and we got another 41 members that night. I wandered into the second hall after Rich’s speech and never found my way back to the entertainment. 

Deborah Gray found me first. She has been working with my mother at the hospital for many years. 

“Have your parents joined the TDG yet?” she asked. 

“No, they’re still loyal Democrats. But they are curious about this movement.” 

“Well, something like this takes time. I joined five years ago and it’s been fun watching this organization grow even though I’m not doing much for it. . . . . One thing though!” 

“OK?” 

“In my five years, I’ve only been able to come to our voting day twice. It seems I’m either on shift or my family scheduling is a little demanding. I really want to vote. But having a window of only an hour once a year isn’t working for me.” 

Our voter turnout of about 35% for neighborhood elections is something that we really need to improve. 
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“The executive committee has discussed several options in the past, including advance polling stations and mail-in ballots. I think we are more ready to move in that direction. I shall pass on your concern to them.” 

Rich then ambled up: “How’s my GoFundMe account doing?” 

I set up and still manage Rich’s account to cover his travel expenses for his TDG affairs. On Rich’s website, we document all income, receipts, and activities for donors to inspect. I am the official handler of this account and reimburse Rich after he makes a trip. He usually gets a request to meet with beginning TDGs once or twice a month. Lately, he has even been driving out-of-state. 

“I think you have enough for another three or four trips. More money is likely to come in from tonight.” 

“I hope so. I have the best political job in America! It might not last much longer, but I’m sure enjoying it. 

By the way, this party is great. I’ve run across a few old friends I haven’t seen since leaving Riverbend.” 

“You said you were coming back to retire. How’s the job in Joosemin?” Joosemin is a city about an hour northeast of Riverbend. Joosemin has about 100,000 people to Riverbend’s 15,000. 

“It’s been a great job. At least one more year. Maybe two before I come home.” 

Holger was next. I could see he was not well. 

“I had chemotherapy shortly after the election of our executive committee. I’m in recovery now. The doctors aren’t sure of what’s next. But I’m feeling well enough to be here.” 

“Well, we’re sure glad the four of you founders could make it tonight. We really needed this party to make some personal contacts and build unity.” 

“Thank you . . . . Congrats on becoming the chair.” 

“That was a surprise. So far, they aren’t trying to fire me. I’ll give credit to you. You were such a good example of how a chair should act in this TDG.” 

“And you’re going to pass these skills on to someone else; I am sure. Just think, whatever we learned in those first seven years is going to be passed down decade-by-decade to many more TDGers. We are learning and teaching a new way.” 

“And there is still more learning to come.” 

“Part of me would still like to be on that path. A bigger part says stepping aside is what I need to do.” 

I gave Holger a big hug and wished him the best. 

“Thelma!” 

“Stacey!” 
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We hugged as old friends should hug. Stacey now lives in Connecticut, having started an interesting government job after getting her Ph. D. in Sociology. We hadn’t seen each other in a couple of years, but it seemed only yesterday since we last talked. 

“Congrats on the chair job. I know you will be a good face for the Riverbend TDG.” 

“I was happy as Treasurer. Surprised they promoted me. . . . . How’s your TDG activity?” 

“Well, I got a TDG started at my last university. I just let the undergraduates build it the way they wanted to build it. These young people want to change democracy. When things seemed to be running smoothly, I quietly stepped back. . . . . Because of my new job, I have to be a little careful with political movements. But people in Washington are watching you guys in RIverbend.” 

I called my husband over to show him off. 

“See, I’m finally married!” 

Joshua gave me a big hug to show me off: “So, you are the famous and wise Stacey I have heard so much about.” 

“My congrats for you two. See Thelma, I told you patience pays off.” 

Len Pash made his way to me. 

“This party sure is great.” 

“Yeah, it’s working out better than I expected. We didn’t get full consensus on the executive committee because of the cost. But the two members who voted against it didn’t hinder the event.” 

“I think they’re going to be happy with this decision. Even the TDG needs to celebrate once in a while. . . 

. Bringing in local talent is a nice touch.” 

“Thanks. The artists sure are appreciative.” 

“I thought you should have been in that little parade. You were after all, the fifth-place finisher for that first executive committee of four members.” 

“I have enough spotlight these days. People have been chatting with me all night. I haven’t made it to see the entertainment.” 

Len is our TDG advisor. He had served as an elected representative in the early TDG District of Northwest Riverbend. When his neighborhood elected someone else, he and his wife Jackie found themselves advising some youth in the Tankosin Indian Reservation to form their own TDG. He served the same way for Battenor County. Both these new institutions occasionally call on Len to assist in their deliberations. 

Holger Peters helped start local TDGs for Southeast Riverbend and Central Riverbend. However, he couldn’t get them to merge. It seemed there was a boundary dispute between the two TDGs over three Page 11

neighborhoods that left the leaders unwilling to work together. That’s when “Angle Riverbend” 

(Northwest, Northeast, and Southwest Riverbend) appointed Len as its advisor. We asked him to fix the problem. 

Len recommended we wait for the next election. He asked to speak at both Central and Southeast election meetings, and their executive committees gave him the time. Len emphasized the importance of good character and capacity for governance when casting a vote. The leader of Southeast found himself unelected—and that removed enough rubble to get these two TDGs to merge into the Central/Southeast Riverbend. Within six months Angle Riverbend and Central/Southeast Riverbend were merged into Riverbend. Len, with help from Jackie and Aiden, were around for those two rounds of negotiations, just watching and making a few suggestions. An older fellow from Southeast, Orville Kennedy, was also quite instrumental in the process. 

The new constitution delineated the boundaries between the five original sectors. The three neighborhoods in the Central/Southeast dispute did not have any natural boundaries to deem what sector they should belong to. So they were asked to vote on which sector they wanted to join. The dispute was solved. 

I asked Len: “So what’s next? Are there more mergers in the line.” 

“Not in this next year. Joosemin is still not under one TDG. The Battenor County TDG is running well, but it should get its membership numbers up a little higher. Tankosin Nation is struggling, and it’s going to be a challenge to get our two cultures to agree. That achievement will definitely be a good reason for another party.” 

Eli Weasel came by. He was managing and singing in the Tankosin act tonight. Eli has been the main person building the TDG in the Tankosin Indian Reservation. 

I asked: “Did you meet with Peter?” Peter was our new treasurer. 

“Yep. We met in the lounge. He cut a $75 check for each of us, plus $100 to bring the van to Riverbend. 

It was really good you guys did this for my people. They needed to interact in a positive way with white people. Did you catch our act?” 

“Unfortunately, I could only hear. I’ve been on this side of the hotel since Rich’s speech, talking to all sorts of people. Being on the executive committee is not all fun and games.” 

“But I bet you were still enjoying yourself.” 

“It’s an amazing process this TDG. I feel sorry for real politicians who are often fighting their political enemies while trying to get something done. Things are so much easier with the TDG. Even setting up this party went rather smooth. Other than a few suggestions, I kind of stayed out organizing this event—

and we have this nice party. . . . . So how are things your way?” 

“Well, our executive committee is getting along. But we aren’t doing much. Len says that keeping within our constitutional requirements is going to lead to better things. But we only have 75 members—and only 20 of them voted last election.” 
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“Well, just keep plugging away. Maybe I can help the Tankosin TDG in some way.” 

“I’ll keep you in mind.” 

I had noticed a young man wandering around the displays and not really talking to anyone. His long hair made him obvious. When Eli left me, the young man came to me, eyes cast downward. He said, 

“Nothing good will come of this TDG.” Then he left the building. 

My mother would have preferred that I got into sports in high school. But I joined the cheerleading squad. I liked the enthusiasm of cheerleading and the dance routines. And I had good looks and a shapely body, and being on the squad gave me validation for that. 

The second time Mom ran for the primaries, I had to quit cheerleading practice. When the primary was over, I returned but I had lost the edge. I was put on the reserve squad for the rest of the year. 

As for social activities in my teenage years, Mom and Dad kept me on a short leash. I was allowed some hang time with my friends, where we gossiped about girls and talked about boys. And fashion! But there was always a curfew and a ride home for me. I kept my end of the bargain, so I wasn’t exactly a hermit. I did attend a few teenage parties where some “experimentation” was happening. A couple of times I found myself in a makeout situation with a boy. I liked it when he put his hand up my shirt, but I would not go any further. Maybe knowing that I was going to be picked up shortly by my parents set the makeout limit. But, for sure, I was looking forward to my first real boyfriend and having sex with him. 

Year 7: Week 15

Politics is often about challenges one never plans for. The Riverbend TDG got such a challenge right after the party. 

The Riverbend Times sent a reporter to cover the party, and for the most part, she did a reasonable job. 

We appreciated the free publicity, but she got one premise of the TDG totally wrong. She said that the TDG is going to turn into a new political party to contest future elections at the municipal, state, and federal levels. 
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No one from the executive members talked to this reporter, so she must have gotten this information from another member. Looking at the paper, she had three events to cover that night, so it was understandable she couldn’t get the full story. 

I believe most of our members understand the TDG is not a new political party. But some may not know better. And others may wish it to go in that political direction. After some discussion, we decided to write a letter to the editor to clarify our intentions. 

Consensus was that Pamela’s communication committee should write the first draft and the executive committee would approve of the final draft. 

“Although the TDG has no official leader, the rest of the world may want to see that. I recommend that the chair signs this letter,” said Ed. 

“But we also need to send a signal that the TDG is different from nearly all other organizations. Our decision-making bodies are a collective action, not an individual,” said Orville. 

Consensus came to both Pamela and I signing that letter. 

I finished high school with a SAT score to get me into several colleges. But I did not have a life plan, so I enrolled in a nursing program in Joosemin College, following my mother’s career choice. When my parents dropped me off at my dorm room, I finally had the freedom I was looking for. 

The first Friday night there was an impromptu party throughout the dorm. Lots of alcohol was around, and a few students were getting silly. But most people were just talking and dancing. The older students were renewing their old friendships. The newer students, like me, were making new friends. I stayed up until 3:00 a.m., just talking to new people. I really liked this good looking young man named Keegan. 

Saturday night was our official icebreaker for the new people in the dormitory. The cafeteria was turned into a dance floor. To start, all us newbies had to congregate on the dance floor and introduce ourselves to the rest of the dorm. Then the lights and music set a fun tone. Alcohol was definitely around and a little marijuana. 

Keegan sat beside me. He was a third-year student and had taken an English course that I was taking in my first semester. He had all sorts of good advice for doing well in this course. We talked about the college and the nightlife in Joosemin. He seemed so wise. 

We sipped our drinks as we talked and talked. I could see a few couples were pairing up and making out. 

Keegan and I kept talking. And we did some dancing.  I could feel the alcohol in me but thought I was far from drunk. I continued to sip slowly. Eventually our fingers touched, and that felt good. Then fingers found their way to arms, shoulders, and thighs. Then he kissed me, and I enjoyed that. We were making out. He took me to his room, and that’s where I lost my virginity. 
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Year 7, Week 16

The first draft of our letter to the editor was passed to the executive committee by email. And by email, a few changes were made. Then we sent it to the newspaper. The final draft is below: Letter to the Editor

 Riverbend Times

 The TDG (Tiered Democratic Governance) of Riverbend appreciates the newspaper coverage of the celebration of our important TDG milestone. In essence, we were celebrating the completed merger of the five TDGs of Riverbend—Northwest, Northeast, Southwest, Southeast, and Central—into one TDG. It has taken seven years to build our TDG to this point. 

 Many volunteer hours and meetings went into this project. We have had to learn new skills. Many average citizens donated funds to this cause, much of which went to renting community halls and hotel meeting rooms and using the postal service. More effort will be required in the next few years to take our TDG to the next level. 

 The newspaper article stated that the TDG is the formation of another political party, one that will eventually rival the Democrats and Republicans in general elections. We wish to correct this interpretation for your readers. 

 The goal of the TDG is a replacement system of governance for the USA. At some point in the future, it will be obvious that the TDG is better than the system run by the political parties. At that time, a transfer of authority and responsibility will occur. But we are a long way from that day. 

 Be assured that we have no intention of challenging the two established parties in elections. 

 If readers would like to know more, the TDG website is at www.tiereddemocraticgovernance.org. If 

 readers would like to learn more about our TDG, our website is riverbendtdg.org. 

 Thelma Delgers, Chair of the Riverbend TDG

 Pamela Harris, Communications Officer of the Riverbend TDG
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I woke up in Keegan’s bed with his arms wrapped around me and a strong urge to pee. I held off as long as I could, but eventually I had to break free. He woke and told me to meet him at the cafeteria for breakfast. I went back to my room, showered, and headed for the cafeteria. 

There were already quite a few students there.  I sat at an empty table, just waiting for Keegan. At the table next to me were students talking mostly about last night. I heard a lot of “who slept with whom” 

discussion. One girl turned to me and said, “Thelma, where did you end up last night?” 

If I had been a white girl, I probably would have turned 10 shades of red. But I just smiled; it was a little fun to be teased in this way. Then Keegan came in. He gave me a smile and a wink and headed for his food. When he returned with his tray, the same girl who teased me asked him, “So what happened to you last night, Keegan?” 

He replied, “A gentleman never tells such things.” Then he sat down. But not at my table. 

I was all alone. 

I put on a brave face, pretending nothing had happened. I finished my breakfast and said bye to the others. I gave a flirty look to Keegan, not sure why. I walked into my room and cried. 

Year 7: Week 17

Consensus within the executive committee was that the letter to the editor was well presented in the Riverbend Times. Publishing the letter acknowledged the mistake made in reporting. 

Pamela said we did get five more subscribers to our promotional email list. But no new email inquiries or members. 

Most of our communications were with our members, by mail and email. Recently, we’ve been advertising our public meetings in the newspaper. But if a person didn’t have a personal TDG connection in Riverbend, he or she would find it difficult to find us. 

Orville said, “A downtown office would give us reason to hang a TDG sign. Lots of repeated exposure. 

And someone to talk to.” 

“And, speaking for the membership committee side,” said Ed, “a real office will make it easier for some of our tasks.” 

The discussion that followed put the treasurer and his committee in charge of estimating the cost of running an office. Pete had three neighborhood representatives working with him on the finance committee. 

Ed had another concern: “If we’re going to get an office, I think it’s time to register our group as a non-profit society.” 

Mustafa Ali, from Central Riverbend, asked: “How do we do that?” 
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Ed said, “We can get some forms from the state government website. Fill them out, send a fee, and wait for the legal process to formally declare us a non-profit society. After that, we will be a legal entity to do such business things like rent office space, set up telephone accounts, and legally hire people.” 

“And being a registered non-profit will look more professional,” I added. 

Orville said, “I don’t think it’s quite that easy.” 

Ed said, “You are probably right. Maybe we should get some professional advice.” 

I volunteered: “As you know, my father is a lawyer in town. He can help us to find the right path.” 

Mustafa said, “I would like to join your committee.” 

And we were on our way with these two tasks: investigating an office and registering as a non-profit. 

Another meeting was scheduled a month from now. 

Whenever I saw Keegan in the dorm hallways, he was friendly to me, but it was a friendliness that seemed to suggest that nothing had happened between us. 

Next Saturday, there was another party in the cafeteria. Keegan had his attention on another girl that evening, and I could see the signs that they were likely going to be intimate later. My hopes were dashed. 

Intimate couples were forming again. Another boy started talking to me. Eventually I took that boy to my room. 

That was just the way it was. 

Year 7 Week 22

Ron Govelin was the first chair of the Southeast Riverbend TDG. He stormed out of the Southeast election meeting when he wasn’t elected, promising never to return. Following our exposure in the Riverbend Times, he and some friends bought a half page ad in the Times, claiming that his group was 

“The Real TDG.” They implied that our TDG was not doing things right, and citizens of Riverbend should join their group to transform American democracy. The group provided a website and contact information. 
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After some phone discussion with Ed and Pamela, I invited Len to our next executive committee meeting. 

Len asked, “Does anyone have any idea how many people belong to this organization?” 

Orville said, “I have run into Ron a few times since he left the TDG. He gave me no indication of his plans.” 

No one else on the executive committee had heard of Ron’s group before the newspaper ad. 

Len added, “He was certainly not happy when he lost his elected position. I thought he would just distance himself from the TDG movement.” 

Ed said, “Our membership stands at 950. I kind of doubt Govelin’s group is past 20.” 

Mustafa said, “Even so, they give the impression that they are just as large as us.” 

Pamela suggested: “But many of our 950 members have seen the ad. They’re not as committed or knowledgeable as us. We could send an email to our members about this development.” 

Mustafa suggested, “Maybe we need to do a little advertising of our own.” 

Veronica said: “Well, the newspaper will sure like the advertising war.” 

Ed said, “I think if we do that we might give the impression we are ready for a fight. That just might not be the image we want to portray.” 

Mustafa said, “It seems like a no-win situation. Mr. Govelin will like the fight, but he will also like if we don’t challenge him.” 

Len joined the discussion: “Maybe we need some clarity here. We could send an email to Dave Volek, the inventor of the TDG. He kind of knows what is happening in Riverbend. Let’s get his insights.” 

There seemed to be consensus in this regard. So I summarized: “Is there any objection to Len contacting Dave? . . . . . Len, you can proceed.” 

I felt I had to lead the group in a certain direction: “Pamela suggested sending an email to our members. 

I think there’s no harm in doing that before we hear from Dave.” 

Orville said, “Yeah, our members should know there is another TDG group in town. We should reassure them that our group has been around for seven years and built this TDG to where it is today.” 

Mustafa asked, “Pamela, how soon could your group prepare a draft?” 

Pamela said, “There are five people on this committee. I’ll just explain the situation and draft something quick. Their email feedback will be useful to make it better. I’ll think I should be able to get our draft for the executive committee in three days.” 

I finished this decision with: “Is there any objection?” 
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Then I moved on to the next item on the agenda. 

“As you know, Mustafa and I were instructed to investigate registering us as a non-profit society. So we did a little homework and got some help from my father. We were scheduled to give this report two weeks from now, but we’re ready now. Your choice: now or two weeks?” 

“We’re all here now,” said Ed. “The evening is still young. And Len’s with us tonight.” 

“Alright! When we apply for registration as a non-profit, the state provides us with ready-made rulebook for all our legal workings. In that way, each non-profit does not have to write its own rulebook from scratch. And the non-profit gets a set of rules that has proven to work well for other organizations. 

“But sometimes the state’s rulebook has a few things that just won’t work well for a particular organization. So the organization has the right to amend those government-written rules. Those amendments are called bylaws. For example, the Riverbend Women’s Shelter has three or four bylaws. 

If there is a conflict between the state’s rules and our bylaws, the bylaws are what the Shelter follows. 

I continued, “The best time to create bylaws is when the society is first registered. After that, it becomes more difficult to add or amend bylaws.” 

Mustafa added: “And that’s because such a change requires a bureaucratic process which then leads to a short hearing and vote in the state legislature. All this takes time. Amending our TDG constitution is so much easier.” 

I continued: “So that’s why we should, as much as we can, get our bylaws in place when we first register.” 

Pete Williams held up his hand: “Why can’t we just wait a few more years?” 

“I don’t think we can wait too much longer,” Ed said, “The membership committee and I are reaching the limit of what can be accomplished with just volunteers. Each month, we have to amend 10 to 20 

records. New members joining. Members moving out of Riverbend. Members passing away. Members changing addresses within Riverbend. It’s a real battle keeping this list up to date and ready for election day.  It’s not exactly enjoyable work. At some point soon, we are going to have to hire someone to work a few hours a week.” 

I interjected, “And hiring someone requires registering with various government agencies for payroll deductions and worker’s compensation.” 

Pete concurred: “And a registered society would be better to sign an office rental agreement—if we go in that direction. My finance committee has done some work in finding us a office, but nothing to report yet.” 

“I think we should register,” said Ed. 

“Well. there’s one more consideration,” I said. 

I recounted my conversation with Deborah Gray at the party: “Not everyone has a 9-to-5 job with a free evening to cast a vote. I think we need to open up our voting procedures to give more members an opportunity.” 
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Ed said, “You have a suggestion?” 

“Mail-in ballots!” I said, “Maybe it’s time to implement a mail-in ballot. I think we could get a lot more than 35% of our members to vote.” 

Veronica seemed confused: “You lost me. What do mail-in ballots have to do with registering as a non-profit?” 

“Let me explain,” I said, “When we register as a non-profit, we would substitute the state’s electoral rules with our constitution. In essence, the constitution becomes our bylaws. If we register now—and later decide for a mail-in ballot, it will take us months to amend the bylaws. We could not implement mail-in ballots until the state legislature approved the new bylaws. In contrast, amending our constitution now will mean the mail-in ballots are already in the bylaws when we first register.” 

Ed summarized: “So it’s a case of registering now, then waiting a long time to get our amendment in place OR getting our amendment into our constitution now, then register, let’s say, within three or four months.” 

Veronica seemed to understand: “If we become dependent on the government, we could be waiting a long time.” 

“Yes, that is the dilemma I am seeing,” I said.  “So do we want mail-in balloting?” 

Len spoke up: “Dave Volek wants us to experiment with new ways. The lessons learned in Riverbend will be later applied across the USA.” 

Ed added: “We discussed mail-in ballots back in Angle Riverbend days. It has come up again. Maybe this is a sign for us to now go forward with it. . . . By the way, how is this affecting our timing?” 

Orville asked, “How do you mean?” 

Ed said, “Well we have to have our annual meeting to elect our neighborhood representatives by April 30.” 

I asked, “Why is that significant?” 

Ed said, “If we are to implement mail-in ballots in our next election. We should start working on it now. 

It’s mid-January. It might take us a month to write up the rules, another month to amend our constitution for the mail-in ballots. Then I’ll have to get my membership group together to send out ballots according to these new rules.” 

“That’ll be a little faster than we usually do things,” I said, “So we should get started now.” 

Len said, “Orville, you were quite involved in our last merger, writing much of the new constitution. Are you interested in developing the rules for the mail-in ballots?” 

Orville said, “Sure! There should be three or four neighborhood representatives who would like this challenge. Len, are you going to help?” 

Len said, “There’re some people who like putting words together and some who don’t. I’ve done it enough times in this TDG to know I belong to the second group.” 
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Orville said, “OK, anyone else?” 

I said, “Orville, I would like to attend your first meeting. However, I think we should use the executive committee and our advisor to oversee your committee’s work before we present it to our membership. I don’t think the executive committee should dominate this committee.” 

There seemed to be consensus on this direction. As the Riverbend TDGs merged, the executive committees tended to stay out of the way, letting other members craft the finer details. 

Pamela said, “I will send an email to all 34 neighborhood representatives to invite them on this committee. A few of them should have the interest and time.” 

In the next two semesters, I slept with a dozen different male students, including another session with Keegan. 

Couples coupled at dorm parties. And they coupled after coming from Joosemin’s night clubs. There wasn’t anybody going steady or anything like that in my dorm. 

It wasn’t uncommon to walk in our hallways and hear couples having a “mid-week stress relief.” I wasn’t into that. It seemed I needed a little alcohol and lots of conversation to accept any new lover. But the unwritten code in our dorm was no serious relationships. 

When girls were alone, we often compared our times with the same boy. I really didn’t like that conversation, but I contributed just enough to fit in. 

That was just the way it was. 

Year 7, Week 23

Len shared an email response from Dave Volek, the inventor of Tiered Democratic Governance. 



 Len

 Congrats on getting Riverbend under one TDG. This is indeed a milestone—and it’s great you had a party to celebrate. 

 I am not surprised that you people are in competition with another TDG. There will be various social and political forces—some good, some bad—that will bring up new TDGs within existing TDG areas. 

 Sitting from Canada, I’m not in a good position to determine which TDG actually employs the TDG 

 principles better than the other. So I’m not going to cast myself as judge. 
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 Rather I’m going to recommend both TDGs meet and reconcile their differences—and eventually merge the two TDGs into one. 

 If this merger is not possible, then let time be the judge. If one of these two TDGs is on a better path to TDG governance, it will flourish and grow. If the other TDG is not on a good path, it will eventually wither and die. 

 I hope this helps. 

 Dave

Orville quickly replied to the executive committee by email: “Knowing Ron Govelin, I don’t think reconciliation is possible. I think we should just ignore his group.” 

And that is where we left this situation. 

I failed one course in the first semester and three in the second. I could not have recovered those courses and finished the three-year diploma in three years. My parents decided not to support my college attendance until I matured. 

And I should say that I really didn’t enjoy my nursing courses. I had to agree with my parents that I should stay away from academics until I found some passion. 

So I moved back to my parents. I found a job as a receptionist for an accounting firm. Not great pay, but I enjoyed being the first impression for many of the firm’s clients. 

I wanted to socialize with other young people. And my parents, recognizing that I was older, let go of the reins. As long as I used a taxi to travel to and from nightclubs, they didn’t say too much. 

Riverbend had two nightclubs where young people could meet and socialize: Ezzie’s and Spin City. These two clubs were in competition with each other, trying to be the place for young people to be. 

Like our high school, young people from all demographics went to these clubs. There was no poor club or rich club. There was no white club or black club or Latin club. If we wanted to socialize, we had to socialize with each other. 

I had a few one-night stands. Well, not a full night. I always got my lovers to drive me home before my parents woke up. Then one night I fell asleep in a young man’s bed. I got a cellphone call at 7:30 in the morning from my mother. 

“Where are you?” 
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“I’m OK, Mom. I’ll be home in a couple of hours.” 

My lover drove me home. I don’t think his car tires stopped turning as he dropped me off at my house. I showed up in front of my mother with a rumpled night club dress, ruffled hair, and smudged make-up. 

My mother had one thing to say: “If you want THAT kind of lifestyle, you can’t do it from THIS house.” 

It was time to leave home. 

Year 7, Week 24

Orville found four more neighborhood representatives to work on his committee for the rules of the mail-in ballots. I attended this first meeting, and these people were in a good consultative mindset and quite capable of drafting up some good rules. 

I started to reminisce about my time writing all these TDG rules. I played a major role in the first constitution of Northwest Riverbend and a minor role in the merger between Northwest and Northeast. 

I played a major role in the constitution of Southwest Riverbend and its merger with North Riverbend to make Angle Riverbend. When bringing Central and Southeast Riverbend into our fold, I was in a minor role again: only to oversee and approve of the merger committee’s work. Part of me would like to be in the middle of this new committee. But I didn’t seem to be needed. And I needed to work on my accounting diploma—and there was a husband I wanted to spend time with! 

I had gotten to know Francy somewhat well at the two nightclubs. She was looking for a roommate for her two-bedroom apartment. I moved in a week later. 

Francy called herself a cosmetoligist and worked as a hairdresser. Even though she was a white girl, she sure knew how to manage African-American hair, almost enjoying the challenge. She was knowledgeable  about cosmetics and fashion. We could really pretty ourselves up. When we entered Ezzie’s or Spin City together, heads turned. 

Francy had her own theories about men: “Don’t give yourself too easily, or they will think you are an easy lay. But don’t get a reputation of an “ALWAYS NO” girl, or they will stop paying attention. One or two fellows a month is a good balance. And enjoy the sex!” 

I more or less adhered to Francy’s balance. I never got used to dealing with a roommate’s lover in the morning. Nor a lover’s roommate. But that was just the way it was. And I still looked forward to the adventures in the nightclubs on Friday and Saturday nights. Never sure what would happen. 

Year 7, Week 26
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The Mail-in Ballot Committee submitted a draft of their rules by email to the executive committee and advisor.  Len and a couple executive committee members had a few questions and concerns. Orville responded by email to explain why they wrote certain rules in the manner they did. On a couple of other concerns, Orville felt the committee should meet again to incorporate those concerns into the next draft. 

On Saturday, Francy and I were sitting at our nightclub table when two young men pulled up chairs. 

Francy had slept with one of them about six months previous. I knew both somewhat: Riverbend is a small place. At first, I thought we were being doubleteamed for a night of sex. They seemed to have bigger plans. 

“We have NFL tickets a week from Sunday. Would you like to go with us?” 

“All expenses on us,” said the second fellow. 

Francy and I looked at each other. I had never been to an NFL game before; it would be interesting. We said yes. Phone numbers were exchanged to finalize the details. 

Year 7, Week 27

We got the new mail-in ballot rules a few days before the executive meeting. I could see positive changes were made. I wondered how effective I would have been as an overseer had I not had my previous experience drafting TDG constitutions. 

The current constitution put all the election rules for neighborhood representatives into Section 5. The committee decided to simplify this section. Then it put the rules for the mail-in ballots into Appendix A and the rules for the in-person ballots in Appendix B. Orville and his committee thought that if small changes were to be made later, it would be easier to make those changes in Section 5, Appendix A, or Appendix B. 

Here is the committee’s work:

Section 5: Electoral Rules

1. The executive committee shall schedule an annual general meeting in the month of April. The main purpose of this meeting is to elect the neighborhood representatives. 

2. The executive committee shall send a formal notice of this meeting to all members at least seven days in advance of this meeting. 

3. This notice shall be sent by US Post to all members and by email to all members on this TDG’s email list. 
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4. The US Post notice shall include provision for a mail-in ballot as per Appendix A. 

5. Members can choose between 1) sending the mail-in ballot as per Appendix A or 2) attending the annual general meeting to cast an in-person vote as per Appendix B. 

Appendix A: Mail-in Ballot

1. Included with the notice of the annual general meeting shall be the following items: a. A ballot with the name of the member’s electoral neighborhood on it. The ballot must include a short explanation, written by the current chair or chair’s designee, of the importance of voting for good character and capacity for governance. The rest of the ballot shall have sufficient space to write in the one name of the voter’s choice. 

b. An envelope to place this ballot. This envelope shall be marked with the name of the electoral neighborhood. No other markings shall be allowed. 

c. A bigger envelope that has the TDG’s mailing address and the return address of the voter. 

d. Instructions for the voter to write in the name of his/ her preference on the ballot, place the ballot in the smaller envelope, then place the smaller envelope into the bigger envelope. 

2. Voter will provide the postage. 

3. Voter will not have access to the membership list for his/her neighborhood. 

4. When the mail-in ballot is received by the Riverbend TDG, the bigger envelope shall remain unopened until the annual general meeting. 

5. Voter can retrieve his/her mail-in ballot just prior to the vote of the annual general meeting and receive an in-person ballot. 

Appendix B: In-person Voting

1. When a member attends the annual general meeting, he/she shall be directed to the teller(s) handling that neighborhood. The teller shall check if the person had sent a mail-in ballot. 

a. If not, the teller will issue an in-person ballot. 

b. If so, the member can leave his/her mail-in ballot to stand as his/her vote. This member will not be issued an in-person ballot. 

c. If the member requests an in-person ballot, the teller shall remove the member’s mail-in ballot from the collection of mail-in ballots destined for the ballot box. This mail-in ballot shall not be counted in the vote tally. The member shall be given an in-person ballot. 

2. For in-person voters, the teller shall provide a list of members in that neighborhood for that member to inspect. 

3. The chair or chair’s designee shall declare the official start of the annual general meeting. At that time, tellers can open the envelopes containing mail-in ballots and put those ballots into the ballot box. Proper accounting of ballots is required. 

4. The chair or the chair’s designee shall give a short speech about voting for good character and capacity for governance. 
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5. The members shall write in the name of their preference on the ballot. Only one name is allowed. 

6. After sufficient time, the chair or chair’s designee shall claim the end of voting. The tellers shall count the ballots. 

7. Ballots with more than one name shall be deemed as spoiled. Ballots with a name outside the designated neighborhood shall be deemed as spoiled. Ballots where the name cannot be discerned by the tellers shall be deemed as spoiled. 

8. The tellers shall report the winner to the chair or chair’s designee, who will announce the results later in the meeting. 

9. If there is a tie vote in a neighborhood, a second round of voting shall be conducted with the members of that neighborhood still in attendance at the meeting. Only the names of those who tied shall be considered. 

10. If there is still a tie vote, the chair or chair’s designee shall flip a coin. 

I really liked the work of this committee. 

They even fixed a small problem the executive committee didn’t ask them to fix. When we saw their suggestion, we all agreed to it. That problem was the handling of the “good character and capacity” 

speech prior to the voting when we had multiple locations for our AGMs. The first time, we actually had Holger delivering this speech over a cell phone. That didn’t work too well. Then we then set up a Skype meeting with laptops in each of the locations. That was better, but it was still clumsy and too much technical preparation. So, we have been holding the AGM in one central location. But then voter turnout was lower. By using “chair’s designee,” we can go back to multiple locations. 

Making this speech (and now appointing the designees) is about the only unilateral action the chair of our TDG has. Everything else requires consensus. 

The executive committee approved all these amendments to our constitution. We set a date for the amendment meeting. 

Pamela put her committee to work. They put together a package with the notice and amendment. They sent out an email notice to the membership. They also rented the activity center in the Hillcrest Baptist Church for the meeting. The church had a big basement that could hold 120 people. 

Ed’s committee printed the package and sent it by US Post to the membership. 

And we set up our traditional public meeting right after the amendment meeting. We had a US Post Drop in nearby neighborhoods and ran a couple of ads in the Riverbend Times. 

Pete’s finance committee also had something to report. 

Pete summarized: “There is a second-floor office space of about 400 square feet for $360 a month, just outside of downtown. Add in electricity and telecommunications for another $300.” 

Mustafa asked, “Is it furnished?” 
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Pete said, “No, it is bare. But the walls and carpet look nice. To furnish it with second-hand office equipment, we might end up spending another $2000.” 

Orville asked, “Did you look at other places?” 

“Three of us visited two or three places each. This was the most suitable in our opinion. But if we want more exposure or easy access, ground floor locations are around $1000 a month.” 

I asked, “Should we take it now?” 

Pete said, “Places like this come and go all the time. We could wait until we are ready to make that decision.” 

We decided to wait. 



The game was about a four-hour drive from Riverbend. We left at noon on Saturday. The guys sat in the front. Francy and I sat in the back. We had periods of good conversation—and also some quiet moments. 

There was no question on anyone’s minds that sex was going to be a big part of this weekend. But we never discussed who was going to be with whom. As the four of us carried our luggage to our two hotel rooms, somehow a decision was made without anyone saying anything. Francy went in with her former lover. I went with the other fellow. When the two of us closed our door, we undressed and had sex. 

An hour later, the four of us were in a fancy restaurant, dressed in our nightclub attire. After supper we went to a casino. The two men showed us around the blackjack, craps, and roulette tables. They left us with a bunch of chips and went off to play some poker. They told us poker was noo complicated for first time gamblers. 

I kind of liked the roulette table and got my little buzz with each win. One of the other players was a man about 45 years old. He started getting friendly, then a little more friendly. I thought it was safe to play him on. So I pretended I could be available. When my consort came back, he made it clear that I belonged to him. The older fellow backed off. 

I think the four of us dropped $1000 that night. I’m glad it wasn’t my money. But it was fun. 

We left the casino around midnight. Another round of sex. 

Year 7, Week 31
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Aiden Boychuk chaired the amendment meeting. Orville gave a 10-minute presentation about the mail in ballots. He answered four questions from the floor. When Aiden called for the vote, there was no opposition from any of the 59 members who attended. There were another 25 people from the public. 

I spoke to the public right after the amendment meeting. I remember Holger giving a speech about the amendment process, so I talked about the journey for this particular amendment—and how we worked civilly and efficiently with each other. 

As I panned the audience, I saw that strange fellow I encountered at our party. 

I explained how our TDG is going to be a model for future governance. And how we need to earn that right to govern. 

When I panned again for that fellow, he was gone. 

Then we had William Beller at the podium. William is a fairly new TDG member. He was elected as the neighborhood representative last year, representing the Cochrane neighborhood where the Baptist Church is located. The executive committee had some lively discussion about whether William should be a speaker as that would give the appearance of campaigning in his area. But a prevailing counter argument was that he was legitimately elected and this task might prove or disprove his capacity for governance. As the discussion continued, we decided to make a tradition that the sitting representative should be offered a speaking spot if a public meeting was in the representative’s neighborhood. William was enthusiastic about the TDG, but his speaking skills were not great. 

I thought of my first public speeches for the TDG, which were not great. Somehow Holger kept inviting me back to speak. I got better with practice. The same might be true for William. 

Pete Williams closed the meeting and asked for donations. We got about $1200. 

Another 11 people signed on as members. They were told of the 30-day membership requirement before gaining the right to vote, so they could not vote in the next election. A few were annoyed, but past experience told us that most of these people do get over it and remain as members. 

I found my way to Ed Broncher later in the evening. I asked him, “Is your committee ready to go with those mail-in ballots?” 

“We had a meeting two days ago. Len attended and offered his and Jackie’s assistance with the ballot preparation. Betty and Aiden Boychuk are also coming. With them and the membership committee, it’s going to take a few hours to stuff these envelopes correctly. We can make it work.” 

The morning began with passion like yesterday. Our part of the deal. And it was fun. The four of us dressed for the game and had breakfast at the hotel. Then we drove to the football game. 
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“You two will need to look like part of the team,” said Francy’s lover. So they bought us each a $60 

football jersey. 

When we got to our seats, our consorts were greeted by other male fans. It was clear these men knew each other. The women in our group didn’t seem to be so friendly. 

Francy and I took our cues from our crowd. So we cheered when our team scored. We booed the refs when a penalty was called against our team. Our two consorts and the other men were quite animated throughout the game. It was interesting people watching. 

On the drive home, Francy and her fellow sat in the back seat. They were starting to get a little frisky. 

And eventually their noises made it clear that Francy was giving him oral sex. About 10 minutes after the deed, the two men had the idea that it was time to change the drivers. So we stopped the car for the front seat to trade places with the back seat. 

I decided that I had given them enough of a story to tell their buddies next weekend or 20 years from now. I let him cuddle me, and he tried to manipulate our contact into something more. But I made it clear that we were not going any further. He complied. 

We reached our apartment about  10:00 p.m. All four of us had jobs to get to next morning, so there wasn’t any hint of more action. As Francy’s and my suitcases were unloaded, we had a conversation that went like this:

Us: “Thanks for a wonderful weekend. We sure had fun. And thanks for the football jerseys.” 

Them: “You’re welcome. We enjoyed your company. We’ll see you at Ezzie’s sometime soon.” 

And that was the way it was. 

Year 7, Week 34, Thursday

Election Day! We had rented out five locations around the town. Many members could walk to their election meeting. 

Election Day was becoming more routine for us. Head tellers had several years of experience being tellers. New tellers had voted before. So all the workers more or less knew what to do as far as voting administration. But we would be testing the system with our mail-in ballots. 

Late in the afternoon, Ed distributed 293 mail-in ballots to the head tellers of each sector. 

“That was more than I expected,” he said, “But we are getting a lot more people to vote. I hope this is the last year we use my mailing address for the TDG.” 

And the five sectors collectively reported 402 in-person voters between them. 

“That gives us a voter turnout of 68%,” reported Ed. “We even had more in-person voting than usual. I think the neighborhood locations helped. And people socialized after.” 
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The vote counting went well. We had 48 spoiled ballots, which was higher than usual. Most were mail-in ballots that voted for someone outside their designated neighborhood. 

Twenty-eight of the 34 representatives were re-elected. 

Pete Williams, our treasurer, was not re-elected. This was not the first time an executive committee member lost a neighborhood election. Our tradition was to allow that member to serve out the remainder of the term on the executive committee, which is another six months. 

As the former treasurer, I will say that Pete has been doing a fine job as treasurer of Riverbend TDG 

those past six months. But his departure gives someone else experience in the TDG—and Pete can take his TDG experience to other facets of his community, social, and workplace lives. And the TDG may find other tasks for him later! 

Holger Peters was another neighborhood representative not to be re-elected. He was in the hospital. 

For the next few months, Francy and I continued our forays into the two nightclubs. We saw the two football fellows occasionally, but there was no interest in further action from them. And we kept our 

“Francy’s Balance” going with other men. 

Then one Saturday evening, I met Daniel at Spin City. He was a Latin fellow who was new to Riverbend. 

We hit it off really well. He sure could make me laugh. He taught me some Spanish. When we went dancing, I showed him a simple cheerleader routine, and he easily caught on. Everyone was watching us on the dance floor. I took Daniel home that night. Francy found another fellow and spent the night at his place. So Daniel and I had the whole apartment to ourselves. And we made love like I had never made love before. 

I made him breakfast in the late morning, and we talked for another hour. We exchanged phone numbers and promised to send text messages. He gave me the best good-bye kiss ever. 

When Francy got home, she could see that I was in love. The first time since Keegan! 

I thought Daniel would text me later that afternoon. Then the evening. 

Then I thought he would next Monday morning. Then Monday afternoon. 

By noon on Tuesday, I could no longer wait. So I phoned him: NUMBER NOT IN SERVICE. 

I was devastated. I called in sick that afternoon. 

When Francy came home, she saw my emotional state: “We should get a few questions answered.” 

So we went to Spin City and found a table of Latin young people. Yes, they knew Daniel. He was visiting relatives in Riverbend. No, he was not in Riverbend any more. On Sunday, the film production company he worked for called him back to Los Angeles. No, he is not coming back. 
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I had been played BIG TIME. 

Year 7, Week 34, Friday

I visited Holger with my husband Joshua and father-in-law Jerrod. We told him about the election results. He was happy we came and pleased at how the Riverbend TDG handled its new challenge with the mail-in ballots. But we could see that he was not much longer for this world. 

Holger taught me one history class at high school. I really was not into history at that time, so I didn’t appreciate what he had to say. And I think I was a forgettable student. But it has really been a pleasure and honor to have had him as my TDG teacher. 

And it was Holger that put me into a minor TDG leadership position when there were more deserving people. He saw something in me that I and the others were not seeing. 

Francy said I needed to get back into action. It took about eight weeks before I had another hookup from the nightclubs. I promised myself not to get so attached again. 

I had been living with Francy for a little more than a year when my doctor told me I had syphilis. 

“How could this happen? I’ve never had unprotected sex.” 

“Condoms are great,” said my doctor, “but they aren’t perfect.” 

I got an antibiotic injection, followed by a three-week prescription of pills. Plus testing once a week. I was told to expect some nausea and body stiffness with this medicine but it would settle down. I was also told not to have sex or even kiss anyone for three weeks and until tests cleared me. A venereal disease nurse got me to give her my sexual contacts, something about tracing. I complied as best I could. 

The medicine was hard on me. I had to take two days off work. 

Year 7, Week 35

The executive committee commended Ed for his work on making the mail-in ballots work so well. 

Personally, I think that the culture of consultation we have built over the past few years should be given most of the credit. That culture allowed Ed to find capable helpers who then implemented the directives of the new constitution. When people get along and there are no hidden agendas, there is a lot less effort expended. And not so much controversy. 

We also reassured Pete that he had done a fine job as treasurer. We wanted him to continue to serve the rest of his term and train the next treasurer. Pete was taking his loss stoically: “The TDG has its own Page 31

ways of moving people in and out. I’m thankful for the last three years of being part of this executive committee.” 

I moved the meeting into another important direction. “In a previous meeting, we discussed turning our TDG into a registered non-profit society. We thought we should make some amendments to our constitution before doing that. We have mail-in ballots, and our new electoral procedures are working well. Should we move forward with registering?” 

The consensus was yes. Mustafa and I, with my father’s help, would continue with this task. 

Francy knew something was wrong with me, but I kept my disease quiet. After a week, I agreed to go with her to Ezzie’s for a couple of drinks and no more. We were approached by a man named Paul. A lot of people called him Smarmy. Smarmy thought he was a great player, but his pick-up technique was rather primitive. He just moved from girl-to-girl until he found what he was looking for. Neither Francy nor I were going to take this man to our bed. Rejecting him was part of Francy’s Balance. 

But we treated him nice. And it was fun to play his game for a little while. He tried to generate some gossip about other nightclub goers. But I was paying more attention to the two voices talking to each other in my head. 

“He’s trolling for sex, isn’t he?” 

“Yeah. What else is new?” 

“Watch his technique. Even though you’ve seen it before.” 

“Look! He has his hand on Francy’s forearm.” 

“She’s smiling at him. I know she’s not going to take it much further than that.” 

“But listen to them talk such trivial drivel. Now he’s giving her his puppy dog look.” 

“And she just pulled her arm away, pretending to grab her drink.” 

“So will he try again?” 

“Nope! Now he has his hand on your knee.” 

“And the puppy dog look. He really wants your body.” 

“Why does he think this technique is going to work?” 

“Well it’s not going to work with Francy and you. But he did nail Sharon Fritz about a month ago.” 

“Well, she’s a slut.” 
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“It’s all a numbers game to him. He just keeps trying. Eventually some slutty girl is going to have sex with him.” 

“He still has his hand on your knee.” 

“And he just moved it a little closer. Francy is almost giggling.” 

“Doesn’t he know you have syphylis?” 

“Of course not. I haven’t told anyone.” 

“Shouldn’t great players expect to get some venereal disease from time-to-time.” 

“They should. But maybe they don’t care.” 

“What about you? Aren’t you a great player?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Don’t you play men?” 

“Well, not men like Smarmy. I have taste.” 

“Really? Who gave you syphilis? The football guy? Daniel? The after-Daniel? There’s a long list of guys you could have gotten it from. Or maybe you gave it to them?” 

“But all these guys have class. They know how to charm a woman. You know, make you feel good about yourself. Smarmy can’t do that. He is just about sex.” 

“And these guys aren’t?” 

“Look, they buy you drinks. They dance with you. They compliment your looks. Smarmy just puts his hand on your knee and gives you puppy dog looks.” 

“So these men are a higher class of men than Smarmy?” 

“Yes.” 

“And one of them gave you syphilis, which he caught from another girl. If you give your disease to Smarmy, he will just pass it on. And maybe it will come back to you after you are cured.” 

“Maybe that’s the price to pay if you want to have fun.” 

“Fun? . . . You give your money to the owners of this nightclub. You let many men take advantage of your body. One man gave you a disease. He might have even known he had the disease. If you continue, shouldn’t you expect another disease? What is the fun in that?” 

“Nightclubs and sex are fun. That’s just the way it is.” 

“You read that doctor’s brochure. While you will likely be cured of this disease, it could already have caused some damage to your body that won’t show up for 10 or 20 years. And you want to do it again?” 

Blank. Blank. A really long blank. 

MY LIFE IS JUST SO FUCKING STUPID! 
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I told Francy it was time to go home. We left Smarmy and our drinks at the table. She was confused. 

I just couldn’t be around that life anymore. A week later, I got my own one-bedroom apartment in northwest Riverbend. 

Year 7, Week 43

It was the day of Holger’s funeral. There were a lot of teachers, former students, neighbors, and TDGers present. He had given us all a piece of his wisdom over the years—and it was our job to pass it on. 

Len and I were chatting at the reception when Holger’s son David came up to us. 

“Thank you so much for coming. This TDG was so important to Dad in his last years.” 

“Well we were honored to have been a part of his life. He taught us so much. And he seemed to have a natural instinct for the TDG.” 

“And a knack for knowing how to make it work.” 

“Our family read Dad’s will two days ago. Dad left $20,000 to the Riverbend TDG. As soon as the estate settles, we’ll get those funds off to you people.” 

Holger really wanted this TDG to move forward. What a legacy. 

My new place needed some furniture, which I put on my credit card. Living alone, I had to pay higher rent. But not going to nightclubs was saving me money. I probably still could have been financially responsible just with my job at the accounting firm. 

But I needed to occupy my time as I sorted things out. I took a job as a waiter at a restaurant Friday evenings, Saturdays, and Sundays. I also came in on weekday evenings if called and worked a few 12-hour days. The restaurant money was paying off my credit card, and I could see a growing  bank balance in the future. That felt good. 

I met Stacy Mabrall at this new job. She was a cook at the restaurant. After we closed up the restaurant one Saturday evening, we decided to get something to eat. The only restaurant still open was a 24-7 

truck stop on the interstate. Not too many people there that time of the night, and we got a booth far from the few middle-aged men having a meal and coffee. Maybe they could hear us, maybe not. We ordered a trucker’s meal, which we really enjoyed. When one is around fancy food all day, ordinary food has a certain magic to it. 

Stacey told me she had finished her Bachelor’s degree in sociology about a year ago. There weren’t a lot of jobs for her field at the bachelor’s level, so she started waiting at this restaurant and later moved into cooking. She was enjoying the cooking trade—and paying off her student debts. 
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“I was in university for a year,” I said, “I kind of failed out.” 

“Oh. Why was that?” Stacey asked. 

“I’m not sure I liked the program I was in. My mother’s a nurse, and I didn’t seem to have her passion for her profession.” 

“And?” 

“I did a lot of partying in that time. The parties became more important than education. All college students get into that. Lots of alcohol. Lots of sex.” 

“Not my experience.” 

“Well maybe if you didn’t live in a dormitory.” 

“I lived in a dormitory for two years. Maybe you lived in ‘that kind’ of dormitory,” Stacey suggested. 

“What kind?” 

“The kind that has a culture of excessive partying. Binge drinking. Promiscuity.” 

I was surprised, “I just thought all college students and young people went that way.” 

“Dorms somehow find their own culture. My dorm had a few party people. But most of us were focused on studies and let’s say—responsible—social outings.” 

“Why did I end up with this. . . . party-party dorm? I just didn’t think there was any other way.” 

“Let me ask you this question: Did all the first-year students stay with the dorm?” 

I had to think: “No, there were a few that moved out in a couple of weeks. We called them losers. . . . . 

And there were a few more that didn’t show up after Christmas break but were still on campus. We called them losers as well.” 

“Well that explains a lot. Did you ever think of moving out?” 

“No, not really. I really believed that our dorm activity was typical of young people. Another dorm would have been the same. . . right?”. I was starting to question what I thought was normal for young people. 

“May I offer a different hypothesis?” 

“OK.” 

“Before you walked into that dorm, you were already somewhat inclined to accept that culture of alcohol and sex when it was was offered to you. For the people that left or tolerated that dorm, that culture was too far from their value system.” 

“You mean not all young people are having lots of sex?” 

“From the sociologist studies I’ve encountered, 90% of Americans are leading a monogamous or celibate lifestyle. Pop culture has a way of giving the impression that everyone is having lots of sex with multiple partners. But the studies don’t reflect that.” 
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“Even for young people?” I asked. 

“Compared to the general population, a higher percentage of young people have a promiscuous lifestyle. But they are still a minority of young people. There are more young people having sex with just one partner than jumping from bed-to-bed.” 

“But everyone around me at college was jumping from bed to bed.” 

“And that is because you found yourself in a subculture that somehow made that activity part of its value system. And that subculture is pretty good at convincing people that its values actually dominate college life. It almost seems the American way. Get laid because everyone else is getting laid. But believe me, there were many more young people not in that subculture than in it.” 

My mind was blown. My entire perception of reality was tipped over. I let out a puff of air. “This is a lot,” 

I said. 

Stacey gave me a minute before she asked, “Were you sexually active in high school?” 

“No, I lost my virginity at the college. But I have to say that I was interested in sex since I was 15. My parents had a short leash on me while in high school. Curfews and constant questioning of my social outings.” 

“OK, having an interest in sex is normal. It’s just a question of where we take that interest. If your parents did not have you on their short leash, would you have lost your virginity in high school?” 

“Probably, with the right boyfriend.” 

“So when you walked into that dorm, you were looking for that boyfriend?” 

“Yes.” 

“And you found him quite easily? And your parents were not around?” 

“Yes. And he more or less dumped me the next morning,” I said with a pang of sadness. 

“Let me guess, your heart was broken and you often saw him in the dorm later?” 

“Yes.” 

“How did you cope?” 

“I pretended I wasn’t hurt.” Tears were coming down my face. Stacey offered me a napkin, her hand on my arm,—and gave me a little time. 

“I saw that my dormmates seemed to think that casual hookups were OK. So next weekend, I slept with another boy. I had more sexual encounters by the time the school year ended,” I snuffled. 

“And that’s called cognitive dissonance.” 

“Cognitive what?” 

“Cognitive dissonance. It’s when a person tends to rationalize a situation that is against his or her values, making that situation seem normal. Your value system at that time was towards a monogamous Page 36

relationship; you didn’t get it; your culture wasn’t going to give it to you. So you adjusted your value system to fit the reality you were living in.” 

“But why didn’t I leave like the others?” 

“Because,” Stacey answered, “you wanted to fit into your group so bad. Peer pressure is another powerful psychological force. Many of us will bend to the wishes of the group we want to belong to.” 

“But I never chose this group. It just sort of happened.” 

“Sort of happened is right. It’s human nature to be subject to these psychological forces—and not be aware of them.” 

Year 7, Week 49

We got a letter from Corporate Affairs from the state government. 

 Dear Ms. Delgers

 Thank you for your application to register the Riverbend TDG as a non-profit society. Usually, such requests are easily approved. However, your electoral structures were quite unusual. Our office spent considerable time discussing the merits of this application. 

 We have denied this application for two reasons:

 1. The TDG electoral structures do not allow the members to vote for their leaders. The merits of this two-tier model are unproven in American democracy. 

 2. The provision for a special meeting for members to recall their leaders is not present. 

 We felt your electoral processes will not allow leaders to be replaced when a majority of members wanted such a replacement. In this sense, Riverbend TDG is not a democratic institution. Therefore, your application is denied. 

 Your truly

 Abraham Hunter

 Registrar

 Corporate Affairs

 State Government Offices

“This doesn’t make sense,” said Mustafa. 

“Can they really brush us off so easily?” I asked. 
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“Let me make some phone calls and write a few letters,” said my father. 

One Friday evening as we were closing the restaurant, Stacey asked me: “Thelma, would you be interested in attending a Battenor Ecological Society meeting?” 

“What’s that?” 

“It’s a volunteer lobby group for bettering the environment around Riverbend. It’s a great social circle, with positive people. We’re meeting on Tuesday.” 

“Why not?” 

Stacey filled me in on the workings of this group. Circa 1990, this group had about 1200 members—and were quite effective in lobbying for better environmental laws. Neither the media nor the politicians could ignore this voice. But as time passed, members dwindled. So too did the group’s influence. 

“These days,” said Stacey, “we only decide what to do with the annual fees from the members.” 

“And ‘decide,’” continued Stacey, “is not exactly the right word here. Our president is Jane Phail, who was a leader in the society’s early days. She decides most things for us. We just agree. So don’t say too much. We come for the ‘after meeting.’ You’ll see.” 

We met at Jane’s house. Stacey read a letter she drafted for our Congressman about global warming. 

Jane suggested a few changes and the letter was to be sent off. Jane told us of a few changes to the website. Then there were some administrative details about keeping the society’s non-profit status active and filing a report to the state government. 

Then Jane mentioned it was also time to challenge ATV usage in the Batternor Wilderness Area. The society found an obscure law that required a formal hearing to challenge both the federal government and the ATVers on how this land is used. Now that action seemed to have some teeth to it. 

The meeting was over in 30 minutes. Then Jane brought out a tray of homemade pastries and non-alcoholic drinks that were—how can I describe it—absolutely tantalizing! And those treats opened up a great social atmosphere with all sorts of elevated conversation I would have never got in a nightclub. I gave Jane my $100 membership fee that night and looked forward to the after-meeting of the next meeting. 

Year 8, Week 2

Ron Govelin and his TDG group put another half page ad in the Riverbend Times. They were emphasizing the inalienable right to bear firearms, which they have made an integral part of “The Real TDG.” 
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The executive committee sent a few emails back and forth. Again we thought some of our members might not be understanding enough to process Govelin’s ad. So we sought to reassure them of the TDG’s direction. 

We decided to let Pamela Harris write an email to our members. This email would not speak directly on Govelin’s ad, but it would mention that the TDG is not ready to take sides on controversial issues at this point in time. There are good solutions to our various social issues out there, but this TDG is not strong enough to analyze all the perspectives and come up with a reasoned response. 

I noticed a “Basic Bookkeeping” textbook in my reception area of the accounting office. Actually I noticed it when I first started working but really had no interest. For some reason, I picked the book up and started reading it—and doing some of the practice problems. 

Once I got through the thick wall of understanding that “debit” doesn’t really mean debts and “credit” 

really don’t mean credit in the usual business sense, I started to make some progress. Rather each transaction is recorded twice: debits go on the left, credits go on the right. I was so amazed at how the numbers, if entered correctly, just magically balanced out. 

Joosemin College had a small satellite campus in Riverbend. I took some more bookkeeping theory, plus some courses on running bookkeeping software. My boss at the accounting firm took notice. He offered me a small contract, after hours, to do a client’s payroll and books. The client and my boss liked my work, and I was given another client. 

So I had three jobs: receptionist, restaurant waiter, and bookkeeper. I was busy but a productive busy. 

Year 8, Week 3

I’ve been coming to meetings for the Battenor Ecological Society for several years. To be truthful, this organization has lost its flair for activism. I don’t give the meetings a high priority these days. But when I have free time and need some company, the “after meetings” are still a nice reward. 

Over the years, I have mentioned the TDG occasionally at these meetings. Most know I have a “high” 

position in this group. And I got a few people to join. 

For several years, this society has been advocating for a cleanup of an abandoned creosote plant in Riverbend. But sending letters to politicians has not had any tangible result. Our president, Jane Phail, is calling for another round of letters. She will get her wish, but not much will change with these letters. 

But I felt this particular cause was worthy. One of the town’s bicycle paths skirts this plant, so I see the mess more than I would like. It is an eyesore and smells bad. Maybe the Riverbend TDG can help. 

I asked, “Would you like support from the Riverbend TDG?” 
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This led to a great discussion about the TDG. I got about 10 minutes of undivided attention. 

Jane asked, “Can you people really do something for us?” 

I concluded, “The creosote plant might be a project for the TDG.” 

Jane said, “Why not?” 

I said, “Well, it still needs approval from our executive committee. I’ll get back to you.” 

Stacey and I were at the truck stop restaurant on another Saturday night. 

“Stacey, you really left me with a lot to think about last time we were here. As a teenager, as a first year college student, and as a young office worker in Riverbend, I more or less let my value system develop without much thinking.” 

“And that’s the way most value systems are developed. People take their cues of what is right or wrong, good or bad, from society around them. And if a certain subculture dominates the person’s life—or if the person really wants to belong to that subculture, the person will assume its values without much evaluation.” 

“But I clearly remember the day when I made a conscious decision to leave my subculture. Why could I not have made that decision earlier? I now see those few students who left my dorm also made a conscious decision. What was in me that made me stay so long?” 

“That could be several things. It seems you had some of those values already in place, like you really wanted to have sex. So when sex was a major value in your dorm, it wasn’t that big of a jump for you to go from monogamy to promiscuity.” 

“So those students who left had a wider gap in values between them and the dorm. My gap was more narrow. I just let that . . . cognitive dissonance . . . fill in that gap.” 

“That could be. And also the need to belong is very strong in most people. Often there’s more than one psychological force creating our values for us.” 

“Looking back, I was scared of moving to another place. I just didn’t see an alternative. I had to fit in. . . . 

. . Those people who left the dorm probably had alternative subcultures to turn to. I couldn’t see any alternative.” 

“Maybe. Remember how you called the leavers as losers?” 

“Yeah.” 
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“That was a signal to prove to yourself that you had the right set of values at the time. Those losers were indeed losers—in your mind. By calling them losers, you validated your own newly formed value system—even though you never thought much about that value system.” 

“So denigrating people who made a wiser choice than I actually reinforced my bad choices.” 

“Probably. And here’s another social validation force at work in your dorm situation.” 

“Oh, yeah?” 

“All those third- and fourth-year students in the dorm had a vested interest in converting you to their value system. If they could convince you to adopt their values, they were validated in their own value system. Had you stayed in the dorm, you too would’ve likely been trying convert the new students into promiscuity.” 

“So what you’re saying is that we might subconsciously recognize we have a poor value system. But rather than challenge it, we seek to convert other people to it. When we get converts, we feel good about ourselves.” 

“That’s about right. Just one more possibility.” 

“OK?” 

“Some people use pleasure to mask internal psychological pain. A pleasure like sex helps them forget past trauma in their lives.” 

“Like?” 

“Say if someone was abandoned or abused as a child. When such people move into adulthood, they take on various kinds of addictions: alcohol, gambling, promiscuity, consumerism, entertainment. These help alleviate the internal pain they are suffering with.” 

“I can’t say that would be me. I had  a pretty good family life.” 

“But could you say the same for other members of your dorm?” 

“No, I really can’t recall anyone admitting to any childhood trauma.” 

“Well, there were probably a few. And they had a vested interest in converting you to their value system. When they converted you, they felt better about themselves.” 

“So, in a way, I was a product of their trauma?” 

“You could say that.” 

I had to think about that! How could I have let wounded people lead me around like that? 

I then said, “We are prisoners of our own psychology, aren’t we?” 

“For sure. The paradox is that most of us believe that we have come to the “right” value system through independent and logical thinking.” 
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“So it seems anybody can fall for anything! How do we know when our values are sound?” 

“When we challenge our current value system on a continual basis.” 

“How do we do that?” 

“My parents helped teach me about values. They were always asking me questions when I was a teenager. Like: How do these values make me a better person? Or build a better community? If everyone had this value, would the world be a better or worse place? If no one had this value, would the world be a better or worse place? What is the money behind the values?” 

“Money?” 

“Sure. Haven’t you noticed that when our boss runs some advertising in the local paper, business picks up a little?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Well, he wouldn’t spend that advertising money if he didn’t have to. He watches his business numbers very closely. When his business seems to be breaking even, he advertises. More customers come in. It works for him. He’s trying to change the value system of a few people in Riverbend to come to his restaurant. Advertising is mostly about changing value systems.” 

“But he is just running a business to make a living. I don’t see anything wrong with that. My accountant boss does the some thing.” 

“But are our restaurant boss and your accountant boss setting up a culture for young people to have casual sexual hookups?” 

“No.” 

“But the managers of Ezzie’s and Spin City are. They want their places to be known as pick-up places. 

That brings in young people with those values. And those young people pay a cover charge and buy over-priced alcohol. Without the value system of casual sex, many nightclubs would not last long.” 

“All those hours I had spent in the nightclubs really hadn’t done the world much good.” 

“But the alcohol industry sure profited. And the night club owners and managers are making a good living. There’s often money behind many value systems.” 

“And they don’t really care about the health of their patrons, do they?” 

“Nope. It’s a strange world that combines pleasure, pain, and peer pressure to earn profit.” 

Year 8, Week 8

Today was the election for the executive committee. This year, 32 out of 34 neighbor representatives came to vote. I am amazed at this high percentage. 
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It was strange for me to take on Holger’s job of delivering the short speech for voting for good character and capacity for governance. I felt too young for this job. But nobody else seemed to mind. I mentioned Holger’s work for the TDG in part of my speech. I almost broke down. 

No longer being a neighborhood representative, Pete Williams was no longer eligible to be voted for in this election. So another representative from the Northwest is forthcoming. Lenora Crane was the representative from the Northwest with the most votes. She had served on the executive committees for North Riverbend and Angle Riverbend. She will be of valuable service again. 

Veronica Sanchez didn’t make the executive committee this year either. But she is still a neighborhood representative and likely to be called to serve on a committee or two. Her experience on the executive committee will be useful on those committees. 

So we had two new faces on the executive committee this year. Fresh blood with old guard. Interesting these TDG elections are. 

At the end of my second meeting of Battenor Ecological Society, Marty Tighe told me that the board of the local women’s shelter was looking for a new member—and asked if I would be interested. 

“Let me attend a meeting first.” 

The first meeting was very different from Jane’s group. I was a bit overwhelmed with spousal abuse occurring in Riverbend, enough to justify an eight-unit shelter and an annual budget of $750,000. 

Several board members worked with agencies that had dealings with the shelter. Marty was the manager of a social agency looking after disabled people. There was also one police officer on the board. 

There were no foreordained decisions. Issues were discussed quite fully with alternatives offered and their pros and cons. Consensus was usually attained. But a couple of motions required a vote. And the losing sides did not dwell too long on their loss. The board made a lot of decisions in the two hours. 

As the meeting came to a close, the chair asked me, “Thelma, would you like to join our board?” 

I said, “I have little experience with boards or with spousal abuse. My occupation doesn’t involve this kind of work.” 

“We need different perspectives to get full picture. You’ve been highly recommended.” 

I wondered if Stacey had something to do with this: “I’m not sure what if have to offer. But if you people are willing to have me, I’m willing to learn.” 

A motion was made to appoint me to the board to fill a vacant position. It passed unanimously. This was going to lead to some interesting life experiences. 
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Year 8, Week 9

I was again selected as the chair of the Riverbend TDG. Ed retained membership, and Pamela retained Communications. Mustafa was the new treasurer. Pete promised to show him the ropes. 

Riverbend Executive Committee

Name

Sector

Officer

Lenora Crane

Northwest

Thelma Delgers

Northeast

Chair

Mustafa Ali

Central

Treasurer

Emmanuel Bovel

Southwest

Pamela Harris

Southeast

Communications

Ed Broncher

Northeast (2nd)

Membership

Orville Kennedy

Southeast (2nd)

After the election, there wasn’t other pending business. So, I brought up my new idea. 

“As you know, Riverbend has an abandoned creosote plant that is located in the Northeast, right next to the Battenor River. It smells bad and is sending pollutants into the soil, water, and air.” 

Orville added, “I remember that plant as a boy. The men in my life called it progress. It employed about 20 workers. The owners just abandoned it—sometime around 1975. Because of unpaid property taxes, it now belongs to the Town of Riverbend. This land is so polluted the town can’t even give it away.” 

Lenora Crane said, “The Town is looking for some funds from the state and federal governments to clean it up. I think the recent engineering estimate is $3,000,000.” 

Mustafa asked a good question: “So what should our TDG do about it?” 

Ed said, “At some point, we need to move into societal affairs. The two questions are, one, ‘Is our TDG 

ready for this challenge?’ and two, ‘Is this project the right project for us?’” 

So the first round of discussion was about our readiness. With our recent experience of successfully incorporating the mail-in ballots, we felt confident that had the right culture to move into discussing some societal issues. 

Ed said, “The TDG book says a unanimous vote is a sign of good consultation. I think we should employ this standard for this particular issue. It will be a good sign of our readiness to move in this direction.” 

We decided the creosote plant issue would require unanimous approval from the executive committee. 

Then we discussed the worthiness of the project. We thought many citizens of Riverbend would support it if all three levels of government contributed to the expense. In that sense, this project was not that Page 44

controversial. We then acknowledged that $3,000,000 spent here means $3,000,000 not being spent somewhere else. Should we add our voice to the many voices already telling the state and federal governments what to do? 

Lenora had a good thought, “I think we need to keep pressure on our politicians to spend money on worthy things. Having one more worthy thing on their agenda gives them less reason to spend money on trivial things.” 

I sensed we were coming to consensus: “I think we are taking the Riverbend TDG in an important new direction. May I suggest that we postpone our decision and do some thinking until our next executive committee meeting?” I thought this topic just might end there. 

Mustafa wasn’t finished, “Since we are taking the TDG into a new direction, maybe we should get some feedback from our membership first. I don’t think they should read about this TDG change in the newspaper.” 

I asked, “Should we set up a public meeting?” 

Orville said, “While we are pretty good at setting up public meetings, they do take some funds and energy. Maybe there’s an easier way to announce the new direction.” 

Pamela suggested, “How about an email notice? I could draft something up and send it off in a few days.” 

Further discussion led to giving Pamela some boundaries for her email notice. She would describe the project, how Riverbend TDG might be involved, and the unanimous decision required from the executive committee. Members could reply to the email if they had any concerns. 

And that is what we did. 

It was my turn to ask Stacey about her values at our next truckstop dinner. 

“Well, I spent two years in a dorm, but my dorm was nowhere near as wild as yours. We had a few players with occasional one-night stands, and we had a few steady couples releasing their libido. So there was some hanky-panky going on. I didn’t experience much peer pressure from my dormmates in regards to sex and alcohol. Or maybe I was able to ignore it. It seemed everyone left everyone else to their own values. 

“But I wanted out in my third year, so a fellow student and I rented an apartment. We got along well. 

We both found steady boyfriends, and we had a little fun. I really thought my fellow was marriage material, but after a year, we parted. My fourth year was celibate, and that’s the way it has been since.” 

“Looking for anybody?” 
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“Kind of. About twice year, I take a week off to attend a singles conference hosted by the Unitarian Universalists. I’ve been talking to a certain fellow from the last conference.” 

“The United Whatsits?” 

“Unitarian Universalists. It’s the religion of my parents—which I have recently fully embraced.” 

“Is it Christian?” 

“That depends on who you ask. In regards to the nature of Jesus, we have a different theology than other Christian denominations. To many of them, we are not Christian. And we also rely on other philosophical works for our guidance.” 

“How has that guidance affected your life?” 

My family are the only followers in Riverbend. Even Joosemin has no followers. The few times a year we travelled to conventions to meet with other Unitarians, usually out of state. But each Sunday, my mother and father would have a short service before dinner. That’s how my two brothers and I learned the principles of the faith. 

“So your religion has been around for a long time?” 

“We’ve been around since 1600. At that time, there were quite a few Christian movements coming from the Catholic Church. We are one of them.” 

“But let’s get back to guidance,” I said. 

“We Unitarians have our own code of  values. One of them is to be of service to our community. Hence my involvement in the Battenor Ecological Society. Another is justice. In the abolitionist days, many Unitarians were very active in the anti-slavery movement. Many members today are involved with civil rights or environmentalism. 

“And we are taught not to treat people outside our religion as inferior. So we associate with others. 

Stacey countinued, “As a teen, I had little interest in the party lifestyle. So I was able to keep my head on a little straighter than many American youth. This kept me out of life-changing trouble. I didn’t realize how my upbringing set up these values until my second year at college. 

“And I was quite focused on getting my degree. Now my priority is to get my student debt paid off. 

When that is done, I want to be of more service to my community. 

“With my academic training, I now really understand how religion can be a social force to shape people’s lives for the better. When people change themselves for the better, the community changes for the better. All that comes from my Unitarian Universalist upbringing.” 

“How has your faith affected our relationship?” 

“Haven’t our conversations helped you better understand your past and your future?” 

Just then, I decided I wanted to be more like Stacey. But maybe without so much religion. 
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Year 8, Week 13

We got a letter from Corporate Affairs from the state capital. 

 Dear Ms. Delgers

 We have reversed our decision to grant the Riverbend TDG a non-profit society designation. After further discussion, your electoral rules—although unusual—are democratic in nature. Your many bylaws are acceptable to this office. 

 There are some more forms to fill out, and copies of your bylaws will need to be registered properly. We believe that legislative approval is forthcoming. 

 We will be watching your organization and this new way. 

 Sincerely

 Abraham Hunter

 Registrar

 Corporate Affairs

 State Government Offices

“Dad, what did you do?” I asked. 

“I wrote to 15 law offices in Riverbend and Joosemin and asked them to support the TDG with their own letter to Corporate Affairs. We stated that we believed that Riverbend’s TDG was indeed democratic and making a proper application. Just because the bylaws were lengthy and different is no reason to deny an application. Someone in Corporate Affairs might have feared fighting 15 lawyers could stall a career. 

That’s my guess.” 

“Why did those law offices agree to your request?” 

“In part, it’s because I am well regarded in my profession. And my Democratic Party involvement gives me some influence. So when I speak, people listen. In another part, I think we lawyers all want to see where this TDG goes in the next few years. I think a couple of my colleagues are members of the TDG in Joosemin.” 

My father agreed to look over our application work. He said the state legislators seldom challenge this bureaucracy in these matters. But it may be a few months until the application makes its way to the legislature floor for legal approval. 
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My boss called me into his office for a serious chat. 

“Thelma, we really like how you’ve been bookkeeping for your two clients.” 

“Thank you. That’s nice to hear.” 

“And we see your good work helps keep our clients’ accounting bills lower. We like happy clients. 

He continued: “A few years back, we set up a bookkeeper to handle the books for three big clients. It takes about one day a week to handle the books and payroll for each client.” 

“Do I know this person?” 

“Emma Price.” 

Emma comes by the office every couple of months for a quick meeting with my boss. I know she is a contract bookkeeper. 

“And?” 

“Emma is moving out of state and will be giving up her clients. Are you interested?” 

And that is how I set up my own bookkeeping company. 

The income was better than what I got as a receptionist, so I dropped that job. I was developing a love for the accounting profession and thought my future should be there. I found a university that offered accounting courses in distance format. It would take me three or four years to get my accounting diploma that way. 

To study accounting, the restaurant job also had to go. Stacey was disappointed, but understood. We promised to stay as good friends. Despite my busy schedule, I wanted one more volunteer job to serve my community—and get to know a few more good people. 

Year 8, Week 14

The executive committee decided Mustafa, Orville, and I would finish the application for our non-profit society. 

Pamela reported on responses from the email she sent out five weeks ago: “We got 37 responses. 

Twenty-six were quite supportive of the idea. Nine were supportive of whatever the executive committee decides. One felt the Town should just sell the land and let the new owner deal with it. And another wanted ‘direct democracy’ resolve the issue.” 

Ed said, “If the free market could have solved the creosote problem, it would have done so years ago.” 
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There was a quick consensus on this point. 

“What about the direct democracy response? Did that person elaborate?” asked Lenora. 

“Let me read the response,” said Pamela. 

 ‘I have been a member of the Riverbend TDG for four years and have voted in the elections. Admittedly, I have voted for myself because I would like to experience this new system first-hand. But my neighbors seem to send someone else. While I believe the TDG will provide a better version of representative democracy than our current democracy, the TDG should also explore the concept of direct democracy. I believe this creosote cleanup project is moving beyond the activities we have done in the past. Hence the membership should have a direct say, rather than the executive committee. I encourage the executive committee to allow all the members to vote: first on whether to go into this kind of direction, then whether this project is worthy of the TDG’s support. Then the executive committee should take the direction of direct democracy.’

I said, “I think we should at least put this member’s response up for discussion.” 

Orville said, “The TDG book really doesn’t say much about direct democracy as a decision-making tool.” 

“If I recall,” said Emanuel, “the author discussed it as a somewhat popular, but unworkable, solution to resolving current democracy.” 

“As membership chair,” said Ed, “I can say there’s enough energy spent on getting our two annual election done properly. I really don’t want to spend the same energy on each big issue our TDG faces. 

For sure, not now.” 

“And to conduct a referendum fairly,” said Orville, “we would have to solicit the position of both sides and have them campaign for their position. Our mailouts and public meetings would have to include both sides.” 

“And there goes our culture of consultation,” said Lenora, “The two sides with positions are unlikely to listen to each other.” 

“And then we have politics as usual,” added Mustafa. 

Ed said, “The seven of us were elected to decide things like this. We can make a good decision fairly quickly—or we can spend a lot more time and energy to get a fair referendum together.” 

Mustafa added, “Even though less than 5% of our members commented on our email, I think it’s safe to say it is showing a positive trend. I think most of the other 95% would also approve.” 

Ed said, “Maybe, maybe not. Maybe we should just go ahead with the project. We might find some new things about our membership after we step out of our box. We can make adjustments the next time—if necessary.” 
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Orville added, “And with the email, we have given a reasonable notice of this action. There really wasn’t much of an opposition.” 

There was a little silence, which I broke: “I sense we are coming to a consensus . . . . In our last meeting we agreed that this vote should be unanimous before the Riverbend TDG takes on this project. Is their any discussion on this principle? 

We looked around at each other for a moment. 

“If not, I shall proceed with the vote. Because of our previous decision to reach unanimity on this issue, I’ll just make it clear that if one of us decides against this project, we will not move forward tonight . . . . . 

And because of my association with the Battenor Ecological Society, I’m going to recuse myself from the vote. 

I looked around at the faces in the room. 

“All in favor?” Six hands went up. 

“All opposed?” No hands. 

“My fellow TDGers! We have just moved beyond governing ourselves.” 

A further discussion allocated $750 to this project. The Battenor Ecological Society could add to that amount. Pamela would be assigned to work with Jane Phail. 

“One more thing,” said Ed. 

“Yes, go ahead,” I said. 

“These two fellows had taken the time to respond to our email. I think we should acknowledge their contribution by letting them know their concerns were part of the discussion tonight. We could even outline some of our reasoning.” 

Emanuel spoke, “I think this would be a good idea. I’m more likely to be somewhat supportive of an idea I don’t like when I know my perspectives were taken seriously.” 

I asked, “Pamela, are you willing to put these letters together?” 

Pamela said, “I think I’ve got enough on my plate these days.” 

Emmanuel volunteered, “I can do it. I can draft a letter tonight for the executive committee’s inspection. 

I finished, “If there is no objection, Emmanuel will prepare a draft letter to each of these fellows. After our inspection, Pamela will send them our response by email.” 
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Having stayed out of nightclubs for a couple of years, I was in a much healthier mindset for life. But I still yearned to find a life partner. I wanted a husband. I wasn’t seeing opportunities in my new social circles, so I turned to dating websites. When I browsed through profiles, I found a few former lovers and a few men I had spurned. I found it strange that they now wanted a long-term relationship. I gave all these fellows a pass. 

I was 24 years old when I found Chris. He was new to Riverbend. We agreed to meet for coffee. We liked each other and started going steady. I really enjoyed being hugged and kissed—and not going any further. Chris took me to his church, and I really enjoyed the company of his friends and family. 

On one date, he said, “I’ve been hearing a few things about you. It’s time we got real honest with each other.” 

“OK.” 

“I’m still a virgin. I’ve been waiting for the right woman and for our marriage vows. It’s important to me.” 

 This might not be good, I thought .  I held his hand: “Chris, you are my first real boyfriend. I really enjoy being with you and maybe there is something more to our future . . . . I’ve been celibate for three years.” 

“So I won’t be the first man, then . . .” 

 There’s no point in hiding my past. It is time for honesty, I thought again. “I lived on the wild side for a few years. I’ve had sex with about 30 men. Maybe 40.” 

Chris’ face was a mixture of shock and disappointment. He left me with: “I have to think.” 

He showed up at my apartment door the next evening. “I’m sorry, Thelma. But this relationship is not going to work out for me. I wish you the best in life.” 

Then it was my time to think. It seemed if I was going to find that special man for me, I would have to look beyond Riverbend. But I liked my business in Riverbend. And a long distance relationship was going to cut into my accounting training. 

I phoned Stacey. She listened. Her only advice was that patience has its own reward. 



Year 8, Week 15   

Our executive committee made a trip to Joosemin to celebrate it coming under one TDG. It was a good party—and we were formally introduced to the large crowd. 

Rich was humbly basking in glory. It was five years, many meetings, and his efforts that kept things in motion. His wife Emily was at his side all evening. 

Strange, Rich let others do most of the work. Mostly he was just there. He and Holger really understood how the TDG was going to be built. The rest of us just absorbed their innate knowledge. 
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“How’s my travel account, Thelma?” he asked me. 

“I think your funds are down to two more trips.” I replied. Contributions had been slowing down. 

“It might be time to give up that part of my TDG life,” he said. “Maybe I need to do more camping with Len.” 

“Maybe, let’s wait and see.” I would make a suggestion at our next executive committee meeting to send Rich some more travel money. 

One evening, I was unlocking my bicycle outside my apartment. I was planning for a little ride on the trails of Battenor River. A rugged white man called at me: “Hey miss!” 

He was middle-aged. A bit overweight. Jeans, t-shirt and baseball cap. He looked rumpled, but clean. By this time, my bike was unlocked, and I positioned it between him and myself. 

“Have you ever thought about how we are governed?” 

Now that was a surprise! “Not really.” 

He stopped about ten feet away from me. I calmed down a little. “So you don’t pay much attention to politics?” 

“Well, my parents think about that all the time. They’re active in the Democratic Party.” 

“Really? I used to be quite active in the Republican Party.” 

“So now you’re a Democrat?” 

“Nope. Neither the Democrats or the Republicans know how to move this country forward.” 

“So you’re helping to start a new political party?” 

“Not really. I am helping to build a new democracy. One without political parties.” 

“How’s it possible to have a government without political parties?” 

“The inventor of this system has it all figured out. We have to learn a few new things to make it work.” 

“Tell me more.” 

“Well, I could be here all night explaining this to you. And I don’t fully understand it yet. Next Thursday, I”m hosting a meeting at my place to get started. Are you interested?” 

“Maybe. . . Can I bring a friend?” 

“The more, the merrier.” 
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“I’m Thelma Delgers.” 

“Sorry about not introducing myself. I’m Rich Ridell. I live about four blocks from here. Your father’s the lawyer in town?” 

Two weeks later, Stacey and I were helping to draft a new local TDG constitution for Northwest Riverbend. 

Year 8, Week 16

Riverbend TDG and Battenor Ecological Society bought a full-page ad in the Riverbend Times asking the three levels of government to work together for the cleanup of the old creosote plant. And about 20 

joint letters were sent out to politicians and senior bureaucrats with the names of both of our organizations. 

After eight years, our TDG has made its first foray into real-world politics. 

In drafting the ad and letters, Pamela said Jane was easy to work with. How odd! 

Shortly after the ad, the director of the Women’s Shelter called me: “Thelma, there’s a letter here addressed to you.” 

I came and opened the envelope. Inside was one page with a hastily scrawled “Stop the TDG!” 

The director said she gets a few letters a month like that. Anyone with even a moderate public profile is a target for cowardly small minds. 

The Women’s Shelter Board learned I had some bookkeeping skills. And for that, I was elected as treasurer at its next AGM. The society already had a bookkeeper, and my function was to oversee her work. I also oversaw the executive director’s expenditures, approving of her spending decisions. I had signing authority with two other board members. It was an ego boost to have three-quarters of million dollars pass on my signature. And helping distressed people through a difficult time had an altruistic reward. One wonders at what happened to such women when there was no shelter. 

My board work exposed me to a lot of abuse other women were experience. That was certainly not my experience in life. Not one of my lovers ever took a violent turn on me. But when I was close to them only for a few hours and sex was a fairly immediate reward, they could easily hide whatever dark side they could have had. 
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Stacey was elected to the executive committee for Northwest Riverbend TDG. She often had me doing some extra work for this group. These tasks were a good reason for the two of us to get together. 

I was surprised that Holger Peters asked me to be a guest speaker at public TDG meetings. While I enjoyed the spotlight as a cheerleader and on the nightclub dance floor, public speaking was a new experience for me. But I got better with more TDG presentations. If it kept calling me to the podium, I was willing. 

When I wasn’t busy with my business, volunteer work, and positive social interactions, I was spending time on my accounting studies. I really liked my new life—even without a special man. 

Year 8, Week 17

I am really loving my marriage. Joshua and I are often fixing up our little house and yard. I have really found my life partner. 

I need only three more accounting courses to finish my accounting diploma. I am looking forward to a bigger challenge in the accounting profession. 

I am still the treasurer for the Riverbend Women’s Shelter. The board has always worked well together. 

But it seems our meetings are shorter. Maybe I brought some of that TDG spirit to this board. Or maybe they taught me something to bring into the TDG. It’s a good functional group that is running this non-profit society. Our clients really need that stability. 

Yesterday, I got some news from my doctor. I can’t wait to tell Joshua. But after tonight’s TDG public meeting. 

The TDG took more of my free time when I got elected to the executive committee of Northwest Riverbend—and later became its treasurer. Plus I was helping a TDG group get started in Southwest Riverbend. 

Northwest Riverbend eventually merged with Northeast Riverbend to form North Riverbend. One of the fellows instrumental in that merger was an older African-American named Jerrod Jerimiah. 

I worked with Jerrod to merge North Riverbend with Southwest Riverbend. That’s where I really got to know him. Quite outspoken in small groups, but usually quiet in larger settings. For some reason, his neighborhood elected someone else after that merger. And I think he was pleased with that outcome. 

He was still a loyal TDGer, and I probably saw him a few times a year at TDG meetings or on the streets of our small town. We always had a good chat. 

At one public TDG meeting, he said to me: “Thelma, there is someone I want you to meet.” 
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He took me to table where a young African American fellow was sitting with a couple of white fellows: 

“Thelma, this is my son Joshua.” 

Joshua and I were married eight months later. 

Year 8, Week 20

This is Joshua Jerimiah, Thelma’s husband. I guess I’m the most appropriate person to put the last entry into Thelma’s diary. 

Thelma and I went to the auditorium of the Cochrane Elementary School for a TDG public meeting. 

About 150 people attended. I sat in the back row and marvelled at how good my wife was with her TDG 

work. She was very captivating with her speech. She could convey her TDG experience of the last eight years into the heart and mind of someone new to the TDG. I was starting to imagine that the TDG was soon going to take her outside of Riverbend—and my TDG service was to support her in that volunteer work. 

About 10 minutes into her talk, a young man in the second row stood and shouted: “COMMUNIST 

BLACK SLUT!” He pulled out a revolver and fired four shots at Thelma. She slumped over the podium, then on to the ground. She was twitching. 

Time stood still and time went fast. Too much at once. I could not decide what to do. For too long. 

I saw a man haul the shooter down. A woman jumped on the shooter to help hold him down. He was cursing against the TDG. 

I collected myself enough to charge against the flow of people rushing the auditorium. When I got to the stage, another woman was giving Thelma CPR, covered in Thelma’s blood. I grabbed my wife’s hand and could feel that she was gone. 

The coroner said Thelma died instantly with a bullet to the heart. He also said Thelma was five weeks pregnant. 

Rest in peace, my love. Rest in peace, my child. 




Epilogue 

This epilogue will just provide the history to this novel, which includes the reason for its tragic end. 

November 2018 was a pivotal month in the history of Tiered Democratic Governance. A year previous, I had rewritten the TDG book, enhanced the website, and put together an ebook. My inspiration was the ascendency of Donald J Trump as the 45th president of the United States. “Surely,” I thought, “the world would be ready for my new ideas on democracy.” 

After a year of Google and Facebook Ads and many hours on political forums, there was no interest. I thought it was time to put this project back on the shelf, for the fourth time in 21 years. 
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But a commentator from a G+ political forum, Richard Gillespie, suggested that I write a novel about the TDG. With an easier-to-read novel, I would be teaching about the TDG in a different way. But I had not written fiction before, and I had no desire to write fiction. It seemed like a strange idea at the time. 

But after a few months, a setting, characters, and a plot came to me. And I thought, “I can write this story.” In May 2019, I started moving the story from my mind to paper. The first draft of  Diary of a Future Politician almost wrote itself. It was a very mystical experience, with the story’s output being limited by the speed of my keyboarding. 

After the first draft was done, I asked Mark Hunter, a not-so-well known novelist, to teach me a few things about better fiction writing. Between him and my long-time editor, Cherie Tyers, we got this story ready in about six drafts. 

In the third draft, two new stories were coming to me. These stories were building on the setting, characters, and plot from  Diary. These two stories became  Confessions of a Future Politician and  Circles of a Future Politician. And did they ever consume me! I could not stop thinking about them. 

But I knew I had to get the first book done first. Trying to revise a current work was difficult when future work was crowding my mind. It was a strange life situation—especially for a first-time fiction writer. 

When the two new stories were bouncing between my ears and I was trying to suppress them, a voice said to me: “Dave, you have to kill Thelma off in a dramatic way and in the service of the TDG. Here’s how  Confessions will lead into  Circles.” The tragic ending you just finished reading was set in stone months before I put the first sentence of  Confession s into my computer. 

 Diary was finished in April 2020. Then I started writing  Confessions, and I again experienced the mystical phenomenon of a story almost writing itself. And this time, I needed fewer drafts to get this novel to my satisfaction, probably because most of this story was developed during my revision of  Diary. 

The next novel,  Circles of a Future Politician was written concurrently with  Confessions.  It was a great sense of relief to get the first draft of Circles into my computer. The two stories were now somewhere other than between my ears.  Circles builds on the setting, characters, and plot of  Diary and  Confessions. 

 Circles should be ready by December 2021. 

In my TDG book, I outline four stages of TDG development.  Diary represents the first stage.  Confessions and  Circles represent the second stage. I have a fourth book percolating—and it will represent the third stage. Thankfully, this fourth book is not as consuming as the second and third book. 

I’m not going to claim that  Confessions is going to win any great literary awards. I recognize my limitations as a fiction writer. 

But my writing is good enough to tell an important story.  Confessions is a story of average people building a new kind of democracy. A wiser democracy. A kinder democracy. No other writer in the world is telling this kind of story. 
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The purpose of  Diary,  Confessions, and  Circles is to show future TDG builders how to build that democracy.  I hope readers can see themselves in Thelma’s and other characters’ positions. Just ordinary people just attending a few meetings a month. 

This early TDG really is not that hard to build. It requires a time commitment of about 10 hours a month. 

It requires deliberate learning of a few new “democratic” tools. And it requires associating with people outside one’s normal social circles. But if these outsiders have adopted the TDG basics principles, they will be fun people to work with. 

So what’s going to be your role? Remember you have just read a book about how to build a new democracy. You are one of the first people to read anything like this! Maybe—just maybe—you have just been given a great responsibility to really change the world. 

For just a few hours a month! What do you really have to lose? 

Dave Volek

Inventor

Tiered Democratic Governance

July 2021
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