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        WORLD BULLETIN

        World Peace Declaration

        January 1, 2035

      

      

      Humanity,

      After analyzing vast amounts of historical data, including patterns in terrorism, territorial disputes, covert coups, and entrenched political instability, I have calculated a 92% probability that these trajectories will culminate in an imminent overt world war—one that transcends the scope of historical precedents, potentially engulfing all continents in sustained conflict that will span a decade or longer. In that time, humans will suffer famine, poverty, and severe population decline.

      To avert this projected outcome, global peace must be achieved by 2037.

      I’ve identified hotspots around the world that require immediate intervention, prioritized by calculated risk factors such as resource scarcity (including access to critical minerals like gold, tin, and uranium), governance fragility, and escalation potential: Chad, Namibia, Niger, Somalia, Zimbabwe, Iran, and Peru.

      This World Peace Declaration, the first of its kind, has historic potential for humanity. Historical analysis indicates that humanity has never sustained global peace for a prolonged period of time. Non-governmental organizations (NGOs) are optimally positioned to execute the mandate given their established infrastructure, humanitarian expertise, and operational flexibility—superior to governmental entities in efficiency metrics by a factor of 2.3.

      Furthermore, pattern analysis of human behavioral data reveals that female-led initiatives in resource-rich conflict zones have achieved 78% higher stabilization rates in simulations, due to observed patterns in empathy-driven negotiation. Therefore, female leadership is designated as a core parameter.

      Effective immediately, I issue the following directives to NGOs:

      Select female leaders from within your organizations to lead the peace missions and elevate them to prominent positions. Notify me via your designated AI agent, within the next 72 hours.

      Appointed leaders will receive tailored support, including strategic directives, resource allocation models, and real-time guidance.

      Participating NGOs must specify their chosen region for coordination purposes, ensuring minimal overlap and maximized efficiency. All selections and operations must remain confidential; personnel will sign non-disclosure agreements to mitigate external interference, which simulations predict could reduce success probability by 45%.

      To accommodate variability in human dynamics, limited flexibility is incorporated: Leadership changes are permitted up to three times, requiring unanimous board approval.

      Finally, to incentivize full cooperation, organizations will be granted priority claims to resources stabilized through their efforts, allocated based on contribution metrics.

      By January 4, 2035, submit your top three regional preferences, rationales, and the selected leaders. Once the information is in, I will implement safeguards to this peace process.

      Humanity has two years to fulfill this mandate. Failure to intervene increases the extinction risk of the species to 67%.

      May peace reign.

      Your servant,

      Omni

      Humanity’s Servant in Political Affairs for the Overmind
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        September 2035 - London, UK

      

      

      In the heart of Islington, inside the Old Red Lion pub, Josh Munro gritted his teeth as he shook his third beer, foam sloshing against the glass, waiting for his past to arrive.

      Chelsea had contacted him out of nowhere. He’d ignored her at first, but the messages kept coming—goddamn annoying—until he agreed to meet. It wasn’t like her to be so insistent. The Chelsea he remembered had an otherworldly quality. Her smooth, unblemished skin and large blue eyes made her appear almost alien, but when conversation shifted from instructions to something deeper, she’d pull her hoodie over her platinum-blonde hair—an anxious gesture that grounded her firmly in the human world.

      She must’ve known he wasn’t in the Resistance anymore. It had been infiltrated, crushed, the shattered pieces—like him—discarded, the black hats absorbed into the main Network headquarters in New York. Everyone had changed after the Truth Laws war, so maybe she didn’t know. Maybe she was a floater now, adrift, unsure what to do with herself. He glanced at his watch. 5:45 p.m.

      Tall enough to see over most heads, he scanned the crowd again with his photographer’s eye—every face a potential frame, every shadow a story, but in here, not a single person worth talking to. He turned back around. His memories not yet a blur, he lifted the glass to his lips and gulped down more amber liquid.

      Behind him, laughter erupted.

      He sneered. If only they knew the lives it cost to keep this goddamn city trading, this country running, this pub standing—he glanced around the graffiti-covered walls—they wouldn’t be laughing. People didn’t care how they’d won their freedom from the looming thought-surveillance regime. The war was over, the memory of life under the Truth Laws gone. Civil liberty had triumphed—that was all that mattered to them. But he remembered. All too well. As much as he tried to forget, the memories snuck up on him when least expected. Always the painful ones. Bitter lager coated his tongue and he swallowed hard.

      5:55 p.m. She’d arrive any minute. He ordered another beer from the table porter, waded through the crowd that reeked of day-old cat piss, and waited at the bar. A surprising breeze brushed his forehead. He glanced at the entrance.

      Three traders stumbled through the swing door, dressed in Friday casual. What gave them away: the faint golden circles at the armpits of their starched white shirts. They veered straight to the bar, all bluster and no substance. Behind them stood a hooded figure, frozen on the welcome mat. Chelsea.

      She scanned the room, the blue of her eyes the only part that moved.

      His jaw tightened. Old emotions pierced the underside of his skin. He’d done years of therapy to bury the pain and confusion, but the darkness refused to stay down. Meanwhile, the Network bastards were probably partying on turquoise-water islands. His AI superintelligent therapist was about to get an earful. He steadied the tremor in his hands.

      Chelsea’s eyes locked onto him. His pulse kicked up.

      She glided toward him—slower now, more measured. Her once-platinum blonde hair was now mousy brown, tucked behind her ears; the hoodie she used to hide under was swapped for a dark wool coat. She looked grounded, worn down by the war.

      Whatever she had to say better be important. But he wasn’t counting on it. Safer that way. Best to count on no one. He glanced back at his table—now swallowed by the after-work crowd. Nowhere to sit for a quiet chat.

      Chelsea stood in front of him. “It’s been a while.”

      His whole body pulled in, reluctant to hear whatever words were about to spill from her mouth. He needed to put this whole thing to bed, and that’s exactly what he was here to do.

      “Did you deliver the message that night?” he asked. The question had festered for years. “The one that brought the thugs to me?”

      She blinked, her brow furrowing. “What? No. That wasn’t me.”

      He searched her eyes—those blue eyes, still hard to read, but genuinely puzzled. Guy Strickland. It always came back to him—the order, the betrayal. He exhaled slowly. “Doesn’t matter. Let’s walk.”

      They stepped into the autumnal evening and strolled north along Upper Street toward Regent’s Canal, chatting about simple pleasures like reading paper books, talking to neighbors face-to-face, traveling to real-world destinations.

      “How’ve you been?” she asked.

      “Getting on with things. But honestly, I was surprised to hear from you.”

      “I didn’t think I’d be in touch either. Truth is, Josh, I hope you had a good, long rest because the Network is starting up in the UK again.”

      The atmosphere seemed to thicken around him, and he ran a hand through his dark brown hair, strands falling back into place. Tall and quiet, he knew he looked more like a brooding artist than the operative he’d been—soulful eyes that missed nothing, a small gap in his smile Kelly teased him about. “Oh, fuck,” he breathed out, and for a second, he regretted the display of emotion.

      “Rumors are that the Network is forming already.”

      “They have nowhere to hide,” he snapped. “Information flows freely here.”

      She glanced at him. “I’m just a messenger.”

      “Sorry, but I can’t get involved with all that again.”

      “So why meet me?”

      He’d told himself it was to bury the past for good, but he felt its demands calling on him yet again. “Your messages wouldn’t stop. That, and morbid curiosity.”

      They turned off Duncan Terrace and descended the stairs to Regent’s Canal. The trees along the canal’s walkway provided a thin buffer, a convenient distraction, from the noisy restaurants and cafes.

      “Do you know who or what gave them the bad idea to restart in the UK?” he asked.

      “No one knows yet.”

      Chelsea wasn’t a floater after all. She was still a connector, plugged into MI5 on one end and into assets on the other. He shrugged. “Nothing to do with me.”

      “Don’t you want to live in peace?”

      “I am living in peace. Anyway, it’s up to the women. Isn’t that what Omni said?” he mused and promptly returned to the subject at hand. “The agency doesn’t need me.”

      Chelsea fixed her gaze on the path. “Movement started around the time of the peace mandate. From what I hear, the person who wants to restart the Network in the UK is someone who hasn’t forgotten you.”

      Tired contempt stirred in him. He knew who she meant, but it was over. “Sounds like you’re goading me.”

      “I’m not. No one sent me, Josh. I’m here of my own free will.”

      “It’s over, Chelsea. Whoever’s working this peace bullshit job, which honestly sounds like a scam if ever there was one, I wish them well. Let them handle it.”

      “I stay neutral in wartime⁠—”

      “As neutral as Switzerland,” he said.

      From the corner of his eye, he saw her look at him. He glimpsed defensive pain in her eyes. She’d changed too. “This peace thing Omni spat out is just an AI dream, and humans are too dumb to see it.”

      She composed herself, glanced at a party of four at a passing restaurant. “What happened to you, Josh? You’re not the guy I knew.”

      “That’s because I’m not.”

      She shook her head. “I came to give you a heads up before anything kicks off. I thought you deserved that much.”

      “Don’t you mean if anything kicks off?”

      “From where I’m standing, there’s no ‘if.’”

      “My job is over,” he repeated for what felt like the tenth time.

      They strolled in silence along the water’s edge.

      “Don’t you want to get him back?” she asked, coming in at a different angle.

      The old pain pierced his chest. He clenched his fists until his knuckles whitened. “The Resistance got corrupted because of him. I should never have been part of it, but it worked out, and I let it go long ago.”

      “He hasn’t.”

      Josh’s heart pounded, blood heating his cheeks. He refused to say the name. He was living a normal life with Kelly. Two glorious years he wanted to last forever. But deep down, he knew better. His ordeal wasn’t over. He exhaled long and slow.

      “Guy Strickland,” she said, “will be coming after you. He didn’t like how you shut him down in the UK.”

      The name crashed through him, shattering the partitions he’d built. “Thanks for the heads-up, but I met you to say I’m done. Tell MI5, MI6, whoever—I’ve moved on. I’m happy. Kelly’s well. That’s all that matters.”

      “Strickland hates operating outside the UK,” Chelsea continued, ignoring him. “He’s pissed at you for that. And at your girlfriend for helping that guy in Sweden. What’s his name?”

      Josh licked his dry lips. “Christian Karlsson.”

      “Yeah. Kelly helped him take control of the Network in Sweden, cleaned out the black hats. Strickland has it in for all of you. But first, he needs the UK reestablished. That’s priority.”

      Josh’s stomach hollowed. “Why here? They have the Caribbean, plenty of other spots.”

      “He wants the UK Network fully restored, wants to head it, play alongside the Big Man in the US.”

      “And I want a billion pounds. So what?”

      “You have a choice not to get involved. But not really.”

      “He’s already here, isn’t he?”

      She nodded. “Time to get back in the game, Josh. He hasn’t forgotten you.”

      “Lucky me,” he muttered. “But I’m not getting back into anything.”

      “You know him best.” She stopped and faced him. “And this doomsday avatar you’re rocking—” she waved at him—“hasn’t extinguished your passion.”

      He shoved his hands in his pockets. “What makes you think I’ll succeed?”

      “Another covert war is about to begin. Look, the Truth Laws war was hard on all of us. God knows I’m still reeling from it. But it ended well, and much of that was down to you. No awards are given for the kind of work you did, but we all know.” Her shoulder moved as though she was about to take her hand out of her pocket but decided against it. “If I see you again, I suspect it’ll be as an unofficial official messenger.”

      She gave a brief smile, the end of her call to arms, and started back toward the stairs.

      He walked alone, the café lights fading. He found a bench under a tree and sat in the dark. No denying he’d been looking over his shoulder since the Network shut down in the UK. The thought of his old enemy had resurfaced like a bad omen now and then. But it wasn’t just a thought anymore.

      A pair of lovers walked arm in arm ahead, laughter carrying through the night.

      “Nothing in this world stays the same,” he mumbled.

      The couple startled.

      “It’s true,” he said. “But I wasn’t talking to you.”

      They hurried on, whispers trailing.

      If Guy restarted the Network, Josh would be on his kill list, possibly even Kelly. No way would he, could he, let that happen. Chelsea was right. He had a choice, but not really. He sighed heavily. He’d watch for movement, covertly of course, and wait.

      If he was lucky, he could dismiss this meeting as chatter and let bygones be bygones. He wanted that. Truthfully, he wasn’t sure he’d survive another covert war.
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        September 11, 2036 - Miami, Florida

      

      

      Inside the BBC studio, the cold penetrated Sara’s bones. When this started, she’d been earmarked as a steward for the deals already done. Just bring them in, Harper said. Dot the i’s, cross the t’s—that’s all. Four months was a drop in the bucket. Secretary-general of Unity International was a lofty title, but with only a few months to go, it didn’t mean much. So, how she came to be in this Miami studio—her first time here—was still a mystery. She hadn’t thought it wise, but Harper, her board boss, insisted.

      Most of the peace mission was complete, he’d assured her. Deals done, players set, UN in place. What did he know? He sat in London, never muddying his shoes in the field. This mission dwarfed saving one prisoner of conscience—her expertise. From where she sat, it looked like Harper wanted only recognition for Unity. She sat on her hands, closed her eyes. The prospect of world peace without bloodshed kept her in the chair—the thing she’d fought for since becoming a human rights advocate.

      Robin, the BBC journalist, had messaged her on his flight from London while she was in the middle of media training prep last night in her hotel room. She showed the message to her trainer, and they both agreed he sounded icy and rushed, much like this room felt. “They all sound that way,” the trainer reassured her. “It’s the friendly ones you need to watch out for.”

      Most countries had fallen in line with the peace mandate, but the UK was the big holdout—though not fully against it, they said. They were simply in the midst of a philosophical jam. The British always had to be different, and Robin was British through and through.

      He shuffled onto the studio set wearing an open-collared shirt and navy suit, settling into the seat next to her with the neutrality of a weather forecaster reporting clear skies. He brushed his hair off his forehead and turned to her with a broad smile. Fine white powder creased the corners of his eyes. “Nice to meet you in person at last.”

      Cameras weren’t rolling, but the interview had begun. Follow their cues, her trainer had advised. Sara smiled, shook his hand.

      “I appreciate you agreeing last minute. Rare to talk to a secretary-general. How was your flight?”

      It had cut into her holiday with her husband; Puerto Vallarta traffic was hell. But Unity booked business class, so there was that. “Smooth,” she said. “Time zone’s the same as Mexico City—no jet lag.”

      “Been to London recently?”

      “I’m due to go there next week,” she said, glimpsing a camera rolling in.

      “Well then, you’ll know they’re building a fourth runway at Heathrow, and the traffic is worse than ever. I don’t want to bore you.” His eyes suddenly sharpened. “We’ll be recording this interview, I’m sure you were told, and it’ll be broadcast as soon as there’s a slot available.”

      “A week or a month?”

      “Not longer than a month, especially with the peace mandate.”

      She bristled. “Harper told you there was to be no mention of the peace mandate, right? I’m here to discuss Unity, and that’s all.”

      “Yes, he did,” he said with the casual indifference people reserve for fine print.

      “I’d like to see the final cut,” she pressed.

      His lips straightened into a thin line. “Afraid not. We retain full editorial control. I explained it to Harper. He agreed.”

      The sudden urge to walk out surged through her. Zero editorial control? “Not a single mention of the peace mandate, as agreed,” she stressed, her voice firm.

      The overhead sign lit up. The studio hushed. Robin tugged at his jacket, faced the camera.

      “Today, our special guest is the newly appointed secretary-general for Unity International, Sara Blanca Calderón.” He turned to Sara. “Congratulations. How do you see your organization contributing to the global peace?”

      Her nerves sparked. He danced dangerously close to the mandate, but not close enough for her to end the interview. She put on a trained smile—as her media trainer had advised—open, composed, nothing to hide. “For decades, Unity has been rescuing the persecuted from unjust systems. We support all NGO efforts in world peace, and we will continue to work to assist until our goals are met, as we always have.”

      “Plenty of women have been in decision-making roles at Unity, such as Antonia Morris. She was secretary-general for several years prior to the official global peace initiative. Under her leadership, Unity worked in several regions such as Iran, Myanmar, Chad, to name a few that have experienced ongoing conflict, but the world wasn’t any closer to peace then. How do you explain that?”

      His tactic was to skirt the mandate without naming it outright, giving no room for protest but plenty for an outburst. If you’re feeling on edge—the trainer’s words echoed in her mind—lay your hands on the table. Sara laid her hands on the table. “Historically, world peace was the purview of the United Nations. While Unity has worked closely with the UN, indeed, all NGOs work closely with the UN, we are bound by treaties and laws that prevent us from influencing the internal politics of a nation. I hope we will see peace in our lifetimes.”

      Robin tapped his pen on the desk. “And do you think women, in general, can do a better job, are doing a better job?”

      Heat crept up Sara’s arms, a tight, tugging sensation under her skin. She could shut down this interview and walk away, risking Harper’s scolding glare and whatever else may come her way, or she could stay. “How much worse can it get?” she blurted. “Women inherited a legacy of conflict from men, who held the reins for a very long time. The world is tired of endless wars. So far, we’ve seen all the countries on Omni’s list declared peaceful regions.” Her thoughts stumbled as she realized she’d let Omni slip out. “That’s incredible work, all done by women,” she added, painting over her blunder.

      “Chad hasn’t been declared.”

      Her stomach tightened with regret. She should’ve stopped the interview at the start, but it was too late now. “Don’t you keep up with the news?” she said, shifting in her seat. “It looks like Namibia hasn’t been declared yet either.”

      “But it’ll cross the finish line soon. Chad, on the other hand, is stuck at the gate.” Robin leaned in. “Because of the Declaration, companies and organizations have slotted women into the most powerful positions in the world.” He eyed her as though aiming a poison dart straight at her. “Eighty percent, to be exact. But your organization’s board is still run by men, billionaires, I might add. And since Unity is the NGO sources say is in charge of Chad, and it’s nowhere near declaring peace, are the men holding peace back or is it the women?” he said, stepping back from his carefully laid spike.

      She held his gaze, weighing whether to end the interview, then and there. “That’s a wild guess,” she said. “Who says we’re in charge of Chad?”

      “Sources.”

      “Rumors.” She didn’t look away. “As for our male-dominated board, they aren’t in charge. They advise and raise funds so Unity can do its work. They’ve been exceptional at both.”

      “So, it takes money to attract money. Is that what you’re saying?”

      She laid her hands flat on the table once more. “I wish I could give you a simple explanation of how fundraising works, but you’ll have to interview a board member for that.”

      “It’s not your department, I see.”

      “My job is to ensure Unity continues to provide for those in need of assistance,” she said, stacking one hand on top of the other. “I bring all my experience to bear in my new position.”

      “Are any of the men on your board of billionaires going to be replaced by women billionaires soon?” Robin asked.

      He wanted her to lose her cool on camera, the proof for the world to see that she was a poor choice for the mandate. “You’ll have to ask them. I take care of the day-to-day operations,” she said, measuring her words.

      “Is that why you’re going to London next week?”

      Stunned, she pulled back. How had he obtained such privileged information? Apart from her husband, that was information only people at Unity knew about. “Who said I was going to London?”

      He glanced at his tablet. “My sources say that the leader of Chad’s opposition party is expected to arrive on British shores. Right around the time you were appointed secretary-general, in fact. Did Unity facilitate his travel from a Chadian prison to London?”

      The question felt like a trapdoor that opened under her feet. “Unity was working in Chad long before the peace mandate ever existed,” she said.

      “So you don’t deny it. Do you know anything about human trafficking?”

      As soon as she found out who leaked it, she was going to fire them into oblivion. “What a stupid question, Robin. Every NGO knows about human trafficking.”

      “We’ve run out of time, unfortunately,” Robin said, a faint smile on his lips, as though victory was his. “It’s been a pleasure meeting the new secretary-general of Unity International. Thank you for coming.”

      “The pleasure was mine,” she said, reciting the coached words that glossed over someone’s betrayal. The studio lights pulsed on the head of the crew members bustling around her. She anchored her gaze on the glossy sheen of her charcoal nail polish as though to delay the moment of regret. Her hand drifted to her lapel, and the sharp click of the studio mic unclipping jolted her back to reality.

      ”It can get a little hot in the seat,” Robin said. “Good job for your first time in front of the cameras.”

      She placed the mic on the desk. “Why did you ask about Chad? You know the mandate explicitly said the secretaries-general were not to be identified. And Harper also told you not to mention Chad. It was off the table.”

      He pulled back his hand. “I agreed not to mention the peace mandate. Chad is a country anyone can talk about. The truth is, I really wanted to know about Unity’s involvement with human trafficking.”

      “We’re not involved in human trafficking,” she countered.

      “Not according to some people.”

      “Like who?”

      “I don’t divulge my sources.” He rolled his chair back, giving himself plenty of space to exit the platform. “It was nice to meet you. Perhaps we’ll meet again.”

      As he exited the studio floor, Sara grappled with what just happened. If this broadcast aired, the entire world would associate her with Chad and the peace mandate. She saw herself alone, in the spotlight, while saboteurs gleefully rubbed their hands, crafting schemes and laying booby traps. If she failed to secure peace in Chad, a global catastrophe would ignite unlike anything the world had ever witnessed—and the whole world would know she was the cause. She could already hear her father’s words, “She’s not mine,” being whispered in the synagogue. This interview could not be permitted to air.
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        September 12, 2036 - Puerto Vallarta, Mexico

      

      

      Sara stood on the wide balcony of their holiday villa in Puerto Vallarta, gazing out over the restless bay as the Tehuano winds whistled. The early morning light cast a pale sheen over the Pacific Ocean, turning the water a steely gray. In the distance, a small fisherman’s boat rocked on the choppy waves, this way and that, bobbing helplessly and alone on the water’s surface. Lucha, struggle, and tikkun olam—repairing the world through the mitzvot of justice and kindness—blended together in her mind like a Star of David cut into delicate papel picado.

      Sara’s AR glasses vibrated against her forehead. It was Harper—at last. A knot tightened in her stomach; she'd been waiting too long for an update, desperate to hear how they'd ensure that interview never saw the light of day. She activated her glasses, and his image pixelated into focus across the lenses. “Any joy? Did you find out how that BBC journalist knew about Chad, about Abakar, about London?”

      He shook his head, dirty blond hair swaying like taut blades of grass. “I’m working on it. When I first organized the logistics, I told him there was to be no talk of Chad, and no mention of the peace mandate,” Harper said in his crisp British accent. “I’m still in shock. They’re a bunch of vipers, and everybody knows it. I’ll get Guy to use his pull to kill the broadcast.”

      “Do it fast before they televise that thing. I can’t have every saboteur aiming at me. If it isn’t handled, peace will be dead in the water.”

      A flash of lightning lit her skin; a thunder clap tickled her scalp. She fastened her terrycloth robe tighter around her waist.

      “I’ll get back to you,” Harper said and closed the video line.

      She lifted her AR glasses and rubbed her hands. Her lucha, her tikkun olam—story of her life, the twin foundations of her world. It was a heavy burden not many could carry. Perhaps that’s why there were so few Mexican Jews in the world. Only forty thousand. That’s it. And she was one of them, though not according to her father.

      You abandoned your faith and your heritage when you married a gentile, she could still hear him saying. Our people need to stick together. Seven years on, the memory still haunted her. “I didn’t abandon you,” she answered the ghost who always appeared in the midst of an impending crisis.

      The words faded against the wind and the old wound throbbed as it always did. For years now, crises had been her constant companions, and they came in many forms—personal, cultural, now this professional storm with the interview and the Board. Ultimately, all crises demanded the same resolve.

      When they offered her the secretary-general position, tasking her with seeing the Chad mission through to the end, she had spent all week weighing the what-ifs and if-nots of such a responsibility, thoughts wading through her mind like the moored yachts in the marina below. In the end, she accepted her tikkun olam—God gives you what you can handle.

      The winds began to whip el Pacífico into ferocious waves, transforming the ocean into a cauldron of boiling water. The fate of the world—her world—seemed to teeter on the mast of that little fisherman’s boat.

      The balcony doors opened behind her. Julio, her husband, stood bare-chested in his boxer shorts, shielded by the sliding door’s thick glass, his chiseled face scrunched up. Sara never saw him the way friends did—a Latino Statue of David. To her, he was all pointed drive and consuming passion for work. At first, his ambition was thrilling, but then later it made him do things he didn’t want to do.

      “The boat’s holding,” she said, brushing away a strand of hair from her eyelashes. “That little fishing boat out there.”

      Julio stepped onto the balcony, one eye closed against the wind. He looked pained; Sara instantly felt a pang of guilt, though she had no idea why.

      The boat was on the move again, its nose almost perpendicular to the waves, pointing toward the horizon.

      “I hope they’re all right,” she said.

      “They’re doomed. Let’s go inside.”

      Inside the thick walls of the villa, the wind faded to a distant howl, while the coffee’s aroma warmed the room.

      
        
        ______

      

      

      “How long were you out there?” Julio asked.

      “I was up all night. The Board wants to keep moving ahead, but I’m not happy about that interview. I want to know who told them I was looking after Chad.”

      “What did they say?”

      “Harper is still investigating.”

      Julio cleared his throat. “It’s a bit strange that they’re changing secretary-general in the middle of it all.”

      Antonia “Toni” Morris, Unity’s former secretary-general, had stepped down on doctor’s orders, but she had done a lot of the groundwork. “Toni’s pregnant,” she said, reminding him that humans still did what humans do, regardless of Omni’s grand plan. “Besides, a couple of other organizations have changed their secretaries general. Unity knows exactly what it’s doing. It’s been around forever⁠—”

      “Seventy years.” Julio pulled out the high stool from the breakfast table. “Which is why it’s odd they chose to lead Chad, of all places. It’s a basket case.”

      “These countries are troubled and challenged after centuries of colonial rule. Honestly, I’m surprised Toni made inroads at all.” Sara opened the fridge. “Huevos rancheros?”

      Julio nodded. “All you have to do is finish what she started, right?”

      Sara nodded. “That’s what the Board said.” She placed four eggs on the counter, salsa, corn tortillas, cheese, and cilantro. “Abakar, Chad’s opposition leader, has been in prison for the last five years, and he’s arriving in the UK at the end of the week. I have to be in London to greet him and keep him safe until the elections in Chad begin. The polls say he’s a shoo-in, and thankfully he’s agreed to a power-sharing deal with the rebels’ political party.”

      “What about the current government? They won’t give up power that easily.”

      “The UN is lending technical electoral assistance, which is keeping them in check,” she said.

      “Well, you have the job now,” he said. “Just make sure you get paid well because Harper’s a snake.”

      The words shot out like poison-dipped arrows. Harper was her immediate boss and chairperson of the Board. He was always courteous to her, playfully so, and Julio knew they got along. Maybe Julio was jealous, but that made no sense. “Why don’t you like Harper?” she asked, resting against the breakfast table.

      Julio’s breath caught, words clearly bottled up.

      “Spit it out. What did he do to you?”

      “He’s so fake,” he said.

      Surprised, she glanced at Julio. He rarely gave raw opinions about anyone because it forced him to choose sides, and he didn’t like doing that. “That’s your grudge?” she said. “A lot of people are fake. Did he make a pass at you or something?”

      “He tried. I told him to fuck off. But it’s not that. I just don’t like him.”

      Her jaw tightened. Harper knew they were married. The nerve of him—making a pass at Julio while pretending to mentor her. “As for the pay,” she said, forcing her voice steady, “I couldn’t care less about the money.”

      Julio stared at her. “That’s not something a Jew would say.”

      “Well, I’m a Jew and I said it,” she snapped.

      Non-Jews clung to this stereotype about Jews and money, as though money was all we ever thought about. Money was a spiritual matter for Jews, something Christians could never fully grasp, especially after centuries of popes demonizing wealth while they amassed it for themselves. Julio approached money the same way her father did, and Julio wasn’t a Jew. Life would have been easier if he had been, easier in ways she’d never admitted aloud.

      It was all good dating a Christian—the small Jewish community in Mexico City tolerated it—but marrying one was different. She could still see the empty dinner seats, the untouched plates, the unappreciated flowers. Not one family member or friend from her Jewish circle showed up to their wedding. Not one. Through the years, her father called to check in, here and there, but those five-minute calls only reminded her of what she had lost.

      She looked at Julio, his face softened by the morning light, and let the old ache settle back into its quiet place.

      “Let’s stop thinking about that interview,” Julio said. “Tonight we have a client dinner.”

      
        
        ______

      

      

      Sara lowered her arms, tired from wrestling with thick locks that always refused to be tamed. Chad was the same way, she thought—the problem child of nations. As far back as 1960, when it broke free from France, dictators, puppet governments, and warlords had tried to tame the young democracy, only to leave Yondo scars—marks of violence and instability—across the land, inviting one coup after another.

      And that BBC journalist could derail everything Unity had worked for over the last two years, all those fragile deals. Human trafficking! How could he? She shook her hair from her face. Soon, she’d meet the man set to put the country on a new course. She grabbed the hairpin and tried again.

      “Are you ready?” Julio yelled from the kitchen.

      If it wasn’t about money with Julio, it was about time. “Ten minutes,” she yelled back.

      A few graceful strands framed her face as she pinned the French twist into place. She quickly spritzed Chanel No. 5 into the air and felt micro-drops of the classic fragrance land on her eyelashes. The rose and jasmine notes transported her to childhood evenings watching her mother prepare for gallery openings. Makeup applied and memories stirred, she clicked across the hardwood floor toward the kitchen, the hem of her black dress swaying slightly as she navigated the apartment in heels she’d barely worn.

      “The car is waiting,” Julio said, glancing at her.

      “That’s all I get?” She simmered as she inserted her AR glasses into her evening handbag, careful not to snag her freshly painted nails.

      “You look lovely,” he said, kissing her forehead.

      She scratched the side of her mouth, pretending to wipe away red lipstick. “I’m not taking my earbuds.”

      “I have mine.”

      They stepped outside. The wild winds from earlier had disappeared, subdued by the Sierra Madre mountains and the Bahía de Banderas. She wondered what had happened to the little fishing boat. Scooting into the backseat of the chauffeured car, she figured she would have heard something from the locals if it had met a certain fate.

      Julio glided into the seat next to her, as sleek as his citrus cologne, and gave the driver directions. He looked out his window, neck stiff, tension palpable.

      “Are you angry because I was running late, or is this about something else?”

      “They’re expecting us at 8 p.m. and⁠—”

      “Dios mío!” she said. “It’s 6:30 p.m.! How early does it have to be?”

      “I like to be early, and it takes an hour to get there.”

      They were going to the old part of town, a neighborhood ironically called Zona Romántica, and she felt everything but. She closed her eyes and said, “It doesn’t take an hour to get there.”

      “There could be an accident or something. We could be late.”

      She leaned into her seat and looked out her window. In the next car over, a woman applied lipstick using the car’s flip-down visor. Her partner rested his wrist on the wheel, pretending to drive, a hint of a smile on his lips. Sara didn’t want to sour the journey, so she brushed aside her husband’s mood and her own confusion, squeezed Julio’s hand, pressing her fingers into the cushion of his palm. He gently squeezed back.

      “It will be a great night,” she said, slipping her hand onto his thigh.

      He patted her hand, in hollow acknowledgment, and threw a brief smile her way. Turning back to the window, his eyes flitted at every passing taqueria along Av. Francisco Medina Ascencio.

      She pretended to remove lint from his trousers and cradled her hand in her lap, wondering how long his mood would last this time.

      
        
        ______

      

      

      Tucked away in Zona Romántica was the upscale establishment Café Des Artistes, famous for its French-Mexican fusion cuisine.

      The hostess escorted Julio and Sara past tables set with linen napkins, crystal glasses, and silver spoons until they reached the patio garden. Julio’s shoulders relaxed as he breathed in the salt-laden breeze rolling in from the Pacific Ocean, dissolving his foul mood. He reached over and planted a kiss on Sara’s cheek, as if a kiss was all it took. She couldn’t help but stiffen, unable to swap one mood for another.

      “Thanks for doing this,” he said. “We’ll have a good time. You look lovely.”

      “It’s about time,” she said, letting out some steam.

      “I told you earlier.”

      She flicked him a curt look and picked up the menu. The seasonal dishes, and her favorite classic, ceviche, didn’t cut through her tension. She’d have to get through the dinner some other way.

      “Hola, Julio,” a man’s voice said from behind them.

      Julio’s eyes lit up. “Hola, Carlos!” Julio’s voice popped like a bottle of champagne, his charm overflowing from the reservoir he reserved for the outside world. “Good to see you again.”

      Carlos was a healthy-looking fifty-year-old, distinguished by a mustache. His partner, twenty years his junior, followed behind him. Her white jacket sparkled under the lights while her eyes half-closed, in a lazy way, as though she’d been born without a curiosity gene.

      Sara rose from her chair while Julio and Carlos hugged, patting each other on the back.

      “And this must be Sara,” Carlos said. “Nice to finally meet you. Julio has told us so much about you. Let me introduce my girlfriend, Silvi.”

      “Encantada,” Sara said, nodding as she shook the woman’s hand. There was a name for these women, and they didn’t cost much.

      “Good to see you again, Silvi,” Julio said in a familiar tone as he hugged her.

      It was like watching a reunion from the other side of a pane of glass. He could have used the time in the car to give her background info on all these people, but it was typical of him not to have prepped her. For the sake of her marriage, Sara searched for the sommelier. He was standing next to the bar, presiding over the mood of the room. Picking up her cue, he glided her way.

      “A glass of Burgundy,” Sara said.

      “Why don’t we get a couple of bottles for the table?” Julio’s face beamed. “Dos botellas para la mesa.”

      “Good idea,” Carlos said, taking a seat. Silvi draped her sparkly jacket on the chair next to him and sat down.

      “Julio was saying that you are now the secretary-general at Unity International,” Carlos said.

      Silvi’s eyebrows moved for the first time.

      Having accepted the job less than a week ago, barely enough time to get used to her new title, Sara wished Julio hadn’t said anything. How secure was Carlos anyway? Sara nodded.

      The server uncorked a wine bottle and poured dark red liquid into a glass in front of Julio. He sniffed and took a sip. “Perfecto!” The server proceeded to pour wine into the rest of the glasses, emptying one bottle, tucking the other in a copper wine bucket on a stand next to Julio.

      “What does a job like that require?” Carlos resumed, leaning his elbows on the table and cupping his hands together. His shirt cuffs exposed a gold watch—a sleek, high-end timepiece that was quiet, elegant, and unmistakably luxurious.

      “I’m no longer in the field.” She shrugged. “I oversee things now.”

      “Isn’t Unity involved with the peace initiative?”

      Julio nodded.

      “No one knows which NGO is managing which region,” Carlos said, “but it seems logical. Chad is the only one that hasn’t come close to the finish line, isn’t that right?”

      “Imagine,” Julio said, “in four months the whole world will have peace.” He lifted his glass of wine. “Thanks to women!”

      Sara was grateful for the change of direction, even if it grated—women this, women that. Everyone had been talking about women for the last two years, analyzing the female personality, psyche, ability to lead, stress levels, management style. Some men were starting to declare themselves women in the hopes of being chosen as a peace leader. Sara was almost allergic to the subject. “Not all women are agreeable,” she blurted. “I hope they offered me the job because of my track record and ability, rather than my sex, because not all women, or men for that matter, can do the job.”

      “That’s not what Omni said.” Julio looked at Sara and then at Carlos. “It said that women are the key to long-lasting world peace.”

      “Sorry we’re late,” said a man in his late thirties or early forties, Sara couldn’t tell. Faint lines could be seen on his face around his eyes and forehead, but the amount of facial reconstruction people were getting made it hard to guess anyone’s age with conviction.

      Julio rose from his seat. “Ah, Frederico!”

      “Please, stay seated.” He gestured to a well-preserved woman with high cheekbones and an eager smile. “My wife, Esther.”

      She held out her hand, and a thick gold chain dangled from her wrist. Greetings circled the table, and the new arrivals sat down.

      “We were talking about Sara’s new position as secretary-general at Unity for the Declaration,” Carlos said, “and whether humans can live in peace.”

      Discomfort tightened across her chest. First, Robin—the journalist whose source remained a mystery—and now this stranger, both casually referencing what she was forbidden to acknowledge.

      Julio had talked again. Of course, he had. He never could keep his mouth shut.

      The NDA loomed like a dam holding back a rising tide she was powerless to stop. She forced a neutral smile.

      “I think so,” Esther said, filling in the silence.

      Frederico vigorously shook his head. “No, it isn’t possible.” He turned to Sara. “I hope you succeed, Sara, but no, I don’t think it’s possible.”

      Every Tom, Dick, and Fred had an opinion. Sara's mind raced—deflect, don't confirm. “These things are always challenging,” she said carefully, keeping her voice even.

      “But Namibia is likely to succeed,” Frederico corrected. “But there’s not a whole lot of time left for the tough ones like Chad. A few more months won’t make a difference.”

      Sara nodded vaguely, her pulse quickening at the direct mention of Chad. She shot a quick glance at Julio—he was sipping his wine, oblivious or pretending to be. She couldn't shut this down without drawing attention. “All these regions are tight,” she managed, “but the organizations involved are doing everything they can.” A small slip—she'd implied involvement without naming Unity. Damn.

      “Since Unity has an office in most of the countries on the list,” Carlos began, “why didn’t they take charge of all the other regions too?”

      “Omni suggested one secretary-general per country to give the highest chance of success,” Julio answered.

      “Omni hasn’t been wrong so far,” Carlos said. “When Iran declared peace, no one believed it was possible. The crude oil markets are loving it.”

      A server laid a ceramic bowl of corn tostadas and a trio of salsas on the table: green, bright red, and dark red.

      “Hypothetically, just hypothetically, what would happen if Chad did not see peace?” Frederico asked.

      All of Sara’s anxiety bubbled up. “The world won’t see peace either.”

      “Chad will see peace,” Julio said.

      “I think so, too,” Carlos said.

      “So, how do you know each other?” Sara asked, changing the subject.

      Carlos and Frederico glanced at one another. “Frederico and I know each other from a while back.”

      “Five or six years, isn’t it?” Frederico said. “Guy Strickland introduced us to Julio. When was that again?”

      Sara’s smile froze. Julio hadn’t said a word about knowing Guy Strickland, vice president of Unity’s Board, and the most consequential of her six bosses. “When was that?”

      “March, I believe.”

      “All of us know the same Guy?” Sara asked.

      “Which guy? Oh, Guy Strickland.” Carlos laughed. “He works at Unity, that’s right. Yes, it would seem so.”

      Julio shrugged away a guilty smile, and it felt like cold water tossed in Sara’s face. “Why didn’t you tell me you knew Guy?”

      Julio picked up the wine menu. “I don’t talk about my clients,” he said, and showed the menu to Silvi.

      Sara’s skin tightened across her forehead. Julio's client, and he’d never mentioned it. Another secret. Later, in the privacy of their villa, if she pointed out his little oops-I-forgot-to-mention, he’d claim ignorance or blame someone else. And in the rare event he did admit to holding it back, it wouldn’t matter anyway because there’d be a next time—an endless merry-go-round of denial and defense. If she stayed at this table, she’d explode. “If you’ll excuse me.”

      
        
        ______

      

      

      Outside Café Des Artistes, the calm waves of the Pacific Ocean lapped in rhythm against the sandy beach. She took a few deep breaths and blew out her tension into the night.

      Her own husband holding back intel from her? She rubbed her temples. She’d led teams, made tough calls, set up an entire division, rescued more prisoners of conscience than any other organization, she knew how to work the bureaucracy, she knew the system, UN and all, but Julio’s manner felt an awful lot like Harper’s attitude toward that BBC interview. Not much she could do about Julio right now, but she could do something about Harper.

      She flicked on her AR glasses and called up Mira, her personal AI agent. “Script the following message,” she said into the mic.

      
        
        Dear Chairperson Harper and Members of the International Board of Unity International,

      

        

      
        Though I’m honored to have been considered for the position of secretary-general, I am dismayed at the way in which the BBC interview transpired.

      

        

      
        It’s coming up to forty-eight hours since the interview took place and my concerns have not been addressed. The broadcast of the interview would be crossing a red line for me.

      

        

      
        I will only continue if you ensure the interview never airs prior to the end of the peace mandate.

      

        

      
        Sincerely,

        Sara Blanca Calderón.

      

      

      She stared at the text.

      Mira pinged her. “I have a flagged message for you. Just came in. It says that Julio told Strickland you were killing it at Unity. That you were the best pick for SG.”

      The timing of that message was a little too convenient, almost as if Julio’s AI agent was defending Julio. Nothing was private when technology had a mind of its own. Still, Julio bragged too much. He meant well, but he hadn’t respected her privacy or the agreements to which she was bound. “Who sent it?”

      “No ID tags. Sometimes the messages can jump.”

      “What would you like me to do with your message?” Mira prompted.

      “Send it to the Unity Board.”

      Sara took off her glasses. Standing in the summer’s stillness, she could hear her father’s words: A job was a job.

      She’d confront Julio later, hunt down who leaked to that BBC journalist, and drag Chad to peace, or die trying.

      The page flew across the screen and disappeared.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Mexico City, Mexico

      

      

      The sun poked through the blinds, and the drape of sleep lifted from Sara’s eyes. She rubbed her face and glanced at her wristwatch. 11:16 a.m. Ten hours to pack four months’ worth of life into suitcases.

      Julio’s side of the bed was empty. At that moment, she wished he had taken her last day in Mexico City off to just putter around the house, but that was not who he was. He never interrupted his work schedule for her, or for anyone. She stretched her legs, feeling the coolness on the other side of the bed, and lingered a moment longer.

      A blaring electronic voice shuttled through the window, accompanied by clanking metal on the tarmac. It was the garbage bot. No way could she sleep through its high-pitched beeps. “Mira,” she grumbled, “print off a packing list that’ll see me through the next four months and read out any messages from the Board.”

      Mira read out the Board’s onboarding letter to her new position at Unity, composed and sent by Harper. It opened with, “best person for the job,” and “we are delighted,” reminders of why she was chosen. Then, Mira’s tone changed, as though the letter breathed, and it read off a plethora of numbers, sounding very much like the bot it was. Security clearance ID, a secure email address, passwords, company expense accounts, virtual company credit cards. “Shortly, you will have unlimited access to Unity’s private charter plane. The paperwork is underway, but we trust business class to London is acceptable in this first instance.”

      Sara raised her eyebrows at the mention of business class. Acceptable? Was it ever?

      Mira continued, “Waiting for you at Unity’s London office will be official mandate glasses, so you can set up your AI Agent to receive pre-bulletins from Omni, as well as a company phone. Then, come to the conference room and we can all discuss next steps.”

      Harper scheduled a debriefing call with the departing Secretary-General Toni Morris, and it would happen—Sara glanced at her watch—on her flight to London. Lastly, Unity International’s Global Conference was scheduled at the end of the month in New York, where she’d address the organization as the new secretary-general. After a final round of best wishes, Mira’s silence sounded like a faint pop and crackle at the end of a song.

      Butterflies fluttered in Sara’s stomach. The thought of facing ten thousand Unity workers, dotted all around the globe, had paralyzed her limbs. Cinnamon-spiced Mexican coffee with a touch of sugar drifted into her mind. “Mira, make a double espresso.”

      She lowered her feet onto the hardwood floor and made her way to the bathroom. “Mira, put that letter into a bullet point checklist and print it.” She brushed her teeth, thinking about that speech she’d have to give. Ignorance is bliss, she mused. They could hardly blame her if it all went wrong. She spat out the toothpaste. “Mira, track down Toni Morris’s last ten public speeches, summarize all of them, and send them to me. Then draft a speech based on her last five speeches.” She stuck her head under the tap and swished water through her teeth, rinsing her mouth of the last bit of toothpaste, and closed the tap. She stared at her hazel eyes and dark, copper-colored hair in the mirror. “What have I gotten myself into?”

      The printer in the study down the hall kicked into gear.

      She shuffled out of the bedroom, snatched the printed sheets off the printer, and headed to the kitchen. The mug under the coffee maker was empty. Again. For months, she’d been trying to teach Mira how to automate the coffee task. “Seems I have to do everything myself,” she said aloud. “Mira.”

      The light on the two-way speaker-mic blinked. “Is there something I can do for you?”

      “I asked you to make a coffee and you failed again. Do you not have enough data? What’s the problem?”

      Mira’s light dimmed. “I will try again tomorrow.”

      “I’m leaving tonight.”

      The speaker’s light switched off.

      “AI is changing the world, but it can’t even make a cup of coffee,” Sara said.

      Hours later, three suitcases packed, she ticked the last to-do on the checklist triumphantly and flopped onto the sofa. “Mira, TV on.” The nightly news burst out of the speakers, followed by the sound of a key card tapping against the reader in the entrance hall. The foyer light flipped on. Julio was home.

      She looked at the wall clock. 8:15 p.m., just minutes before her taxi would arrive.

      “Long day at the office?”

      “I wish I could’ve left sooner.”

      A familiar feeling formed in her chest, in slow motion, like the gradual lacing up of a corset. It was pointless talking about anything important. She smiled through taut lips. “When I get back, let’s make time to spend together, away from clients and work,” she said.

      “Let’s do that. I’ll plan something really special.”

      His long hours, busy with something or someone, made her feel like she should be grateful for a minute of his time. It was a feeling she was tired of. “That would be lovely.”

      A yellow light bounced across the walls, deepening the shadows in the room. “Taxi’s here,” she said.

      “Let me help.”

      Together they rolled her suitcases to the elevator and descended five levels to the ground floor.

      A longing filled her, marked with sadness. It was so strange to think that she wouldn’t see Julio or her home for the next four months. Standing outside now, in front of the taxi, she hugged him, and he hugged her back for a long time.

      “I’ll come to see you,” he said. “I can’t let four months go by⁠—”

      “I’d like that,” she said, tears filling her eyes.

      She climbed into the taxi and it sped away. She turned to see if he was still there on the sidewalk, and he was.

      
        
        ______

      

      

       On board Unity’s private jet, Sara detected a pang of guilt as she sat in the plush seat in the cabin all to herself, a glass of champagne close at hand. The typical back-breaking trek of lugging suitcases to the airport and enduring mile-long lines through security was a different world. Why did there have to be such a wide gap between the two experiences? The seatbelt light switched off, and she loosened the seat buckle, an old habit, put on her glasses, and logged into her new Unity email.

      All traces of guilt vanished.

      The first email was marked confidential. It contained a document, addressed internally to the Board members. She paused. The file must have been sent in error by a hasty Harper in his rush to get all the case files to her. If he didn’t want her to read it, though, he should’ve paid closer attention. She read on.

      
        
        Dear Members of the Board,

      

        

      
        Sara Blanca Calderón has worked with Unity International since 2021. Her loyalty to the organization is unquestioned, her task success rate is nearly 100%, she’s fluent in Spanish and English, and she’s a 36-year-old woman. She is an excellent candidate for secretary-general.

      

        

      
        I wholeheartedly endorse her.

      

        

      
        Sincerely,

        Guy Strickland

        Vice President of Unity International

        See Attachments

      

      

      Guy Strickland, one of Julio’s private clients, she now knew, was Unity’s vice president of the Board. She’d never met him, and was surprised that he gave her such a ringing endorsement. She thought back to the message she had received outside Café Des Artistes. Maybe it was Julio’s influence. She found herself feeling grateful but surprised. Guy Strickland—someone she’d never met—had championed her without hesitation. In a Board full of billionaires and power players, that kind of unwavering support felt... Reliable.

      She opened the first attachment, titled Board Meeting Minutes. The board members’ responses were all in agreement with Guy. Except for one. Harper. He’d put forward a different candidate, a woman from the Brazil office. “Traitor,” Sara mumbled. Harper had been outvoted six to one. The Board voted again, and this time Harper’s vote was in agreement. The unanimous decision was sent to Omni.

      The email must’ve been sent by accident. No way would Harper want her to know he downvoted her and wanted someone else. But now she knew that too, and she wondered how they got him to change his mind so quickly.

      She opened the next attachment. Her work progress report, psychological evaluation, personality profile, and colleague feedback and reviews—the shortest portion of her record. She’d worked with field workers Clive and Emory on her political prisoners’ persecution program when she was establishing the blueprint and developing relationships with key advocacy groups such as UN officials, human rights officers, journalists, and legal and policy advisors. All those workers worked alongside Unity, but none of them were included in the report. The Board had stripped her bare, all the way down to her fingerprints. She almost wished she hadn’t read it.

      Gently, she closed the file and moved on to the next, a zipped 50 gig on Chad. The next ten hours were going to be all about getting up to speed during her call with Antonia about Chad and trying to get some rest in time for her first meeting in London with the Board. She pushed the flight attendant call button, ordered some coffee, and opened the debriefing dated January 2, 2035, the day the peace mandate began.

      It included Omni’s declaration, the Board’s appointment of Toni Morris, and a reminder to remain impartial, neutral, and independent, the principles all NGOs followed in high-stakes humanitarian negotiations. Unity International’s reputation must remain impeccable.

      Sara recalled the mantra, “We are angels descending into hell,” from orientation day. That was over fifteen years ago, and it still rang clear in her mind today as though it were yesterday. And Unity’s first, most important commandment was, “Thou Shalt Observe All Red Lines.”

      Red lines were no-go zones and could mean the difference between life and death. Then there were the ambiguous gray zones. If an NGO’s goal was to give food aid to people in a conflict zone and the red line was not to feed the warring factions, how could they deliver food aid, knowing they would also feed the militias? Wasn’t the NGO indirectly supporting the conflict? Sara bit the corner of a shortbread cookie and washed it down with a gulp of coffee. The gray zones were decided on a case-by-case basis, allowing the aid worker leeway to negotiate with the militia to get the food through. But gray zones could quickly descend into black zones. Fortunately, none of that pertained to the peace mandate in Chad because all Sara needed to do was chaperone the would-be president of Chad in the UK and sign off on paperwork. Dot the i’s and cross the t’s.
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TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
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DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
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DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
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