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                      by G. L. Parry 

Senior-Academician Sesjhit Tjuss is driving home after work when a cordon of policemen brandishing flashing red batons wave him to a halt on the approach to the silt-laden waters of the Yjarra River.  At first he thinks it is a breath-testing station, out to bolster government coffers fining drunken drivers.  Inculcated with good manners since infancy, he is always polite when dealing with the authorities.  Patrol officers everywhere are increasingly twitchy of late.  A smart-Alec wise-crack might end up getting him tased, or worse.

     Civil unrest is the antique phrase, unheard for so long.

     He winds down his window and sits with hands in plain sight on the wheel, waiting for them to approach.  

     “Is anything wrong, officers?”

     “The bridge is closed until further notice,” one replies brusquely, leaning in for a closer inspection.  He spots the University parking sticker on the windshield, and his tone softens immediately.  “Sorry, sir.  There’s Dissolutionist protestors up ahead, blocking the way at both ends.  I don’t think they’ll take kindly to somebody like you trying to barge through right now.  We’ve set up a detour.  Just back up and follow the yellow signs down to the old ferry.”

     There is an ominously anti-intellectual tone in the media as citizens everywhere begin to blame not only the World Council but its legion of scientists and advisors for the growing mess civilization finds itself in.  Reluctantly, Tjuss admits their mounting fury is understandable.  Who suggested the Birthright Lottery in the first place?  

     Thanks to a whistle-blower, everybody now knows that members of the Central Committee with average IQ’s have been rigging the Lottery draw for centuries.  By awarding themselves traditional-sized families they don’t deserve, widespread corruption has rendered the entire project meaningless.  Some of the bribes are enormous: tens of millions, and more.  There have even been murders, as if the ruling elite are above the very laws they expect everybody else to obey.  The guilty serve only to aggravate matters, blaming everyone but themselves in a flurry of mutual recrimination.  

     A few are already on trial and sure to be executed, but too late.  Public cynicism is too high for it to make any difference.  Shock, and feelings of betrayal hang in the air like a reek.  With a general strike planned for later in the week, the whole mighty edifice is starting to crumble like rotten snow before an avalanche.  That everything might unravel completely is a nightmare too dread to contemplate.  

     Glad the police are still on his side, Tjuss can’t help but shudder.  “As bad as that, eh?”  

     The officer ear-shrugs as he clips his stunner discretely back onto his tactical harness.  “No use provokin’ them, the mood they’re in.  We’re standin’ back, hopin’ they’ll disperse in their own good time.”

     A week earlier three patrolmen were ripped to death in Gilazi by protestors incensed by an over-zealous baton-charge.  Respect for law enforcement teeters on the brink.  A heavy-handed response could easily be interpreted as unnecessary force, with predictably dire consequences.  

     Tjuss remembers to nod gratefully.  “Thanks for the advice, and peace be with you.”

     “And with you, sir.”

