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A Kiss For YAYAM

It is well enough that people of the nation do not understand our banking and monetary system, for if they did, I

believe there would be a revolution before tomorrow morning – Henry Ford

Money does not grow on trees – Your Mother



A Kiss For YAYAM

One

We are supposed to remember our first kiss but on one overcast Tuesday, in the shadow of
Edinburgh Castle, all others – first, second, hoped-for and fantasized - were lost forever.

When Tom drew me close, I tilted my head back and laughed as though intimacy between us
could only ever be part of a game. Tom was the brother I never had – a soul mate of a different
sort. Or so I thought.

He should have laughed, too. That was our script. Instead, a softening, almost melancholy,
shift  in his gaze caught me off guard. I paused then,  the laugh gone and my smile faded to
something more. If I'd thought about it, the moment would have passed. In that single frozen
second, holding hands, bodies almost touching and Tom's eyes those of a lover, two different
futures hung in uncertain balance until something unspoken changed and we kissed.

Writing this now, I am almost fearful. But this is where it started and if I am to explain, I
must try to describe why I felt as I did.

The park was quiet, a soft breeze rustling the leaves of a nearby tree, the fountain silent and
dry. There were people around but it was not crowded. Minutes before, we shared their world
and now we were apart from it and they became invisible. Tom had been mysterious, insisting I
come with him to the park. He had something to tell me and it would not wait. I never questioned
why we had to go to Princes St. Gardens to talk but it seemed to me that whatever he had to say
was now hijacked by that kiss.

We dropped hands and closed the gap between us. He started to talk.  “Jen,” he whispered.
And then so quietly that it was almost mouthed, “Jenny”. We touched. Alone in our bubble, I felt
each shift in our circumstance. Through light summer dress and his thin shirt, my breasts pressed
on warm muscle.  His  hands on my back,  mine at  my sides.  It  happened slowly.  Something
between us flowered. His lips warm, our mouths flirted on tentative, unfamiliar territory. I cannot
remember closing my eyes but in doing so, every thought and nerve was focused on where we
began to fit. Lips. Arms enfolding. A hand cupping my neck. Under my hair. Fingers through it.
Holding the back of my head. And gently pulling us closer until there was nothing between and
everything.  And I was shockingly aware that this loving, life-changing kiss was an erotic charge
unlike any I'd experienced before. Whatever had happened to our safe friendship, I now wanted
him and nothing else. He tugged at me with gentle teeth, probed my mouth with the tip of his
tongue, teased and withdrew. And we fell on one another.

Outwardly,  we were two lovers  sharing  a  romantic  moment.  There  was no  overt  sexual
display but we knew that nothing would ever be the same. With the shock of friendship turned to
lust, the greatest shock of all was in finding myself a prisoner to something else. As we fell to the
physicality of the moment, I was a sudden captive. Our hearts next to each other, I almost cried
as something intangible bound us together. Somewhere between that kiss and our hearts, our
egos joined and promised one to the other.

There was no doubt about it. Our friendship was well and truly fucked.

 

For the next two days, I lived a dream of my own making. I had been in love before but this
was different. Timing could have been better as I hardly saw Tom for a week after but at first this
did not dent the dream. The Tom I knew was gone. The Tom who flirted with every girl he met,
who left  them swooning in  his  wake,  who used  me  as  a  pretend lover  to  escape  awkward
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entanglements, was now gone. Written like that, he sounds awful but as far as I know, he never
lied except to spare feelings. To most people, Tom's string of one-nighters reflected a shallow
nature born of easy conquests. He was drop-dead loveware. But not to me. Well, sort of not to
me. Safely in the friend zone, the old me could view things dispassionately.

I'm not sure I really believed him when he first opened up to me. Once, after a late party we
found ourselves in the same bedroom, him on a mattress on the floor and me in the double above
him. We talked and for a short time I believed that he believed what he was saying.

“Most people think they know me. They don't.”
We whispered like children hoping their  parents would not spoil  things by insisting they

sleep.
“You're different,” he said. “You know.”
I thought I understood what he was telling me but now I realise he was saying something else

altogether.
“I don't want all those girls. I want one. I keep looking but...”
And then he was silent for so long that I thought he'd drifted off. I looked over, about to say

something, when he continued.
“I know what I want but I'm terrified of reaching for it.”
It sounds lame now, but at the time, I thought I was being supportive. “When you find her.

You'll know.”
We were silent for a few moments and then started speaking together. He let me go first and

perhaps this was one of many sliding doors. I laughed conspiratorially, insulting him in the way
only best friends can. “God help the woman who eventually lands you.”

His voice was barely audible. “Why?”
“The man-whore of Edinburgh wonders why.”
It was supposed to be funny and in my tipsy, sleepy state, I thought it was. He never replied

or I fell asleep. I've no idea which but the next day was perfectly normal. We were best pals and
as far as I knew that was the way it should be. After all, I may have said it in jest, but there was a
deeper truth in the words than I liked to admit. Best friend or not, who after all, would trust their
future to the fidelity of a man like Tom?

 
I was a cliché - everything I scoffed at. I was in love. On the night of the kiss, we held hands

as we walked. We talked about our feelings and used the 'L' word. Tom said that he had wanted
to tell me before his London gig. He was taking an early flight to Heathrow and had to prep his
presentation. All too soon, he was gone and incredibly, despite the obvious physical tension, he
put no pressure on me to jump into bed with him.

After two days of being unable to sleep with the delicious thrill of our new status, I forced
myself to concentrate on my own work. It was too early for the hopes and dreams I was building
in my head but a part of me would not listen. It reasoned that we had already wasted a lifetime. I
knew Tom better than anyone.

I soon discovered how wrong I'd been.
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Two

To call Tom an old school-friend would be like calling Shylock, Portia's benefactor. I was the
dumpy plain girl and he the god of boys. Once, when I was fifteen, I caught him looking at me
from across the school canteen where I sat waiting for Eileen and Kaitlin. I blushed but he kept
staring and then he whispered to his entourage. They voiced a collective snigger and I wanted to
crawl under the table to hide. I was saved by Kaitlin who 'accidentally' spilled tomato soup down
the front of his I'm-so-in-love-with-me jeans. Happy days.

In one of those weird life things, we later found ourselves sharing friends as he began his
PhD in  economics  and I  wrestled  with  law at  Edinburgh  Uni.  Weirder  still,  he  and Kaitlin
became an item for five minutes. If someone had told me I'd take Tom's side over Kaitlin's when
they split, I'd have called them mental but that's what happened.

Tom's first degree had been in London – at the LSE. In his absence, I'd painted his picture in
my mind as  the brother  I  never  had so that  when he appeared again,  I  was shocked at  my
reaction. It wasn't so much the boy-to-man thing but I was caught off guard and instantly cast
back to that awkward first-sight at school. For a moment the androgyny was gone. The dimple on
his chin was more defined as was his jawline. His hair was a little longer than the boy once wore
but just as black. The strut was gone, matured to a less affected stride. He no longer strived for
attention. For all his once-upon-a-time juvenile arrogance, I got the impression that he had grown
accustomed to his skin. Turn down the colour and I could see him rescuing a beautiful woman in
an old gangster movie. Thankfully, though, I quickly found my old friend, the nerves vanished
and I set myself back on course to be the buddy and not the bride.

Six months on, I was single and he was dating Kaitlin.
We were all out one night when we met the guy who changed my life. Well, I suppose we

didn't actually meet then. Rather, our lives glanced in passing and he was unaware of the impact.
The five house-mates plus Tom were there: Kaitlin (outshining us all in her Sex in The City gear
- yellow top, red lips and clip-clopping heels) Tom pinned to her arm in case he got away, Eileen,
competing with me and losing for the baggy jersey look (her grey wool hinting at a shape that
my blue wool kept secret) Dev, the tussle haired gentle giant (gentle in all matters except his rage
against crony capitalism) and Mark, our very own cowboy-booted, lovably inept, Don Juan.

The idea was to have a swift drink and then catch a movie. Our local cinema had a bar that
fitted us like an old housecoat. The gang went inside while Mark and I topped up our beer money
at the ATM. We queued in the cold as the man in front moved like treacle through the procedure.
Mark and I waited patiently. Scrub that. I waited patiently and Mark made strangling gestures as
the guy went through every pocket with slow methodical purpose until he found a card and fed it
into the slot. He withdrew some cash and then half turned to leave. At that point, he caught my
eye, stopped and then treated us both to a weak smile. “Sorry,” he said. “I forgot, uhm...”

He turned back, fished in his pockets again and retrieved the same or a different card and
repeated  the  interminable  ritual.  This  time he  was rewarded with  a  paper  slip,  the  machine
apparently disgusted, sticking its tongue out on behalf of the bank. He now had car keys, a wallet
and a bunch of pocket detritus in his hands. He juggled things well, took some more cash out and
eventually stepped aside to let us in.

He smiled again, this time wider and, despite sharing some of Mark's frustration, I responded
to the friendly gesture with a smile of my own.

“Disorganised,” he said.
Mark  ignored  him  and  stepped  forward  and  I  mumbled  something  pathetic  like,  “No
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problem,” as the stranger stood in the wings to reorganise himself.
I have a pet hate. Litter. When he had gone and Mark took over the job of conducting the

cash dance at a snail's pace, I noticed the slip lying on the ground. It was definitely the Incredible
Fumbling Man's because if there had been anything there before, I would have noticed it. I don't
pick  up  every  piece  of  paper  I  see  but  in  this  case,  I  wondered  if  it  was  an  accident  or
thoughtlessness.  I  stepped forward and retrieved it,  scanning the  street  in  the  direction  he'd
walked. I like to tell myself I'm above being nosey and I truly think what followed was simple
eye-slippage. Without thinking, or maybe in trying to decide if it was important enough to yell
after him, I glanced at the slip and my heart missed a beat. I normally reserve my externalised
expletives for special occasions. This was one of them.

“Jesus Fuck,” I said.
Mark was beside me. I turned the paper so he could see it.
“Fucking hell,” he joined in.
Assuming he did not go round bumping into lampposts, there was nothing about Fumbling

Man to make him stand out from the crowd and yet the paper told a different story. I'd hardly
ever seen a balance in credit but here was the mother of them all.

£7,567,965.62
Mark grabbed it from me. “Where's he gone?” he said. He glanced left and right.
“Bruntsfield direction,” I told him, pointing up the road.
“He obviously dumped it,” I said, my inner official making it sound as though he had just

bitten off a baby's head and fouled the pavement with its blood.
“Why would he do that?” The stupidity of the question escaped Mark.
“Because he's rich. It's worth nothing, so he tossed it.”
And then a wicked grin spread over Mark's face. “The hell it's worth nothing.”
In the finders-keepers rulebook of our childhood, Mark respected my ownership.  “Do you

want it?”
“Why would I want it?”
“So you don't?”
“No.”
Mark kissed the slip and then smacked his lips to mine.  “You are a doll,” he said. “Pure

magic.”
The ten-pound-note I subsequently teased from the money fountain seemed to mock me.
I took it and decided against checking my balance before withdrawing from the gritty street

to enter the cinema bar.

 

“What did he look like?” Kaitlin asked.
“Ordinary,” I suppose.
“Young? Old?”
“Maybe thirty.”
“Black hair.”
“No. Brown,” I corrected him.
“Blue jeans.”
“Black.”
Mark looked at me curiously and I could see him searching for the image in his mind.
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“Black jeans,” he agreed.
“Shit.”
We were all in swearing mode, the last coming from Dev who no doubt wanted to follow the

man to hit him for being rich.
We were all there; the complete set. Tom, Kaitlin, Eileen, Mark and Dev. And me, of course.

The movie didn't work out. Thanks to the cash slip, our one drink turned into a mini-session
(forcing me to visit the ATM again). By 9 pm we were half-cut and still in the bar.

Kaitlin and Tom canoodled. I say that but, really, the attempted canoodling was one-sided.
Tom kept trying to join in the conversation and Kaitlin nibbled his ear as they sat on the sofa.
Meanwhile the rest of us argued around the table about rich people and money and poor people
and fairness and politics and how much better things would be if only we ruled the world. 

It went something like this:

Mark: People should pay their debts.
Eileen: Nobody's saying they shouldn't.
Dev: I am.
Mark: We're excluding Occupy Insanity.
Dev: That's what THEY want you to think.
Eileen: Occupy?
Dev: The elite. The 1%.

At  this  point,  Tom tries  to  lean  forward  while  the  sofa  and  Kaitlin  suck  him back.  He
eventually made it.

Tom: Value is in people and property, not paper. Money's not real.

Kaitlin guffawed, her outrage temporarily killing her lust. “How’s the view from the tower?”
she said..” Tell it to the starving millions.”

“And to the billions enrolled as day-slaves.” Dev was on his favourite subject. If it was up to
him, he'd tar and feather bankers. He tended to the extreme and I could imagine a female version
of him knitting beneath the guillotine if we ever re-ran the French Revolution.

The comment  steered the conversation  in  a  different  direction.  Kaitlin  had forgotten  her
outrage already and she and the sofa had recaptured Tom so that it took a force of will before he
could join in again. I saw him getting frustrated with Kaitlin but she seemed to think it was
funny.

“Imagine an island – pre-money,” Tom said, “The islanders trade favours. I'll give you half a
goat until you've got something I need. No problem when you know each other. Along comes a
knight. He collects a bunch of wee pebbles from the billions on the shore and stains them white.
He offers to lend each family a hundred stones to act as trading tokens. Without the special ink,
no-one can copy this trick so the number in circulation is fixed until the knight – who promises
to return in a month – creates more.

“Remember the law,” Kaitlin said while trying to nibble Tom's ear. “Thou shall not be a
frickin' bore”.

Tom shrugged her off and continued.
“Instead of trying to remember who owes what, the islanders exchange stuff for pebbles.
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Each swap is easier to value and a buyer with painted stones – any buyer - always has something
the seller wants.”

Kaitlin sits back and folds her arms, trying to make a point. I want to tell her that petulance
will not work but say nothing as Tom ignores her.

“A month later, the islanders vote to keep the system. The knight agrees as long as they give
him five pebbles a year for each hundred he lends them. Delighted, the islanders comply – they
are only stones after all - and a year later the system is producing real results. The island is more
efficient. A farmer with more than he needs can now swap the excess for a promise of future
payback.”

Without warning, Mark jumped from his seat and approached the bar, barely skipping ahead
of two girls who had just entered. No-one in our little cabal blinked. We were used to his clumsy
but valiant attempts at seduction. Even so, I was curious. He ordered a beer and started talking to
the girls waiting to be served beside him. The weak smiles he got in return did not bode well for
his obvious hopes of conquest. I was torn, interested in Tom's parable but intrigued by Mark's
desperate  and doomed efforts  at  bridging the gulf  between him and his  prey.  Assuming the
attempt was over, I switched back to Tom.

“When the knight returns,” he said. “Most are happy to pay the small levy. But, here's where
it gets interesting. The number of tokens has not increased. There have to be winners and losers.
Someone has a bad harvest or illness or just bad luck. After a few years the losers need to borrow
more painted pebbles to keep trading with their neighbours. The system works great for some
and they will no longer use the old way. This locks the losers and their children into a game
they've no hope of winning. Each year they have to worry about borrowing more of the damned
stones, even as they struggle with the deficit that put them there in the first place. Once the
system is locked in place and backed by law, there is no escape.”

That conversation – kick-started by the wealthy stranger - was pivotal to everything that
happened later. Normally I would have agreed with Kaitlin. Economics was the dullest subject in
the world. Maybe something had changed. Tom's passion had woken me to the shared illusion of
money. Still, I wasn't going to let him get away with sloppy thinking.

“So we get it. We know.” I said. “Money's artificial. But it works.” I take my phone from the
table and present it as Exhibit A. “Fifty years ago, a billion dollars wouldn't buy the power Max
here gives the poorest among us.”

“Max?” Dev was confused. Eileen enlightened him.
“Her phone. More useful than any man she's known.”
“She's never had the right man,” said Tom.
I ignored them all and carried on.  “It answers questions, translates, listens and takes notes

and pictures, tells me where I am, helps me shop and find deals, allows me to keep tabs on you
lot, find old friends, a new job. If he could jump back in time, Max would have won any war
from the beginning of the last century all the way back to the cave-raiders..”

“And it makes phone calls,” said Eileen.
I took a breath only just aware that I had been taken by whatever fever Tom was spreading.
“Money talks.” This came from the newly-seated Mark who was now sporting a foamy upper

lip. He wiped it with his sleeve and took another swig. “Greed works. It gave us warm houses
and cold beer.” He raised his glass. “Capitalism,” he roared. “The worst system in the world
except for all the others.”

“Warm houses and cold beer.”
Even Dev raised his glass. I'd often wondered if his obsession with the hyper-wealthy was a
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jealousy thing or if he was a closet communist - but he did not hesitate, his voice as loud as any,
his glass chinking over the centre of the table in praise of a system I thought he hated. I was not
the only one thinking this. Eileen dug him in the ribs.

“Hey!” he says swinging his beer to stop it slopping.
“You've changed your tune,” said Eileen.
“Bollocks.”
“Yours or a large pair?” she replied.
“We're not trying to kill capitalism. We're trying to save it!”
By 'we' he was referring to his fellow activists in the Occupy Movement. Dev was always

marching somewhere, handing out leaflets - campaigning for the down-trodden. I admired his
energy but people who did not know the gentle giant, found his passion scary. He was angry and
could not understand anyone who was not. For every convert, I wondered how many sympathetic
minds bolted for the other side of the street.

The only glass missing from the centre was Kaitlin's. She had been my friend since Primary
school but here she was, acting like a baby. She was reading a supplement dedicated to cars.
Yeah, right! Look at that exhaust, Girl.

“Which brings us right back to the knight and the island,” said Tom.
At those words, Mark was on his feet again. He zeroed on the two girls who now sat at a

table next to the bar. He bent down and spoke to them, shaking heads answering a question I
could not hear.

Tom was still  talking.  “Before the  pebbles,  value  lay in  what  people  did and what  they
owned. Real stuff like treasure and land. It still does. The token is a brilliant invention but it's just
a token. And it can be gamed.

“We're all slaves,” said Dev who was probably going to rob Tom of his rant and supplant it
with his own..

“Hang on, Dev,” Tom said, raising a stop sign with his hand. “Give us a second.”
Kaitlin rolled her eyes and slumped back into the leather and Tom regained his thread.
Across the room, Mark stood at the bar, fishing in his pockets and talking to the barman. A

slip of paper – the receipt from the cash machine – tumbled to the floor. Before I could say
anything, the blonde closest to him picked it up and tapped him on the back. Mark turned and as
the girl handed it to him, she performed the same instinctive action I had made on the street less
than two hours before. She glanced at the paper and then stopped. It was only for a beat but it
was enough. Mark pretended not to notice, thanked her and put the slip back into his pocket.
Another beer in his hand, he began talking to the pair again and two seconds later joined them. I
shook my head in amazement.

Tom continued. “Let's say the knight calls in his pebbles and decides to hoard them, leaving
fewer in circulation. Those at the bottom don't have the tokens to return and the knight refuses to
give them more. And so – with the help of a little muscle - those with the least lose their property
while  those  doing well  weather  the  storm.  The  whole  system slows  down even though the
amount of people willing to work and the resources they need to make things, or the demand for
food or clothes or other goodies have not disappeared. Simply by reducing the number of pebbles
in circulation, the knight can steal the assets of the people weakened by the system.

“By sleight of hand and habit, the islanders had transferred the value of everything they own
and everything they produced onto the pebbles. That gives the knight enormous power.  Can't
gather enough pebbles? I'll take your house. Your farm. Some time later, he opens the spigot
again and starts re-lending his tokens – loosening the 'money' supply.” Tom finger-quoted the
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word 'money'. “He can keep doing this every decade or so and blame the downturn on some
mysterious cycle  beyond his control.  The truth is  that  whoever  holds  the supply of  ink can
manipulate the game to create booms and busts to make hay when things are on the up as well as
when they're down. That's not a free market. That's not capitalism. It's not jealousy, to point that
out. It's not anti-rich – shit, I want to be rich – and it's not anti-business. It's anti-stupidity.”

Tom was done for now and Dev chipped in, talking about bitcoin. I did not immediately
notice Kaitlin drop her pretence at reading but she must have because the supplement lay on the
table.

“Now,” Dev said while Kaitlin donned her coat. “For the first time, we get to paint the stones
ourselves. It’s gonna change everything - .”

Kaitlin was ready to make her point. She looked across at me, totally ignoring Tom. She cut
across Dev and spoke directly to Eileen and I.  “Sorry, guys but this is seriously boring. You
coming?”

Eileen looked uncertain but  I  was preoccupied by an idea that  had just  popped into my
thoughts and the last thing I wanted was to have my brain hijacked by a moaning monologue
from Kaitlin telling me how awful Tom was for ignoring her.

“You both go ahead. I'll catch up,” I said, feeling a little bad about putting Eileen on the spot.
Still, she was a big girl and I had other things on my mind.

I needn't have worried.
Eileen pointed to a full half-pint of Magners. “Ten minutes,” she said.
Kaitlin assumed her disgusted-face and walked out, stealing all the yellow and red from the

room as she went.. Tom did not try to stop her. He looked at me and shrugged before taking up
the thread again, determined to sort the world out once and for all.
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Three

I couldn't sleep that night. So much had been said about financial troubles in the past few
years that I had begun to filter it without noticing; even as I saw its results everywhere. Almost
everyone I knew was in debt – and it wasn't from living life on the hog or not working hard.
What was different? Was it Tom? Something in me rebelled at the idea. The truth is that what he
said made sense. I'd never thought of money as an abstract before and, crazy as it sounds, I began
to look around me with newly opened eyes.

I'd been working on my dissertation, looking at the problems with privacy online. Over the
past month, I'd waded through a mountain of words about Facebook and Twitter and Google. I
was conflicted. Every day, I used their stuff for free. Like most of my friends, I relied on them
but the more I researched the more concerned I became about where this was all going. Like
crack addicts everywhere, we were hooked and like many, I did not want to stop.

I shook the sleep from my eyes by running up Blackford Hill and around the observatory.
Despite being awake half the night, I was charged with excitement and two hours later, sitting in
the library, my good intentions to deep-dive into copyright Law and data mining were put on
hold. Instead, I trawled the Net trying to find a reason to stop thinking crazy thoughts.

There  were  thousands  of  collaborative  sites  out  there.  Everything  from  AirBnB  to
Kickstarter, couch-surfing and car sharing, flat sharing and crowd sourcing. There was nothing
new that I was not aware of but by bunching them into my head in such a rapid burst, it seemed
as though collaboration was a juggernaut set to take over the world. Power to the people and all
that.

I did not notice the time until Max vibrated on the table. It was a Kaitlin-txt.
Need 2 talk. Coffee? c u usual.
I glanced at my watch. Eleven thirty.  I was surprised, thinking that Tom and Kaitlin had

arranged to meet for lunch at Peter's Yard – the café she referred to as the 'usual'. I was about to
answer when I saw that I'd missed a text from Tom. Sent earlier in the morning when I was
sucked into the Interwebs, it simply said Coffee?

Kaitlin had a habit of hijacking you and I was tempted to give her a body swerve but for
some reason born of habit, I felt guilty and agreed. Coffee with Tom became an arranged drink in
the Union at five.

I half-guessed the subject of Kaitlin's request. Squeezed by texts from both parties, I was to
be the go-between in a current tussle between lovers.

“You know what he's like,” she said.
“Hello, to you, too, Kaitlin. How are you?”
“Suddenly he can't meet me.”
Something she said earlier reminded me that it was Kaitlin and not Tom who'd told me they

were meeting for lunch. Tom was a great friend but I often sympathised with his partner-of-the-
day. Even so, I'd never heard of him standing someone up before. I told her so.

She hugged her latte in two hands but did not drink. “It was more of an understanding,” she
said.

Now  I  understood,  too.  She'd  no-doubt  assumed  Tom  would  jump  at  her  short-notice
summons. I thought of his text to me and wondered if he'd wanted the lunch-spot for my expert
counseling services. I could see it now: Sit down, Mr Wills. Tell me, do you plan to alienate the
complete female race?

“You mean, you understood and his telepathy chip was broken.”
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“Mmm.”
“Anyway,” I continued as the cup finally made it  to her lips.  “I thought that's  what you

wanted?”
She was puzzled.
“You know,” I said and then mimicked one of her earlier pronouncements. “There's nothing

worse than a needy man. Remember?”
This had been the subject of a previous counseling session when Kaitlin was midway through

dumping her  last  catch  because  he'd  phoned her  on two consecutive nights  after  a  week of
endless love. One minute she could not get enough of him and the next he was needy.

“Oh. Don't get me wrong. I'm not bothered.”
Riiiight.
“It's just that we made a connection. I could feel it in bed.” She grinned, closed her eyes and

exaggerated a delicious shiver. “I can still feel it. You wouldn't know,” she said – apparently
unaware of her lack of tact. “But Tom's so attentive. At least he's attentive with me.” Her eyes
glazed as she thought of something she did not put into words. “A man can't fake that. I know
what he felt.”

We continued along this line until her coffee got cold and she pushed it to the side. I used the
action as a cue to move.

“Do you want to meet for a drink tonight?” she asked as I put on my coat.
I've no idea why I kept schtum. It was not the first time I'd met Tom for an evening drink and

our platonic relationship was well known to everyone including Kaitlin. I wanted to sound him
out on a half-imagined idea that would not let me go, so I suppose I was just being selfish. With
Kaitlin on the scene there was no way we'd get a chance to talk properly and I was burning to do
just that.

 “Sorry, My Dear,” I said. “How about tomorrow?”
Kaitlin exaggerated a pout.  “Shame. Tom and I are going to catch the film we missed last

night.”
As usual, Tom was in demand. I wondered if she'd actually sealed the deal with him but only

briefly as soon my thoughts were not my own again. The creative genie was nipping at my head.
I had to get moving.

 

Back in the library, I was not concerned by the lecture I was skipping. I ploughed straight
into the newly fascinating world of people power. All over the planet, ordinary people – no more
or less special than me - were getting together to do amazing things and I could not help compare
this with the constant drivel and trickery that seemed to suck on my time in Facebook.

I logged on and smiled at the urgent notification waiting my attention. Apparently my mother
–  Elizabeth  Stiles  –  Liked MacDonald's.  This  was  a  revelation  considering  she  had  been  a
vegetarian for over twenty years. She would be pleased to hear the news when I told her.

The Mezzanine in Edinburgh's Central Library is my drug of choice. This is where I escape -
a respite from the bustle outside.

My phone sat by the window and tethered my laptop to the Net, freeing me from the need to
go  through  the  library's  sometimes  quirky  system.  Apparently,  researching  pirate  bay  was
frowned on, my legal training hampered by my inability to search using words like pornography
and Torrent. More importantly, I got to sit in a comfy table seat with my laptop on my knees.
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When I saw him, I was reading an article by Matt Tabbi about banks. Oh, the irony.
He sat staring at me from one of the computer terminals no more than fifteen feet away. For a

rich man, he did not seem to have an extensive wardrobe. He wore black jeans (again) and a
white  t-shirt  under  a  dark blue  shirt.  I  was  right  about  the  blue eyes.  With better  light  and
apparently  in  command  of  himself,  I  could  now  see  he  was  attractive.  Even  so,  I  became
instantly and irrationally annoyed with him. The reaction was stupid but that's the way it was.
Here was the seed for our discussion in The Cameo and the spark for my current obsession.
Despite  the irritation,  I  would not  let  this  opportunity slip  by.  I  took a  deep breath,  looked
directly into his eyes and smiled.

 

I had expected a swanky restaurant but that was not Peter Hemp's style. Instead, we picked
up sandwiches and two bottles of water from a shop on The High St before climbing the path to
Arthur's Seat.

Conversation was stilted, he somewhat quiet and me using an exaggerated breathlessness to
cover the hostility in my voice. It was a mad situation. I should have said no but, where else
would I find a member of the 1%?

By the time we got to the summit,  the quiet  afternoon had turned into a pastiche of the
sermon on the mount. I was keen to find somewhere to talk and hungry enough to steal bread
from the mouths of children. We continued walking over the top and found a piece of grass
untroubled by the horde over the rise.

I began the interrogation as soon as we sat. “You have a West Coast accent,” I said.
“Aye. Glasgow.”
“What brings you to Edinburgh?”
“I live here. I moved when...uhm, about a year ago.”
“Working?” I ate while he answered, framing the next question as he spoke.
“Trawlers. Fishing. Not much call for that in the city.”
I had expected something in finance or business but his accent and quiet demeanour killed

my preconceptions. Where was the brash public schoolboy? The sense of entitlement? I was so
fixed on his imagined stereotype, that I was certain he'd soon show himself for the arse he was.

“A question for you,” he said before I could fire again. “Was that your boyfriend?”
My face must have expressed my confusion.
“At the cash machine,” he explained.
“Mark?” A small laugh escaped and broke through the awkward tension I'd built up within

my head. Not that Mark would make a bad catch (for someone anyway) but the idea was so
deliciously preposterous that I could not help laugh.

“That will be No then.”
“He's a friend. One of four I share a flat with.”
I was in danger of losing my way and so quickly took the conversation back again. “”Why

Edinburgh?” I asked.
The frown was there and gone again. Peter Hemp was troubled and he did not want to talk

about it.
“I have a house here. It was in the... the family.”
Now we were on the right track. I brightened at the mention of his family.
“Your parents? Are they here?”
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“No,” he said. “They're dead.”
Shit.
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Four

For  some reason,  I  gave  him my email  address  and agreed to  meet  for  coffee  at  some
unspecified time in the future. On the surface, Peter was not what I expected. Still, my current
interest in the mechanics of money made him an asset I was reluctant to give up.

I headed home to freshen myself before meeting Tom. Five of us lived on the top floor of a
tenement building overlooking The Meadows. Across the landing, Maisie Robertson, an eighty-
year-old Honey put many youngsters to shame when it came to negotiating the stairs carrying a
shopping bag. Still, even she could be knocked back by life and right now, she had a terrible
cold. I chapped on her door and hoped I was not getting her out of bed.

“Come in, Dearie. Come in.”
The old woman's nose was cartoon-red as though she'd put her  make-up on wrong. She

rubbed at  it  constantly and sniffed an incessant stream of apologies at  her appearance.  We'd
already established that if I was to catch her cold, I'd have it by now so we dispensed with that
concern. The house was chilly, Maisie returning to the sofa where she was curled with a hot
water bottle and blanket. The television was on but muted. She killed the screen by remote.

“Have you got that list for me?” I asked.
“I'm feeling better now,” she said. “I'll be in fine fettle tomorrow.”
Maisie belonged to that generation too proud to ask for help and too stubborn to give in to

something as trivial as a cold. It was as if the idea she was eighty never crossed her mind. I was
used to it and learned to work round her tendency for unnecessary self-sacrifice.

“How about a cup of tea?”
I did not wait for an answer but moved to the kitchen and put the kettle on, talking all the

while as I did.
“You're low on milk. I'll get some for you in the morning.”
On a strict budget, I knew roughly what she needed and a few seconds in the fridge and

cupboards told me all I had to know. A quick look at the remaining units on the gas top-up card
in the cupboard told me why Maisie did not have the heating on. I sneaked the card into my
pocket, knowing that if I offered to help with money she'd refuse.

Tea done, she agreed to let me get what she needed next day and then I sat for a chat. By the
time I left to meet Tom, my good intention of being relaxed and refreshed had gone out the
window.

 

I expected Tom to say something about Kaitlin but that subject was not on the list as we took
drinks in The Golf Tavern (we had unilaterally dropped  “Ye Old” from the moniker). I was a
goody-two-shoes on diet coke and (surprisingly) Tom had coffee. I thought I knew him. Was he
changing or was I noticing more?

I wanted to dive in and talk about my idea but realised that Tom might have concerns of his
own. Otherwise, why would he have asked me to join him without Kaitlin? When he did not
bring the subject up, I wondered if I should tell him about my lunchtime chat but the last thing I
wanted was to get into a he-said, she-said thing. Kaitlin may have been acting up but she was
still a friend and the thought of betraying her confidence did not sit well.

“What's happening in the world of Tom Wills, international man of mystery?”
“You mean apart from the spying, the industrial sabotage, the sex and the essay I have to
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write?”
“The essay sounds interesting.”
“Credit Default Swaps and the role of shifting risks in the 07/08 financial collapse.”
“You lucky thing.”
Mid-week and so early in the evening, the bar was quiet. Tom was no longer the teenage

enemy but this was a new atmosphere for us and although – as far as I was concerned – the
meeting was innocent, it also felt deliciously conspiratorial.  Tom Wills and Jenny Stiles v The
World.

Deciding that Tom would spill what was on his mind in his own time, I could hold my tongue
no longer. I was desperate to share my idea but now that the moment was here, I was worried.
Was I being naïve? Would he think me crazy? I swallowed hard, lowered my voice and leaned
closer to Tom.

“I have an idea,” I said. “I need to know if it's stupid.”
Tom grinned. “I like the sound of this.” He leaned forward a little more. “You do realise I'll

do exactly that?”
“What?”
“Tell you the truth, no matter what?”
For a moment, it was as though we'd gone off track but I nodded, recognising the reality.

Sometimes we need to be rescued from our own foolishness and if our friends will not take on
that task then, who will?

“I'm not sure how to start. The concept is simple in my head but it has a thousand tentacles.
There are so many possibilities that I need to figure out how to condense it into a simple elevator
pitch.”

I was rambling. Tom placed his hand on mine.
“Jen. Slow down. This isn't a pitch. We've got all the time in the world. Relax.”
Tom's reassuring touch and his quietly confident tone helped ground me. I started again.
“There are so many problems in the world involving money. Inequality. Poverty. Scandals.

Distrust. Theft. It goes on and on but it's the have-nots who take the hits.”
Tom looked straight into my eyes. His attentive interest was reassuring.
“We have a lame notion that if they all got together – if we all got together - we could do so

much to help ourselves.”
I then remembered Maisie's gas card and fished it from my bag.  “Do you know that my

neighbour – eighty years and forty of them as a nurse – is terrified of turning her heating on? To
avoid a shocker of a bill, she uses these pay-as-you-go cards. It's the single most expensive tariff
out there. We see it again and again. The less you have the more you pay.”

Thinking about Maisie, I realised that she had probably gone to bed by now. It was dark
outside and bed was cheap and warm. I was becoming angry and had to check the emotion to
keep on point.

“I've no idea how many use these things.” I waved it in disgust. “A hundred thousand? Half a
million?  It's  not  just  the  elderly  but  anyone  who struggles  to  make  ends  meet.  If  they got
together, they could end that disparity in a stroke.”

Tom was about to say something but he nodded instead and silently encouraged me to go on.
“The  energy  companies  spend  massively  on  customer  acquisition.  If  an  organisation

approached them with fifty thousand customers, they would save a fortune in marketing costs.
The power truly would be with the customer and not the energy company.”

As I was talking, I remembered hearing about an organisation that did exactly that. I resolved
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to investigate.
“That's just an example. There are thousands of areas where cooperation could change things

for the better and thousands of examples of it happening around the world right now. So, why is
Maisie still cold in this rich country of ours?”

I took a sip to gather my thoughts, hardly noticing that the bar was beginning to fill.
“We all  know –  in  a  lame,  it'll-never-happen  sort  of  way –  that  if  ordinary  people  got

together,  they  could  wield  real  power.  We  see  thousands  of  websites  opening  up  to  lever
collaboration. Everything from car-pooling to crowd-funding. It works but it's all over the place.
People trying to save money on a holiday might also want to save on petrol or heating. Discount
clubs are huge. Some of them multi-billion dollar corporations in their own right. There is a
whole universe of money-making, money-saving, crowd-power out there. Each has to deal with
issues of trust and reputation and the mechanics of lending practical value to collective action
and yet you can't take your reputation from one site to another. Millions of people are saving
money using the Net as a tool. But not Maisie or billions like her.”

A part of me was astounded by the arrogance of the words that followed but now that I was
beginning to voice my thoughts, I was more certain than ever that I was right.

“We can fix this. And that's what I intend to do.”
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Five

“The trick is not to gather the poor but to gather everyone.”
We were now huddled at a corner table, talking like co-conspirators planning some dastardly

deed.
“No matter who you are - privileged or poor - you can benefit from co-operation.”
Tom was still stuck on the previous statement.
“Everyone? You want to gather everyone?”
I smiled with him, realising how absurd this might seem to someone else but right there and

then, I felt anything was possible.
“Let's not get above ourselves. Call it Facebook-sized. Say, a billion give or take.”
“You want to get a billion people together.”
“Yes.”
He laughed and shook his head and I laughed with him.
“I love it,” he said. “Go on.”
“Imagine a network. People. Charities. Sort of co-operative.”
So many thoughts were jumping into my head. I looked for the centre and headed there.

“Most people are not activists.”
Tom took up the thought. “But they all want a good deal.”
It seemed to me that Tom was beginning to feel the idea and not just receive it. Something

was happening. I felt giddy.
“So,” I continued. “We give the organisers, the doers and makers among us the tools to help

people help themselves. It’s a bit like the tens of thousands writing articles on Wikipedia for the
rest of humanity to read. To make it happen, we provide escrow, reputation, chat rooms, project
space and so on."

Tom frowned. “Trust is the thing. Escrow helps but have you ever tried to get money out of
people? ”

That was the first challenge. I was pleased. This is exactly what I needed.
“Ebay does it.”
“Yeah, they use reputation to cut down on fraud but what about incompetence? Anyone can

mail a watch but organise a group buy?”
“So we figure it out,” I said. “If it was easy it would be done already.”
One thing led to another. Tom stopped me running ahead of myself. He was right but my

obsession or naivety would not allow a little thing like common sense stop me dreaming.
“Funding? I mean, do you know what it takes to run something on that scale?”
“We keep it simple at first. We just gather and talk it out. First a thousand people to flesh the

shape, the core ethics and the basic structure. That's not expensive. From there, we aim for a
million members. This million will  be central  to the whole thing.  They have to be the right
people. Committed in the way that Wikipedia members or open-sourcers understand the grand
vision. This is a gathering. Again, inexpensive. We piggy-back on an existing network and ask
for donations.”

Tom was  thinking  aloud.   “That’s  the  kicker.  Getting  started.  When  people  start  saving
money, other will join.”

“Exactly,” I said. “Remember, this is a network designed to leverage the muscle of millions
of people.”

“Or billions,” Tom chipped in with a chuckle. I paused for a moment, wondering if he was
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making fun of me. I decided not.
“Or billions,” I agreed. “As long as we save members money, there are a thousand ways to

self-finance the project.”
And so the discussion raced on. We did not notice the clock or the other people in the bar and

we did not talk about Kaitlin. When the bell sounded last orders, we both glanced at the time in
disbelief. We could have talked for hours more but I wanted to pause and ask the question that
had been bugging me for the past few days.

“Am I crazy?”
“Maybe,” he said. He downed the last drops of cold coffee. “It's a brilliant idea.”
“But will it work?”
“Who else have you told?”
“Just you.”
“No other feedback, then. We need to see how people react to the idea. It's one of those

things that could work at scale but how do you get there? How do you get a million people – or
even the first thousand – when there's nothing in place for them to work with?

Tom was sounding my own thoughts. It was incredible how quickly he had picked on some
of the major points that had been troubling me in my recent obsessive thoughts.

We said goodbye at the entrance to my apartment, promising to meet again – same time and
place on Friday night after giving ourselves some thinking time. As he made to leave, he paused
for  what  might  have  been  an  awkward  moment.  But  it  passed.  He  held  my shoulders  and
squeezed gently. “Jen,” he said. “I’ve decided. You really are crazy.”

And then he left.
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Six

I tried to work next morning but my distracted thoughts would not let me. Shamefully,  I
scribbled a lame essay in two hours. I had expected to take a week. Now, I argued with myself, I
would have time to kick my idea into some sort of shape or expel it from my system. I took an
early lunch, grocery shopping for Maisie and myself before dropping a bag at her house and
surreptitiously replacing the freshened gas card in its slot in the cupboard. I took the money for
her groceries because I could not afford otherwise and because I knew that she would never
allow me to trick her into helping again unless I did. Thankfully, she seemed better and I left
with a little skip in my step.

Thinking about Tom's words in the pub, I realised he was right. I'd been focused on speaking
to someone to get reassurance of my sanity but the truth is that persuasion was central to getting
the thing off the ground in the first place. I might be delusional but if I was to move beyond a
dream, I had to test early reactions by asking people what they thought. This became my mission
for the afternoon and the reason I later sat in my mother's kitchen refusing another cup of tea as
she sought to interrogate me about my studies and my love life.

From the boomer generation, she charged through life headlong, determined not to waste a
minute on regrets. She'd canoed on The Amazon, Climbed the Alps and Himalayas and tread the
boards at the Edinburgh Festival with a bunch of friends. She showed no sign of slowing down
as middle-age skirted around her and seemed to miss. Sometimes it tired me out just listening to
her.

“What about Russell? He had that thing about him. Handsome. Confident. Rich.”
“And a Dick.”
“That, too, I'm sure.”
“Mum!”
“Well. I thought he was nice.”
I tried to steer the conversation but experience taught me to do so subtly.
“He'll make a good husband some day. Just not mine.”
“And you're not seeing anyone right now?”
“I'm busy.”
“Don't wait 'till you're married to have fun. That's when the fun runs – out the door that is.

Rather  like  staying  celibate  until  you  can  enjoy  a  bunch  of  virgins  in  Heaven.  So  many
disappointed young terrorists.”

When we at last got round to my studies, I decided to pitch my idea as academic research,
worried that my lovely mum might inject an unwitting bias against (or – unlikely as it is - for)
her own spawn.

“I'm looking at people's attitudes to collaborative consumption.”
“AirBnB and suchlike.”
I looked at her in admiration.
“I read.”
I tried to explain my idea but found myself jumping all over the place.
“You mean like Facebook?” she asked.
“Well, no. But yes, a network, sort of.” I scrabbled for a succinct example that might resonate

with her life.
“Imagine you're going to buy a car next month.”
“But I bought one last month.”
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“Hypothetically.”
“OK.”
“Now imagine you could get together with, say, a hundred other people who wanted to buy a

car then.”
“What kind of car?”
“Well, whatever you want.”
“I mean, mine was a limited edition. They didn't make a hundred.”
“Imagine they did.”
“Then I might not have wanted it.”
“That's ridiculous.” I stopped myself and corrected course. “But what if in clubbing together

with a hundred people you could buy as a fleet customer?”
“Why?”
“To save money, of course.”
“You wouldn't get a better deal than I bought mine for. Ask your father. He was proud of me.

The salesman said he'd be in trouble from his boss if he went any lower.”
Good grief.
“But fleet buyers often get their cars for 30% off.”
“Well, I just don't see how I would use such a thing. Maybe other people but not me.”
And that is when I realised exactly how hard the battle ahead might be.
“Thanks, Mum. I'll have that cup of tea now.

 

It was my turn to cook. There was a running competition in the flat. We each followed a rota
for chores. Brownie Points to anyone who could fill the biggest stomach (Dev) with nutritious
and  tasty gunk for  an  insanely cheap  price.  Potatoes,  rice  and pasta  for  bulk  and  a  riot  of
vegetables and spices for flavour and taste and general goodness. Yum!

Today,  it  was  rice  because  I'd  found  a  paddy-field-in-a-bag  looking  forlorn  in  the
remaindered  section  of  the  mega-store.  No  prizes  for  chef  of  the  year  but  maybe  for  cost.
Everything else was chosen for the deal value. Five plates of rice mixed with chopped leeks,
onions, diced out-of-date bacon bits and sliced red and green peppers. At 52 pence per plate, it
tasted scrummy. I was proud.

“Ths s gddd,” Mark mumbled with his mouth closed. I think it was a compliment although he
has been known to use the word 'crud' before so I'm not completely sure.

Kaitlin did not look her radiant self. She had been missing in action since I saw her yesterday
lunch-time and last night either came in late or not at all. I wondered if she and Tom got together
after he had dropped me off. Mmm. So where had she been before then? I'm not normally nosy
(well, no more than the next girl) but I asked an innocent question earlier and got snapped at.
“Wouldn't you like to know?” or something to that effect. Anyway, she was right. It was none of
my business.

“Who's up for the ceilidh on Friday?” she said.
The idea of a ceilidh dance was great. Better exercise than a run any day. Curiously, Kaitlin

had not briefed her face that she was talking about something people do for fun.
“Got something on. Maybe get there before endex,” said Dev. Before university, he'd spent

six months in the army and yet he sometimes spoke as though he'd been a lifer.
“So, what's this thing you're working on, Barbie?”
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The nickname was Dev's idea of a joke. Like calling someone Shorty who was really tall.
True, I had blonde hair and blue eyes but my figure was anything but svelte and I preferred to
hide my bust behind warm and baggy wool than game it for the Mad Men look. I knew that the
more I bristled, the more the name would stick. After all, that's what happened to Dev (a total
misnomer and short for Devil – poor thing).

I was bursting to talk about my idea but the conversation with Mum made me realise I had to
work on delivery.  I  needed my friends  as guinea pigs and would only get  one shot  at  first-
reactions. I wasn't ready.

“When it's fleshed out, you guys get first shot at shooting it down.”
“Oohhh. Sounds fun,” said Eileen.
“Ehhm. Am I invisible? The ceilidh?”
“Sorry, Katie. Yeah. I'm up for it,” said Eileen.
“Me too.” That was Mark.
I was meeting Tom on Friday. I have no idea why it felt awkward but it did. I was a little

uncomfortable in no-man's-land between my two friends but I could not think of anyone more
likely to get what I was trying to do than Tom and I was damned if I'd give that up to some
childish notion of loyalty.

And yet, try as I might, I did feel disloyal.
Everyone was looking at me. I could not ignore the question.  “I have to talk to someone

about my project.” I did not pause for breath but continued, hoping that what I'd said would slide
by. “I'll try for 9 O'-clock.”

“Your new found mystery is misting my glasses, Babe.”
“That's the steam from the rice, Dev,” I replied.
“Let me guess. You're organising a Harlem Shake,” said Mark with a stab of his fork.
“Designing a computer mouse for cats,” said Eileen.
“Staging a Barbie Mob,” said Dev.
Despite myself, I laughed.
We settled down to eat for a few seconds of silence when Kaitlin, looking down at her plate

all the time, said: “Have you seen Tom, Jen?”
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Seven

Tom postponed our meeting 'till Saturday. I could hardly contain myself and was truly glad of
the ceilidh when it came around. Held every month in The Picturehouse on Lothian Road, it was
a whirlwind of human ballistics to music. My favourite band, Teannich, played their own brand
of punk ceilidh as hundreds of students, tourists and locals of all ages generated enough heat to
power Edinburgh for a month.

Everyone  but  Dev  was  there  but  I  couldn't  help  noticing  that  Tom and  Kaitlin  arrived
separately. This was not a place to talk but a place of action, so I was pretty frustrated as the
obsessive in me wanted to corner Tom to find out if he'd given our conversation any thought.
Had he postponed because he did not know what to say? Had he been humouring me? In truth,
the impossibility of talk put me into a situation I probably needed despite myself. Within five
minutes,  I  had  remembered  how  to  have  fun  again.  When  Dev  finally  arrived,  Mark  was
reprieved and the boys took turns dancing with me and Eileen and (on three occasions) when I
tried to get my breath by withdrawing from Mark or Dev's sight, three different strangers took
pity on the lonely frump left on the sidelines and I did not have the heart to say no.

I was forced to remove my thick sweater after half-an-hour but, even so, the white cotton
shirt was soaked in sweat by the time Kaitlin released Tom's hand to go to the toilet and he
grabbed mine for what turned out to be one of my favourites – a bizarre distortion of a Swedish
dance. It went something like this:

Take a few hundred people circling the edge of the dance floor in pairs.  Each couple is
looking at the backs of the two in front going anti-clockwise around the hall. The girl is on the
outside and the boy to her left on the inside. Holding hands, you walk forward, casually swinging
each others arm to music reminiscent of a Tudor promenade. After a few gentle walks back and
forward and a couple of genteel waltz-twirls, the tempo accelerates to ten times the pace and the
steps  are  repeated  at  a  run.  It  is  one  of  the  most  ridiculous  and  childish  dances  ever  and
incredible fun. Tom and I were buckled over with laughter by the time we got back to Kaitlin. I
never got a chance to speak to her because I was whisked away by Mark before I had space to
breathe and by the time we returned, Tom and Kaitlin were nowhere to be seen.

 

The next morning, I learned that Kaitlin had gone home for the weekend. As far as I knew,
this had been unscheduled. Despite the exercise of the night before, I took my jog up Blackford
as usual. The rhythm of my feet on the ground, the steady breathing and thump of my heart, was
therapeutic and I found the run a great aid to thinking clearly.

The ceilidh dance had taken me out of myself, reminded me to live life even as I dreamed of
changing the world. I owed that shift in perspective to Kaitlin and now worried that my secrecy
with Tom had been mistaken for something else. I resolved to let her know about my idea as
soon as I saw her and put her mind at rest. Tom and I had a bond but there was no way we were
suited as a couple. Tom was not interested in me in that way. I was no threat to my friend and she
needed to know that. Kaitlin was being a pain but it was because she was hurting.

I checked on Maisie next door, who by now was up and pottering around happily. Today, she
was off to see her baby sister to celebrate her seventy sixth birthday. Before I left, I sneaked a
peek at the gas card reading. She'd used a few pennies worth and while I wished she would put
the heating on rather than go to bed, I could not argue with the vitality she demonstrated now that
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her cold was behind her. How did she do it?
Later, I met Tom. We had intended to go to the Cameo Bar but his folks had asked him to

dog-sit for their new pup while they visited a suddenly sick aunt. He picked me up in his Mum's
car and the three of us drove to North Berwick to walk the beach. Trinny, a young and very black
Labrador was off as soon as the car door opened. This was a playground and she was going to
own it.

Early evening, the light was magical, the strong wind making me wish I'd tamed my hair into
a ponytail. Even so, as it pushed on our backs and propelled us along the sand, my spirits soared
with the gulls above us.

I picked up a stick and threw it and Trinny obediently retrieved and dropped it at my feet.
Tom laughed. “You've no chance now. She'll not give you peace.”

He was right but I did not care and the stick flew in the wind and Trinny did her thing.
“Sorry about last night,” Tom said.
He meant the postponed meeting not the dance.
“I spoke to a friend who knows all there is to know about computers and the Net.”
I stopped and turned to him He mistook my excited anticipation for concern.
“Don't worry,” he said. “I told him just enough to get his thoughts on the technical issues.”
We had to raise our voices as the wind stole the sound from our mouths. It seemed stronger

now. Tom grabbed my hand and, with Trinny running to catch us, we ducked into the dip of a
dune and an oasis of calm that seemed preternaturally quiet. I loved being there in the moment
but I was also determined to stay focused. Slightly breathless, I continued where we'd left off.

“I'm not worried about someone stealing the idea, Tom. We need this thing more than feeding
my ego. If someone else makes it work then bully for them.” I smiled. “I'll join their club and use
it to save a bob or two.

“Fine but fragmentation will kill it. You need scale.”
Trinny was away again, down to the water and snapping at the spray as it streamed from

white-topped waves.
“What did he say? Your friend.”
“A gathering place is easy. Hop on an existing network for a fee. You'll get to the first million

for buttons.”
I  noticed  the  tone.  He  was  talking  as  though  this  was  a  real  project  and  no  longer

hypothetical. I was beginning to dare the same but worried about the delusional thing.
I grinned. “The first million, eh?”
He raised an imaginary glass. “The first million.”
“So you don't think I'm crazy.”
“I didn't  say that. But Mark Z was crazy.  From one to a billion in five years. We know

something he didn't then.”
“What?”
“It can be done.”
Trinny was back with another stick and between bouts of throwing and fetching (the dog

fetching, not me) I told Tom about the conversation with my mother. He'd met her and laughed at
the tale.

“It's a problem sure enough,” he said. “The other day, we talked for hours before the full
implications started to sink in.”

“Exactly. The meme's dead if you can't explain it in a few seconds.”
I lay back and watched the fluffy cotton scudding overhead, talking as though I was really
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just thinking out loud.  “Every time I try to frame it in my head, I start taking short cuts and
comparing some aspect to Kickstarter or eBay. And when I try to give an example I can hear this
imaginary person tell me it already exists. Someone's already doing Discount Clubs. Someone's
running a sharing site. Have you heard about Indiegogo?” I grimaced. “I can't even make it past
my imaginary friends.”

“We need a killer example,” Tom said.
“No kidding.”
“We should brainstorm it.”
“We might need more brains.”
“About a billion of them.”
“That's just it,” I mused. “When the Web started up, no-one could have predicted the million

cool things built on the back of it”
I felt my thoughts drift with the muted wind.
“The genius of the crowd,” I whispered and then louder for Tom. “Even if we get a dozen

people for an idea-fest, they're not going to better the mob.
“We have to try.”
I was grateful to Tom for forcing us to look at the problem with blinkers off. He was right,

we had to try and we might get lucky but in talking to him, another thought struck me.
I sat up, shaking my lazy thoughts to action.
“Maybe we should avoid trying to convince everyone until we're ready for prime? We might

have talked for hours the other day but you got the gist in a few minutes. Maybe we should work
with that and not on my Mum.”

The notion of targeting our first members was so obvious, it was embarrassing that we did
not immediately see it. I scooped a handful of sand and let it run through my fingers.

Tom was energised. “You know, I've been looking at the networks, trying to figure out how
the giants got started. It's like a dating service. When you've no members, how do you get the
first to join?”

“They add a ton of false accounts to create the illusion of popularity.”
“Or hire a bunch of shills. Or get their friends and family or staff to create multiple profiles.”
“But Zuckerburg tapped into an existing network – college students. They knew exactly what

a Facebook was as soon as they heard it.”
“So who's out there, motivated and likely to 'get'  what we're trying to do? Are there any

networks we can tap into?”
As I spoke, I thought about Dev and his passion for change and in thinking about him, I

thought of the millions who had ever campaigned or complained about inequality, everyone who
had given to charity or worked for a cause or cared for people in far off places or marched to stop
a war. There were millions who cared and they were often among the most motivated, informed,
intelligent long-term thinkers on the planet.

And I knew it was right. We did not have to convince a billion people but a million. The right
million. The million who cared.

And in that thought, the germ of a plan was beginning to form.
“Trinny!”
Tom jumped to  his  feet  and I  was startled  as  he ran  towards  the  waterline.  I  followed,

wondering what was bothering him as we closed on the dog with its nose to the ground.
“Drop it, Trinny,” he yelled.
Trinny looked at Tom and I saw the floppy form of a large Seagull sticking from her face.
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The dog hardly hesitated as Tom approached, she turned swiftly and ran with her prize. Shouting
above the wind, Tom chased after her, drawing the attention of our fellow walkers. At one point,
the bird fell from her mouth. It was scooped up quickly and Trinny just managed to duck back
the way she came as Tom and I pivoted on our heels. Turned into the wind now, tail-first down
the dog's throat, the huge wings caught the blast of air and spread out, enormous appendages,
dwarfing the puppy's tiny head and back-swept ears. I could not help it. I doubled over as Tom
ran past me yelling her name over and over. “Trinny. Drop it.”

Around us, laughter ran with the wind as others found the image as funny as I did. The black
dog sprinted along the beach, Tom full-pelt at her heels, a huge feathery aeroplane lifting the
animal's head high as though she hoped to escape on outstretched wings.

Tom was losing it and so was I and my fellow watchers. Realising his task was hopeless,
Tom ducked back and Trinny did the same, the chase inverted and closing fast, wings drooping
until we were crash-piled into a heap of wet sand and feathers and Tom became infected by my
laughter and Trinny's tail thrashed the air, happy after all to share her unscheduled meal with her
new BFFs.
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Eight

It was three weeks before the strain apparent in Kaitlin's relationship with Tom broke it for
good. I did not volunteer information about my meetings with Tom but nor did I hide them. At
one point, trying to melt the frost between us, I started telling her about my idea but she was
distracted and I sensed that her enthusiasm did not match my own. She made no effort to engage
and rather than bring us together, she seemed to distance herself more. I decided to tackle it head
on.

“You know, there's nothing between Tom and me.”
“So he says.”
“He's helping me figure this thing out. That's all. We're friends.”
And then she said something hurtful - something I already knew.
“He goes for lookers. A girl who dresses well. Pays attention to her make-up. Her hair. That

sort of thing. He says you're not his type.”
“Right.”
I think I rode the punch well. “There you are then,” I said.
We were civil enough to each other but ten days later, she collected her things and moved

out. No notice. No explanation. I then heard that she and Tom had split up. That did not surprise
me. In fact, knowing Tom, I was surprised it lasted so long. Kaitlin was right about one thing:
Tom liked a looker and she was exactly that. We both frequented Edinburgh's charity shops but
while I was content with functional hand-me-downs, Kaitlin turned her nose at anything but the
top brands. Anna Lou, Donna Karan, Michael Kors – I'd never heard of them but Kaitlin had and
she wore them well, dressing like a million dollars for the price of an old anorak.

If I'm brutally honest, I suppose I lied about riding Kailtin's punch well. I pretended to myself
that it  didn't bother me. Sure, Tom preferred the coiffured look but I wasn't that bad, was I?
Mirrors became my constant accusers. I found myself attracted to them like a lapsed dieter to
cream buns. Every time I gave in to the temptation and found myself staring at my reflection, I
wish I hadn't and felt fat. I rationalised the newly forming habit by telling myself another lie.
This was not vanity or concern for my attractiveness to men – no, I was above all that nonsense.
This was about how the world saw me as I prepared to enter it as a professional. Like it or not,
we are first judged by appearance.

Back in my room, I removed a drying towel which was obscuring the full length mirror.
There was no shape to me. I scrunched a chunk of wool at my waist and liked what I saw. I
searched my wardrobe in case I had somehow forgotten a marvellous figure-hugging top among
the collection of dull sweaters that had somehow become my trademark. I swapped the one I was
wearing for another with more length and fastened a belt to pinch my midriff. If I had been a
character  in  an  ad,  the  transformation  would  have  been  complete  but  the  result  left  me
dissatisfied. On the one hand it hinted at what could be but it looked utterly stupid.

I made a deliberate, unemotional, self-confident and rational decision to up my game to non-
drab. Nothing whatsoever to do with feeling frumpy. No-Siree.

Morningside, one of Edinburgh's wealthier districts, was home to the cream of charity shops..
Designer labels shared rails with shabby-chic and rags. I shopped there often but now did so with
a different eye. I had no intention of performing a complete makeover but instead looked for
clothes that suited the casual me without burying the woman beneath in the tents I normally
wore. I surprised myself by enjoying the experience even if I spent a year's clothing allowance in
one afternoon – which, trust me, is really not much.
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As I brightened the look, I was mentally shifting gears in other ways too.
I worried about my studies but could not shake a sense of duty to the project as it began to

take shape in my mind. It was crazy; risking my future on a single idea but I was now convinced
that  the organisation building itself  in  my thoughts  would soon exist  in  real  life.  If  not my
version, then one day a large corporation would create it. That would be a missed opportunity.
Now was our chance. Ordinary people getting together. I had a responsibility to try to make it
happen. And that is what I intended to do.

 

Tom and I saw more of each other now that he did not have to explain himself to Kaitlin.
How long before he was dating someone else was another thing. History said it would not be
long at all.

It  had  taken  an  age  but  at  last  we were  ready to  get  some feedback  from our  friends.
Remembering  my mother's  reaction,  I  was  a  little  nervous.  Tom came to  dinner  –  a  single
mountain of stovies courtesy of Mark's one-note cooking skills. Resembling a mound of prison
slush, it tasted divine and beat my lowest price per plate by twelve pence.

Kaitlin did not join us.
Most of the gang were now used to the new me, but I still got the occasional comment when

a splash of colour reminded them of the change or – ironically – when I was in slob mode
wearing my old comfortable blue wool for a night-in over a hot legal tome.

Tonight, was a compromise. Figure hugging white polo-neck and snug-fit blue jeans.
We sat to eat and everyone looked to me in expectation. So much was going through my

head, that I was ready to spill a torrent of ideas onto the table. I tried to control the urge and keep
it simple. I also decided not to hold back no matter how stupid I might sound.

“I want to create a massive network to lever the finances of millions of poor and middle class
people.  The  network  will  be  built  on  an  ethical  platform  to  counter  the  distrust  between
businesses and ordinary consumers. In effect, I want us to join together – all of us - to tilt the
balance of power in favour of the little guy no matter how poor he or she is.”

I stopped, biting my tongue to prevent verbal diarrhoea.
There was silence for a few seconds. I began to churn inside until at last Dev spoke a single

word.
“Wow!”
That seemed to spark a chain reaction so that within seconds, I knew that this crazy thing

really had a chance at working.
“You really are mad,” said Dev. “In a good way.”
“Or delusional,” said. Mark.
“In a good way,” laughed Eileen.
“Now, there's a new concept: Deliciously Delusional.”
“How the hell do you get enough people to kick-start the network?” Mark asked the question

that had to be on any sane person's mind. Even if you accept the concept, the network had to be
big before it would work. The first few thousand will see no benefit, so why would they bother?
This is what had been keeping me awake night after night until that fateful discussion with Tom
on the beach. I took another deep breath.

“Is there anyone here who thinks that collective power is not worth having?”
“No, but...”
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“Hang on, Mark. We'll get to the 'buts'. If we could wave a magic wand to create it, would
millions of people working together make a difference?”

“Well of course, b...” Eileen forced herself to stop there.
“No-one's arguing otherwise,” said Dev.
“Go one, then,” said Mark. “Where's the magic wand?”
“How many people marched against Blair's Iraq war?”
“In the UK. A million.” said Dev. “And fat use it was.”
“How many people work for NGOs?”
No-one knew this but I'd done my homework. “World-wide, there are over 30 million.”
“How many carers? Anyone who sacrifices their immediate self-interest for someone else's

benefit?”
“My mum, for a start,” said Eileen. “Everything from the food bank to disabled kids.”
“And anyone in the Occupy movement,” said Dev.
“Exactly. Bloody millions.” The excitement bubbled and I sensed a shift in the mood of the

room. “If we could get one in a hundred who care about others to join together, they could build
something so attractive to the rest of the population that they would start joining in droves.”

Tom had hung back, giving me the floor but it seemed he could no longer contain himself.
“Think about it,” he said. “If a million people who give a shit joined together, they could

figure out how to save money for themselves as ordinary members.  Most would have to do
nothing except join and take advantage of the collective power. Ninety percent could do that and
we'd still have a hundred thousand people actively working out ways to save money or do other
cool stuff with that joined-up muscle.”

“Like what?” asked Mark. And then he took a stab at the answer himself. “Clubbing together
for discounts? The car thing?”

“Right,” I said. “That's the easy stuff. It's just the start.”
Tom could not contain himself.  “Where else can you make a difference by saving yourself

money? We're so used to thinking you have to bleed to help someone else. Self-interest works.
We can  tap  that  spring.  A million  people  figure  it  out  and  make  it  happen.  They create  a
cooperative network that shows what's possible. We don't get sold to the highest bidder. We keep
our privacy.  We save money. We gain power.  We lend our weight to help others by helping
ourselves.”

“Mutual self-interest.” said. Mark. “Shit.”
The look on Dev's face was priceless. “So, a million people who care kick-start the network

and then invite others to join.” He was almost talking to himself. “Why wouldn't they?” He gave
a low whistle and then grinned like a maniac. “This is fucked-up.”

“So, we agree that a million could create something awesome for a millions of others.” I said
that as a statement of fact and no-one challenged me. I was delirious, in danger of falling to the
illusion that we were as good as there.  “So the question becomes,  how do we get that  first
million?”

“Just let them know. It's a no-brainer,” said Mark.
I knew that was wishful thinking but let it pass.
“Can I count on you guys for a start?”
“Fuck, yeah.”
And that – in different words – was the answer from everyone.
There were now five of us. We had ourselves a network.
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Nine

Maisie  was  fully  recovered.  We  walked  through  The  Meadows  and  into  town,  the
octogenarian uncomplaining when my pace accidentally crept up to reflect our age difference.
The streets were busy and the sun painted the cold air in warm colours. Maisie was attending a
hospital check-up and when we parted there, I glanced across the road and almost jumped when I
saw Tom and Kaitlin arguing outside the gates of Heriot's School.

“Bye, Dearie,” said Maisie. I was amazed by this little old woman, her constant cheerful
disposition in contrast to the challenge of age and constant struggle with money. Despite losing
her husband five years before, there was no self-pity.

“Do you want me to come in with you?” I asked. She did not tell  me the nature of her
appointment beyond it being 'routine' and I did not wish to pry. I thought an eighty-year-old
might warrant a house call or hospital transport but would not be surprised to learn that Maisie
refused the offer for someone who – in her eyes - really needed it.

“You run along, Jen. I worked in here for most of my life. It's like a second home.”
I looked across the road and saw Tom walk away. Kaitlin stood rooted and staring after him

as pedestrians flowed either side. I wanted to go to her but my presence would likely make things
worse. She stepped back and leaned against the wall and I could tell by her shaking shoulders
that she was crying. All the negative feelings for her recent churlish behaviour vanished and my
heart lurched in sympathy with my friend. I really could not ignore her.

I crossed the road and approached slowly. Her head was down, arms limp by her sides. I
stood in front of her and took hold of her fingertips loosely in mine. She stiffened in surprise and
looked up. Tears streaked her face, dark mascara running tracks on her skin.

“Kaitlin,” I said quietly.
Her stare was blank. And then, sudden recognition. She moved so quickly that the sharp slap

confused as much as stung me. The anguish in her eyes had turned to passion of a different sort
and she no longer looked defeated.

“An ugly pig in a new dress is still an ugly pig.”
I started to apologize and then stopped when I realised I had no idea what to apologize for. It

was all in her mind.
She leaned forward. “Stay the fuck away from me,” she whispered.
I left her to it, walking quickly in the direction Tom had taken a few minutes before. My

cheek burned in the cold air and I imagined a bright red beacon calling people's attention to the
final dissolution of a childhood friendship. I decided then to talk to Tom. Had she said anything
to him?

I picked up the pace but by the time I reached the library, he was still nowhere in sight. I
ducked inside and then stopped in the lobby to call his mobile number. Somewhere upstairs, the
familiar ring-tone embarrassed him before he had time to kill it. I put the phone in my pocket,
smiled and ran up the steps to find him.

 

“It has nothing to do with you.”
We sat on a bench in Princes St. Gardens facing the Ross Bandstand and the castle behind it.

The day was still  cold but when in direct sunlight,  as we were now, the warmth of its  rays
reminded me of the summer yet to come.
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Tom assured me that he had not said anything to Kaitlin to make her think the way she did.
“We just weren't right together,” he said.
“I've never seen her like that before.”
Until that moment, I had not realised how true that statement was. Sure, Kaitlin could be a

pain  but  never  insecure.  She  was normally the  one  calling  the  shots.  I'd  never  seen  her  so
intoxicated by a man before. She had come a long way since tipping the soup over him all those
years ago.

“I'll stay away from women for a while.”
I looked at him, expecting to see that wicked grin but he was serious.
“I'll give it a week,” I said in semi-jest.
He angled himself towards me and took my hands in his. “Or a minute,” he whispered.
I waited for the laugh. Habit did not allow me to take him seriously and I had no intention of

making a fool of myself. In the unlikely event he meant what he said, the last thing I wanted was
to  ruin  our  friendship  when  he  got  bored  with  me.  I  almost  betrayed  myself,  responding
automatically to the warmth of his hands and the beauty of the moment. For a brief instant, I
imagined reaching out to kiss him. Instead, I stood.

“Come on,” I lied. “It's getting cold.”

 

Dad shocked me when I told him about my idea. I expected it to go over his head or worse.
It's probably unfair because he's never been anything but supportive. Perhaps I simply expected
him to see the reality of its ridiculousness.

I'd gone to my parents for dinner; a ritual I tried to maintain roughly once each month. It was
he who brought the subject up.

“Your mother tells me you want to start a website selling cars.”
I mentally smacked my forehead but my mother was affronted. “I did not say that.”
We had finished the washing up and now relaxed in the lounge, each of us sipping a glass of

wine. “I said they would sell lots of things. Cars too.”
Another mental slap of the forehead.
Unlike others of my age, I enjoyed seeing the affection my parents displayed for each other.

It was innocent stuff but they constantly touched each other – on the arm, a clasp of the shoulder,
a brief connection to let the other know they were near. They sat on the sofa together and he
reached over and kissed her on the forehead. “Maybe Jen can tell us the real version, Honey.”

I was getting better at pinning down an explanation and was immediately encouraged by
Dad's body language. I could tell when he was interested in something and as I spoke, it was
obvious he was doing more than humoring me. When I finished, the concentration on Mum's
face was comical. She could not get beyond her non-need for saving money on a new car. With
the best intentions, she bit her tongue but I could tell she still did not get it. Dad, on the other
hand, was skirting the edge of comprehension. Just like me.

Don't get me wrong. Of course I understood my own idea but the deeper I researched, the
more I looked at the world through a collective lens, the more I realised the impact it could have
on the lives of millions.

Sometimes it frightened me.
“You know, Darling,” he said. “The idea is sound. Convince enough people to join before

there’s anything worth joining and you might have a shot.”
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I could see wheels turning in his head.  “That’s an interesting challenge,” he said. “Let me
think on it.”

We talked some more and Dad did the dutiful thing, trying to steer me away from burning
what I had without knocking me down.

In the next few days, I forced myself to go to lectures, Dad's parting words looping in my
head. “You've only one go at life, Jen. Four years is a lot to throw away on a long-shot, no matter
its worth.”

He was right. Running towards finals, I could not afford to drop everything for a dream. The
sensible-me played and replayed this mantra over a period of a week but it was torture. I studied
past papers and drew up a plan, dumping all but the essentials. I'd never been like this before. All
my life a straight-A student and, two minutes from the qualifier, I get ADHD.

My head buzzed and I could not shake the feeling that executing my idea would be the most
important thing I tackled in my life. I cursed the timing. Two months later and I'd be free to
concentrate. Right now, the project needed a title and even this consumed my thoughts.. I had
become obsessed with domain names. Tom's computer buddy (Greg) had set up a gathering spot
using Ning. This had accelerated my efforts to call it - something. It was more than a semantic
nicety. This would be the brand – the rallying call, the flag around which we would gather and
the name I hoped would be on the lips of millions within a year.

I'd gone through a truck-load of failed domain checks,  every permutation of the English
language preceding dot com or dot net long-ago snatched by one dreamer or another. The answer
came in class, while watching a debate recorded in The House of Commons. The orator on his
feet talked passionately about disaffected voters and the responsibility of MPs to work together
for the greater good. He stabbed a finger from one person to another and said: “It is up to you
and you and me – we have the power to change...” For some reason, this triggered the memory of
an old Beatles' number my Mum used to play: I am you and you are me and we are all together...

I did not hear what followed as I tapped the query on my phone. youandyouandme.com was
there. I loved the name but it was too long. The You And You And Me Network was descriptive
but hardly tripped off the tongue. And then the acronym leapt at me and seconds later the phone
confirmed that we had a name.

We were now The YAYAM Network and our home, www.yayam.net.
All five of us!
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Ten

The following note is taken directly from my diary. To be honest, the good intentions of the
fourteen-year-old me lasted two months of daily entries (complete with exquisite embarrassment)
but I still use it occasionally to consolidate my thoughts. I admit to being distracted from my
studies. I couldn't help it. The more I researched the project, the more I understood the world we
live in. Between Tom and Dev and my attempts to bring substance to my idea, I followed my
nose  to  learn  about  networks  and  protocols  and  trust.  And  everywhere  I  looked,  money
dominated the view from horizon to horizon. The following was my attempt at clarifying that
view and reflects my astonishment at what I found. It starts with banks.

 

Fractional Banking: I sometimes wonder if bankers deliberately anaesthetise the curious with
boring language. Our world ticks and rocks and screams through history to the beat of fractional
banking. It is as though a deluded robber labelled his efforts as: An Imperative Action Against
Personal Pauperization, in the hope of hiding the fact he'd blown the vault doors to smithereens.

Here is my attempt at making sense of it:

Once  upon  a  time,  goldsmiths  (the  safest  hands  around)  allowed  people  to  store  their
valuables with them. Merchants were afraid of carrying gold for fear of being robbed and used
goldsmiths' receipts as collateral. Transferring a receipt was safer than transferring the treasure
itself.

Over the years, canny goldsmiths realised that most deposits were left untouched, lying there
doing nothing as the corresponding receipts changed hands and did all the work. Indeed, they
could steal 90% of the treasure and as long as they had enough to cover withdrawals at any one
time, no-one would know. Deposits never dropped by more than 10% – ever! As long as they had
enough to cover that, they could issue more receipts than they had gold – ten times more. Over
time, this fraud became common practice and the receipts became tokens of commerce. Soon, the
illusion of value was transferred to the paper on the false belief that there was a sum of real
money in the safe to back it.

This was the foundation that built our banks. When The Bank of England was formed in 1694
(then a private company like the goldsmiths) the fraud of issuing more receipts than they had
valuables was enshrined and became the model for other banks to follow.

The crazy thing is that the system works at all. As long as people THINK they can withdraw
their money, they will keep it there rather than under the mattress. If that trust vanishes and
more than 10% try to withdraw their non-existent cash, the bank collapses.

The fraction that must be held in reserve varies from country to country but is often close to
10% (In the UK it is around 3% - think about that!). A bank with a billion dollars in a country
with a 10% fractional reserve limit can lend up to nine billion dollars. One with a 3% limit can
leverage that billion up to over 30 billion. They simply create 'fake' money when they authorise a
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loan. This only works for as long as the confidence trick holds.

Every time I think of this story, I wonder why it is not the stuff of films and literature. So
much a part of our lives, so entwined with every birth and death on the planet, it is at once the
source of our progress and the self-imposed prison that.traps us.
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Eleven

Peter's house did not live up to my resentment. I wanted to dislike the man so much but he
made it hard. The cracks running through my negativity began forming on that first walk and just
kept coming.

Far from opulent, the apartment was smaller than our shared student pad. Feeling like an
undercover agent infiltrating the enemy camp, when Peter asked me out, I made sure 'the date'
started from his home.

“Nice,”  I  said  as  he  picked  up  his  car  keys  from  the  hall  table.  I  was  being  sincere.
Something told me that Peter had not been the decorator-in-charge. Old wooden floors had been
sanded down and lacquered, the walls tastefully simple and adorned by stylish photographs of
lochs and mountains and streams.

“Be my guest,” Peter said. “Look around.”
Large windows flooded the space with light and sparse furnishing gave a sense of cleanliness

that I had not seen since leaving home. Despite this, the flat had soul. This was someone's home
and they were absent.

“Is this your family,” I said. A series of black and white mini-portraits looked into the lounge
from its surrounding walls. Remembering what he'd said about his parents, I tread carefully.

Peter was perplexed by the question but quickly recovered. He pointed to a young couple
frozen in time by camera flash. He was wearing a kilt, she a dress, both flared mid-spin as they
clung to each other on a dance floor.

“I never knew them,” he said. “But this is my Dad and his wife.” He cast his eyes over the
other photos – scenes of happy children, summer beaches, sandcastles and ice-cream.

“I've no idea who the others are.”
This time, I could not disguise my bemusement.
“They were here when I moved in.”
“Sorry,” I lied. “I didn't mean to pry.”
We drove to Portobello in his small Ford Kia and walked the beach before taking seats in a

little café on the first floor of the community centre. Peter did not believe in wasting money. It
seems counter-intuitive, but this somehow pleased me. I began to feel a little guilty about my
motives – right about the time he finally told me about his family.

“I was brought up in a children's home in Glasgow. The Ferriers.”
The  name  of  the  place  triggered  a  memory.  I'd  read  a  book  about  a  young  boy  from

Drumchapel who had been abused there. Peter did not mention this and I held my tongue.
“I left at 16 and hitched to the Orkneys and then to Skye. Eventually found myself on a

Mallaig fishing boat until the owner's business went belly-up and I was made redundant.”
He chuckled softly at some private joke and continued. “As far as I was concerned, that was

it. Penniless and homeless. And then...”
I waited patiently.
“The weirdest thing happened.”
A young girl ran after a ball as it rolled under Peter's seat. He retrieved and teased her with it

as her mother called her back.
“Leave the man alone, Kelly.”
But Peter seemed relaxed.  “Can you catch?” She nodded and then let the ball fall between

outstretched arms before kicking it back to the safety of her own table.
Peter picked up the thread.  “I always thought I had no living parents but two weeks after
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losing my job, a solicitor tells me that all these years my Dad had been living down the road and
now he was dead.”

He chuckled again and I doubt there was much mirth to it. “I was mad at some stranger who
abandoned and then saved me from destitution by kindly dying with his wife in a motorway pile-
up.”

Without thinking, I took Peter's hand. I felt a strength of character through his gentle grip. He
exuded a vulnerability I did not expect and yet he was no sap. Working for years on boats, I
could now see that the baggy shirt he wore hid a muscular frame born of hard work and tough
living.

“Turns out, I now had a home. Two in fact.” He took a deep breath and I wondered if this is
when he'd tell me about his millions. Instead, he added that he couldn't face living so close to the
children's home and got an agent to sell the Glasgow place.

“So, I'm now trying to figure out what to do with the rest of my life. For some reason, I keep
putting off flushing my Dad by selling the Edinburgh flat.”

I could not believe what was happening. I'd agreed to see Peter in some twisted hope of
hating him. And here I was, feeling sorry for the poor little rich guy. Conflicted, I wanted to
shake him. Poor Peter. Lost with all that money.

“Don't get me wrong,” he said. “I know I'm lucky. But it doesn't quite feel like that.” He
squeezed my hand, turned to me and smiled. “But it's getting there.”
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Twelve

I think I've got my head around our money system. (Can't believe I'm actually writing notes
to myself about this stuff but it's amazing!).

Let me see if I can get this down in a form that makes sense. There are so many voices
talking about the financial situation we're in that it's impossible to know who's telling the truth,
who is lying and who is misinformed. The experts telling us to buckle our belts are the same ones
who were telling us we were in good shape just before the sub-prime shit hit the fan. I want to
know what happened so that I can understand why Masie and billions of others are struggling
after centuries of progress and the apparent super-wealth we see everywhere around us.

It starts with how money is created and it is un-frickin-believable.

 

To run itself, the state raises taxes and spends them. If it gets the balance wrong, it runs into
debt and has to borrow. The mechanism differs from country to country and there are other
variations on the theme but in most cases, the following is the gist of what happens:

Imagine  the  government  wants  to  borrow a billion  dollars.  It  writes  (with  lots  of  fancy
squiggles to give it substance) an IOU for the sum. Since most governments are good for such
IOUs,  many  wealthy  institutions  are  happy  to  buy  that  piece  of  paper  and  the  promise  it
represents for a period of some years at an agreed interest rate. Let's say, it sells the IOU (called
a Government Bond) to the Central Bank. The bank then gives the government a billion dollars
to spend in the real world. Remember, the bank can create that billion dollars as long as it has
unassigned assets of only a hundred million dollars – i.e. a tenth of the loan. So the government
starts off without a billion dollars and so does the bank until the magic dust makes it otherwise.

Since the IOU is almost bullet-proof, it is considered as good as money and so the bond in
the vault is added to the assets of the bank. Despite it being no more than a promise of some
future payment, it is now considered real treasure and so added to the balance sheet. Voila! The
bank is a billion pounds richer. In a few strokes of a pen, the company has created nine hundred
million dollars out of thin air. I'll call it a billion because it's easier to write.

Here's where the magic really comes in. That billion dollar bond can now be used to lend out
ten times its value to customers – be they corporations, small businesses or you and me for our
houses and cars and shoes.

In creating a billion dollars out of thin air, it is magically transformed into a profit machine
worth ten times more.

The next time I draw on a student loan, I'll know that the bank simply creates an entry in its
books and as long as the sum does not breach their reserve limit (lol, as if) they can give me
money they do not have. Like the government, my actions have caused money to be created from
nothing in exactly the same way the knight could pick up a bunch of pebbles from the beach and
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paint his tokens into existence. The difference between my promise-to-pay and the government's
is that my promise is considered a risk and theirs an asset.

Bloody Hell.. My head hurts.
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Thirteen

I was beginning to understand a little of Dev's frustration and anger. He and others from his
group were marching to the RBS campus in two weeks time. Thinking about the Maisies of the
world, the billions of people struggling to get by, my impotent rage was looking for a home, I
decided to go.

It wasn't so much the Rumpelstiltskin nature of money that got to me. It was bad enough
knowing that much of the debt in the world was conjured but that all my notions of debt and
fiscal honesty were illusions. In truth, the wealth of the world was being hijacked – hoovered up
from small businesses, from savers, from my parents and Maisie and my friends and billions of
people yet to be born. I stomped on the conspiracy theories rising from the pit of my stomach. To
me, they were unnecessary. It was just human nature. A few ruthless people had stolen the keys.
So it was in the times of Emperors and slaves but now things were more subtle. I searched for a
home to place my anger and that led me into a dalliance with Dev's world.

We assembled at The Meadows, the atmosphere surprisingly jovial as those around me met
friends new and old. Not exactly the marching type, I wasn't sure what to expected but listening
to Dev get worked up and judging by newspaper reports, a subliminal part of me pictured an
angry mob of dirty layabouts determined to wreck the country with anarchic intent. Instead, the
area was filling up with mothers and grannies and sons and daughters, sisters and friends. Yes,
they were passionate and yes, they wanted change, but this was no collection of militant misfits.
This was a gathering of ordinary.

Tom was by my side. This was his first march too and I suspect he was simply being a good
friend in lending Dev and me his support. He drew close to my ear.

“Not exactly a rabid army, is it?”
As we set off, flanked by yellow-vested police, a young girl of about ten – hair in bunches

and wearing a Sunday-best floral dress - skipped in front of me swinging her mother's hand. We
were pretty quiet at first, the only shouts from printed and painted signs stabbing the air like
bobbing lollipops.

Dev was out of sight, somewhere up front. Every now and then, his distinctive voice rang
above the mellow chatter, reminding us all that we were not out for a pleasant stroll. Someone
had a megaphone and as  we gained ground,  the shouts  and chants  began to grow until  the
marching crowd  became a vocal choir demanding that RBS atone for its sins.

“Bailout the people. Not the banks. Bailout the people. Not the banks.”
I surprised myself by shouting as loud as anyone else, the pent up frustration whooshing out

with every word. Despite that release, and I suspect the same of others, the mood was light.
People were smiling, the accompanying escort of yellow vests bright in the late Spring sunshine.

The march grew as we walked. There were three or four hundred to begin but now we were
closer to a thousand as we merged with another stream that had assembled on the West End.
When we got to our destination, no-one was surprised to find that we could not get onto the
campus. For three hours, the Royal Bank of Scotland Headquarters became the target of our calls
for change. I'm not sure what good it did but I learned a few things. There was no tear gas and no
violence from the marchers. To be truthful, I had half-expected a day of drama but instead was
taken by the carnival atmosphere and the sense of camaraderie among my fellow campaigners.

The next day, the papers favoured Beyonce over our small effort. The march was a byline and
mentioned two arrests. I have no idea what that was about because I saw none of it. 

I had a new admiration for Dev but was more convinced than ever that we had to do more
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than shout our objections. I did not want to destroy capitalism. I wanted to use it. There had to be
a way.
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Fourteen

My blood began to boil and I had to stop reading. The day evaporated under a mountain of
stats, articles and Youtubes. A touch of anger is fine but with each new layer of understanding, I
was mainlining outrage and brewing a terrible urge to destroy. You'd think it would be easy to
work out this austerity thing. I picked on that, wondering if YAYAM could help somehow. The
2007 financial debacle led to bank bailouts and cutbacks for the poor. Something was wrong.
Maybe if I could figure it out, I'd know why the people who caused the shitstorm got richer and
the Maisies of the world paid the price. The idea was to use what I learned constructively but my
eyes were bleeding by the time the library closed and I was in danger of letting anger get the
better of me. I now understood the frustration of Occupiers like Dev when people like me did
nothing to help ourselves. Willful ignorance is a strange beast.

 

When my father bought his first car, he sat with his bank manager who poured over Dad's
finances before the loan was approved. That was for £400.

Twenty years later, when my parents wanted a £330,000 mortgage, there was no interview.
Instead, they were offered £700,000 for a larger house. They almost bit - rising prices and easy
money fuelling dreams of riches. Thankfully they stuck with the plan and as others struggled
after the collapse, our family escaped the worst of it.

Why were the banks so reckless? Why were people far poorer than my parents offered sums
close to a million simply for signing a piece of paper that later destroyed their lives? Going back
to that discussion in the Cameo, I couldn't shake the idea that the responsibility lay with the
borrower. No-one forced them to take the loan. It is not the bank's fault they fell behind on their
payments. Surely feckless behaviour should be punished.

I still think that's largely true. Make a deal and you need to stick with it or pay the price. In
the weird world of money, though, all is not what it seems.

 

Tight  regulation  once  stopped  bankers  gambling  with  depositors'  money  but  the  laws
separating our cash from the gambling casinos of the world markets were stripped away under
pressure from the financial industry claiming they were unfair.

In that once-upon-a-time land, banks were out of pocket throughout the life of a mortgage.
They made damned sure the borrower could pay. That changed when lenders started selling off
bundles of mortgages in packages called Mortgage-Backed Securities - another sleep-inducing
term. I'll call them Munches – because I can.

Imagine you run a bank. You sold the mortgage up the chain and no longer pay the price of a
default. Each sale attracts high up-front fees and bonuses. Your job is to make money for the
bank, not hold the hand of the corporations chomping your Munches. In the old days, you could
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only issue loans up to the fractional reserve limit. Now things were different.

By offloading their loans, they could operate a lending conveyor belt with no apparent end
and no obvious risk to the bank – all while using money they created from thin air. They could
take the brakes off, rope in anyone off the street and give them painted stones in exchange for
signing a piece of paper. On signing the deed, money was brought into existence and given to the
customer. The mortgage was then bundled with others and sold on, generating profit and bonuses
for  the  bank.  Long before  it  hit  its  fractional  limit,  the  reserves  were refreshed,  freeing the
company to  continue  feeding on a  financially  ignorant  public.  That  public  –  you  and  me  -
thought we were borrowing money at the bank's risk and that it was impossible to lose as house
prices always rose. Everyone knew that because every newspaper, TV pundit, pub expert and
financial guru told them so. Anyway, it was obvious – the banks were willing to bet your house
on it. Indeed, the sudden flood of mortgages ensured an artificial demand that pushed up prices –
just as they intended.

Banker: Psst. Wanna buy a house?
Joe:  I don't have any money. I...
Banker:  Neither do I.
Joe:   Wha...?
Banker:   You have to be creative.
Joe:   You're going to lend me money you haven't got? And I'm going to pretend I can afford

it?
Banker:   I'll lend you a million
Joe:   But it's only worth 900K
Banker: Our appraiser says otherwise.
Joe:  Next door was sold for 890K this morning
Banker:  Amazing isn't it?
Joe:   I can get it cheaper.
Banker:   !!??!
Joe:   There's this estate agent. They give realistic valuations.
Banker:   It's not on the list
Joe:  What list?
Banker:  We only lend on valuations by an approved appraiser
Joe:  One who pushes the price up
Banker:   Look, do you want this or not?
Joe:   So I have to pretend to be working and say I'm earning enough to make monthly

payments I can't afford to buy a house with a fake valuation using money you lend that you
haven't got. Your valuers inflate prices so that in a few months the house is pretend-worth (say)
1.1 million and so I've made 100K on the deal.

Banker:   I knew you were smart. When it's baked, that margin will let us lend you some
more so you can keep up the repayments and build that swimming pool you wanted.

Joe:   What swimming pool?
Banker: [winks]
Joe:   Where do I sign?
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While property values rose, everyone believed they were bullet-proof.

Realising they were exposed, the Munch-hoovering corporations insured themselves against
mass default. In the brilliant naming tradition we've  come to love, this insurance was called a
Credit Default Swap. As the mortgage sellers isolated themselves from their reckless behaviour,
so too the Munch-buyers handed the poisoned chalice to the companies duped into providing
cover. It's one thing tricking Joe public, but why would a sophisticated financial giant fall for
such a thing? That's what I kept asking myself. The answer and the glue that binds this mortgage-
backed house of cards is one of the fishiest elements of all.

When we borrow, our loans are given a rating to reflect the risk. Backed by the roof over
your head, your mortgage might be given a AAA rating. A bag of AAAs is considered pretty
much bomb-proof. Eventually you will have A, B, and C-rated Munches. It is illegal for pension
firms to place dodgy bets. They will normally avoid sub-prime loans. In an incredible act of
deception, sub-prime mortgages were themselves bundled together and analysts performed the
same rating process as before. Within these sickly bags (made entirely of toxic loans) some will
be sicker than others and so they were split again into A, B and C ratings. Repackaged like that,
it now looks as though you are buying a low risk bundle. With the wink from a dodgy rating
agency, pension firms, charities and even governments began to invest in lipstick-wearing toxic
loans.  It is as though you sold bags of apples and separated them into three grades. The top 80%
are A-rated. The next 15% are Bs and the maggot-loved 5% are Cs. After a while you run out of
good apples and beg the suppliers to give you anything they have, no matter the condition. The
quality of each bag goes down but the top 80% are still labelled A-grade because – well, they are
the  top  80%.  Worse,  the  Bs  and  Cs  were  all  then  re-bundled  together  and  that  same trick
performed (top 80% As and so on). Eventually you would be handing over bags of mush marked
as A-grade produce.

As this feeding frenzy continued, new ways of bringing in 'customers' were devised. Mail-
shots telling anyone with a pulse that they had been pre-approved for a loan. Self-certification
(By 2006, over 40% of all new mortgages were 'liar loans') that required little more than your
word you were earning (say) a million dollars a day.

Key to this deception were the rating agencies and 'independent' accounting firms. We are
supposed to believe that no-one could have spotted this. That's hard to swallow but it's a can of
worms I don't want to open right now.

 

Here goes for a stab at summarising this:

Through the magic of fractional banking, when you take on any kind of credit, the money is
created on the spot and you go out into the big bad world to bring back real coin and pay it with
interest.

During the years leading up to the crisis, governments began to allow financial institutions to
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gamble using imaginary cash multiplied on the back of depositors'  money.  Instead of Banks
holding on to mortgages for years, they bundled them off and removed the risk of bad loans from
themselves. They could thus lend more than the fractional limit would permit and generated a
bonus culture that rewarded short-term thinking and malpractice. Unaware of the insanity of the
mechanism driving it all, ordinary people believed the lie that they were being stupid if they did
not join the party.

As all of this was going on, the risk was further offloaded by the deliberate mislabelling of
sub-prime mortgages as sound investments. Pension firms and those providing insurance were
effectively  defrauded  -  aided  by  the  negligence  and/or  criminal  behaviour  of  ratings  and
accounting firms. Riskier and riskier loans were made and sold up the chain, spreading the toxin
around the world and poisoning the upper atmosphere of the global finance markets.

 

When it collapsed,  we bailed out the dishonest banks and left the ordinary people in trouble
to sink and the poor to take the blame.

That is austerity and the lie that we are all in it together.
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Fifteen

Two weeks after my first and only protest march, Tom and I met in Princes St. Gardens and
kissed that kiss.

As I said; Tom disappeared for a week to London but I was skipping on air anyway. We
talked at least once and texted a dozen times each day.

I was thinking about Peter. There was nothing between us really but I sensed his interest and
we were due to meet. I decided to mention Tom as tactfully as I could – just in case. I took out
my phone to call him but instinctively swiped a mail-check. Instead of a message from Tom, I
got photos from someone calling themselves A Friend.

“I thought you should know,” it read. “Tom Wills is a bastard”.
I clicked nervously on the attachment. My heart almost exploded and I felt sick.
There were ten of them; all of him and a woman kissing in front of the London Eye. The

Friend was very thorough, making sure I got the picture. This was no peck on the cheek. Two
close-ups showed their lips touching, arms encircling in a lover's embrace and two more where
they were pulling apart and laughing joyously. I recognised her but became fixed on what Tom
was wearing. For a brief moment, I hoped the images were from from his LSE days but this was
dashed by an item of clothing. Tom was wearing a leather jacket bought the day before he left for
London.

I hated myself as I began to cry.

 

Tom answered the call on the first chirp. “Hi Darling,” he said.
I  tried  to  keep  my  voice  calm  but  inside  I  was  shaking  with  rage.  “How  was  the

presentation?”
“Uh. Fine. Good, really. We...”
“Listen, Tom. Could you do me a favour?”
“Anything.”
“There's an old friend I'm trying to reach. You met her a couple of years ago, I think.”
In fact, Megan – the woman in the photo - was among his army of conquests.
“I  think  she's  attending  the  same  conference.  Johnston.  Megan  Johnston.  Remember.

Brunette. Tall. Very beautiful.”
“I remember. She's. Yeah. I'll ask around.”
“Didn't you date her?”
“Ehm. Not sure I'd use the word 'Date'.”
“How about Fuck then? Didn't you fuck her once-upon-a-time?”
There was silence.
“You're a bastard, Tom.”
I kept my voice low but there was no hiding my fury now. I was as angry with myself as I

was with Tom. In one stupid stroke, I'd lost my best friend, deluded in thinking that he loved me
enough to change his nature.

“What's wrong, Jen?” And then the words that made me explode. “I love you.”
That was it.
“I wish I'd never set eyes on you. You're not even man enough to end it.”
Tom tried to butt in but there was no way in Hell I'd let that happen.
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“You're  a  slime-ball.  All  these  years,  I've  listened  to  you  whine  about  the  world
misunderstanding you. And I fell for it. What was the plan? Were you actually going to tell me or
dump me by default?”

“Jen. Slow down..”
“I'll not bloody slow down. You trample on people. The shallowest, most selfish, egotistical

prick I've had the misfortune to know. Don't bother calling. I won't answer. Stay in London. I
don't care but stay the Hell away from me!”

I ended the call and stood shaking. Seconds later Max rang in my hand. I did not need to look
at the screen to know who it was or a crystal ball to realise that ignoring it would not stop him
trying. To my shame, tears of self-pity accompanied my anger. I stabbed the screen and missed
the icon and then shot the messenger. Max flew from my hand, smashing against the wall, the
back and battery flying one way and glass and guts the other.

Max was dead and so were the days of me being pushed around. I walked away, a sudden
serenity descending from Heaven-knows-where.

I meant what I said. There was no second chance. Tom was out of my life forever.
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Sixteen

With Max gone and no hint of nomophobia, it was easy to isolate myself from the sympathy
of my friends. I called Peter from a payphone, not really knowing what I wanted from him. I
suppose it was a statement to myself as much as anything. He asked me about going away for the
weekend and I blurted out that we should drop everything and go right then.

“I'll pick you up in an hour,” he said.
When I got to the flat – which was thankfully sans house-mates – I only had time to grab a

bag, some toiletries and stuff a rucksack with an assortment of walking gear and pub-wear. By
the time the doorbell rang, my boots hung around my neck and I was flushed with adrenalin my
body did not know how to use. I was in flight but, was it to Peter or away from Tom? I told
myself that an adventure with this lovely man was exactly what I needed and barely paused at
Maisie's door to wonder if I had time to call in to see if she was okay. I passed it by and minutes
later we headed North and the Highlands became my shield from the hurt and betrayal fogging
the rear-view mirror.

That night,  we stayed at  Sheena's hostel  in Mallaig.  This was Peter's  home whenever he
stopped overnight in the village on his way to or returning from a stint on the trawler. Sheena
was a friendly soul who seemed to treat Peter like another son. We ate in her restaurant and then
she invited us both through the private door leading from the hostel to her home. Whisky flowed
and for a time, I almost forgot to be lonely.

The question of where to sleep was not discussed, the open nature of multiple bunk beds
saving us both from awkward decisions.

The next morning we caught the tiny pedestrian ferry across the water to Knoydart where
Peter had booked two single rooms in the most remote pub in Britain – The Old Forge.

Pre-summer, tourists and walkers had yet to start their mass assault on the quiet hideaway.
We dumped our bags and took lunch in the bar and then walked into the mountains and lost
ourselves for the day.

If Peter sensed my sadness, he said nothing. I felt certain that I hid it well, determined to
recover from the self-inflicted wound I'd served myself. I would enjoy this trip if it killed me.

 

That night, the bar was alive with music and people. I was grateful, frightened that normal
conversation might break through the forced mask of contentment I'd opted to wear. For a while,
I  genuinely enjoyed the night,  especially when Peter,  without  warning,  joined the  band and
started singing a sea-shanty. Folk music is not my thing and yet his voice was hypnotic – a
melancholic beauty that seemed to fit the tragedy of his childhood. Strangely, I felt protective of
him even as I began to recognise his strength. He was lost but not weak.

Later, we kissed at my bedroom door. He did not try to push it further and I was not sure if I
was disappointed or not. Would I have said no? All I can be certain of is, that at that moment, my
wounded pride and raw emotions had found a safe harbour and I was grateful for it.

The next day, we walked. Knoydart was new to me and it was truly beautiful. By the time the
day ended, I was exhausted and thankful for the dulling of the pain it brought.

“Do you mind if I miss tonight?” I asked him.
Peter took me in his arms and hugged me.  “I don't know what you're going through but

there's no pressure. I'm here for you. That's it and nothing more.”
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I cried in his arms and then cried alone in my bed, feeling betrayed by body and mind. I had
been hijacked by the emotions of a weak teenager and hated myself for it.

By morning. I was cried out.
Peter did not question me and I resolved to let things lie were they fell. If he sensed the

change or had planned it all along, I don't know but before I knew what was happening, we were
back in Mallaig and then driving North. We toured Scotland and the pain dulled. A week later,
sitting astride a bench seat on a rigid inflatable speedboat, Peter's arms encircled me from behind
and I forgot to be sad. I felt safe and excited as we searched for and found dolphins and minke
whales and puffins and the joy of life.

Two days later we were on a plane to Nice and I began to wonder if it was possible to love
two people at once.
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Seventeen

We hopped from continent to continent and made love on a Goan beach. Peter's measured
assault finally paid off after a drunken party sometime after 3am and a search for seclusion. To
be honest, I used the drink instead of it using me, the threat of a relapse in thinking about Tom,
enough to finally push the buttons that opened my heart to Peter.

At the end of a whirlwind month, I was ready to meet the world again.
Apart from an email to my parents to let them know I was happy and well (only a slight lie at

the time) I ignored my former life and all attempted communication from Tom.
The barrage started as soon as I inserted the sim card into my new phone at Heathrow. I fully

expected to see a number of messages from Tom but the avalanche was overwhelming. I deleted
them all without reading, my resolve not to weaken absolute.

I did answer Eileen, telling her not to worry. Everything was good. This would make it onto
Facebook and spread the word without me having to log on.

Ten minutes before boarding for Edinburgh, the phone rang. It was Tom. I switched it off. I
was done.

By the time we returned to  Scotland,  I  was a  new person,  ready to face the world and
anything that came my way. I'd also found myself thinking about YAYAM with the clarity of
distance. I no longer cared about my studies.

I had much to thank Peter for. He had rescued the chump I'd threatened to become. We never
talked about money and he did not know about the nascent YAYAM Network. I was certain he'd
support me but the last thing I wanted was to complicate things between us.

I made the decision to go home. Living with my parents was not exactly part of my plan but
it would allow me to explore my idea and try to get it off the ground.

For the first time in weeks, I was ready to come out fighting and I would do whatever it took
to make it happen.
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Eighteen

“You've obviously thought about this, Honey.”
Dad and I sat in the garden drinking tea. The sun shone and sparrows twittered over the bird

table, picking up the grain and bread I'd sprinkled there earlier.
“I should tell you to finish your studies but I know when I'm beat.”
“This is more important,” I said. “Don't you think?”
“Mmmm.”
Dad chewed on the question for a moment. “It's not one or the other, is it? You can finish the

course and then take time out. We'll support you.”
“Support me now, Dad. This is what I am going to do with my life. I will make this work.”
Dad stood. “I want to show you something,” He said.
The computer in his study was on, a photograph I recognised as Princes St. Gardens on the

display. He had obviously prepared what he wanted to show me but I was truly astonished when
he explained what it was.

“In '98, the web was catching fire. I had this idea. You were six at the time. I was consumed
by it.”

He moved the mouse to the right and the image spun until we were looking at the castle. He
clicked on a pathway and the view advanced. We were now 'standing' fifty yards ahead and could
once again look around from this spot.

“Google Street View,” I said.
“Exactly,” Dad answered. “Except it's not. This is mine. I built it in '98.”
I was astonished, a part of me wondering if I should believe him or not.
“Your old dad isn't as dumb as he looks, you know.”
“Well that would be impossible,” I said, pointing a sweet smile his way.
“It took me months and I had to hand-stitch the photos – thousands of them. But it worked.”
“Christ, Dad. That's f'd up.”
“Don't let your mother hear you swear like that, Jen.”
“It's not...”
“In fact,” he added. “For my sake and yours, don't let me hear it either.”
“Sorry, Dad but it is F'd up. That's getting on for ten years before Street View.”
“Nine,” he said.
“Why didn't you do anything with it?”
And now I felt I was about to learn why he had brought it up.
He passed me a paper clipping. There was Dad proudly showing off a screen with a map of

Edinburgh on it. The article said he had built the world's first online virtual city.
“There were commercial outfits doing similar things but I wanted to give it away on the web

and spread it world-wide. It sounded stupid at the time, but the idea was to make it famous and
then attract advertisers.” He paused, the memory of those days apparently drifting across his
thoughts.

“It takes more than a good idea to make it, Jen,” he said a moment later. “I had no money and
tried to do everything myself. It was all new and the tools were either damned expensive or non-
existent so I had to learn programming and build the software myself.”

And here it was, the lesson I'd been waiting for.
“Don't try to do it yourself. The idea is sound, Honey. It's about collaboration. If you don't get

the right people working with you, it will not happen.” He tapped the screen. “Trust me. I know.”
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Of all places, I did not expect to find an important ally in my father. I thought of all the times
I had joked or condescended to him about some teenage online fad, certain that people his age
would not understand. We sat and talked long into the night. And I listened.

 

“Bitcoin?”
“Bitcoin,” he replied.
The surprises kept coming. Dad was on a roll. I had switched off from Dev’s earlier assault

on the subject. The idea you could make up Internet money was too stupid to waste time on.
That was then. Now I knew different. Private companies did it every day. 97% of all money

was made up by private banks. They simply magic’d it out of thin air when they dished out
loans.

“Don’t laugh,” he laughed.
I laughed.
“It’s going to change the world.”
I couldn’t see it but no-longer doubted the bizarre world of finance.  Dad did his best to

explain.
“Visa, Mastercard. Paypal. All computerised ledgers. The invention behind bitcoin can do all

of that and more. Without the banks in the middle.”
I remembered Dev’s words. “We can paint our own stones now….”.
“Cash on steroids. A breakthrough. Imagine you could wave a magic wand over a coin. A

puff of thought and it vanishes, reappearing on the other side of the world an instant later.”
“That’s what happens already,” I said.
“Maybe,” he replied. “But now we can do it without paying the middle-man. If I pass you

cash, no-one takes a cut. No-one gives me permission. It’s none of their business.”
It was slowly beginning to sink in. But there was more. I saw the excitement in Dad’s eyes. It

was infectious.
“Now,” he continued. “Imagine that same coin and that same magic wand. What if you could

place a spell on the coin?”
“Not for Muggles,” I offered.
“Abracadabra. Woosh. Your wallet will only work on a specific date, twenty one years from

now. Give it to your new-born daughter. The first contribution to her 21st birthday fund.”
I knew enough about computers to get the point. This was an example, not the invention.

“Programmable money?”
“Exactly. Imagine attaching code to every coin in your pocket. A different code for different

purpose.”
He smiled.
“And now imagine how you can use that to build YAYAM.”
“Shit.”
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It did not take Tom long to turn up at my parent's doorstep. Thankfully, I was out.
“He  was  so  upset,  Jen.”  My  mother  naturally  took  his  side,  her  sympathies  with  any

boyfriend (or ex) trying to make me see sense.
“I don't want to see him.”
“He left you this.” She held out an envelope. “You've been friends for so long. If it's over,

you owe him to...”
“I owe him nothing!”
The sudden outburst `came from nowhere. I was not angry at her but at the edge in her voice.

The hint of sympathy for him irritated me. I took the letter and offered a sultry “Thanks,” before
disappearing to my room. On the way, I dumped the envelope in the kitchen swing-bin. As far as
I was concerned the more miserable Tom was, the better I felt.

 

“Let's get this straight,” Dad said.
It was Saturday morning – one of those magical days that remind you of childhood Summers.

We'd driven to town where Dad had to run a quick errand. For me, it was a chance to clear my
head and I hoped the change of scene might help. It was years since Dad and I did such a thing
and somehow his presence coloured the town childhood-bright. We walked and talked. Peter
would join us later when Dad would leave us to eat. I did ask, but the gooseberry thing deterred
him. Sure, he wanted to see who was dating his daughter but – as he had said to me when I was
eighteen -  “Unless he's an axe-murderer, I'll offer advice - you can take it or find out the hard
way why I'm right.”

Joking aside, he trusted me and I loved him all the more for it.
“You need to face some hard facts, Jen.”
“The chicken and egg thing.”
“Eggsactly.”
I ignored the play-school pun in case I inadvertently encouraged him.
He continued.  “I guarantee that thousands of companies and individuals around the world

reckon they've got the next big thing in their heads but, why would anyone join a network with
no-one in it?” You have to get the first members in the door.”

“The visionaries,” I quipped. But Dad didn't take it that way.
“That's exactly it. You need to attract people who can see beyond the end of their noses.

They're out there.”
This was the conclusion I'd already come to but I was pleased to see Dad find his way there

too.
“OK,” He said. “Make your pitch to me. I'm worried about austerity, care about the future

and the disadvantaged. Take a shot.”
I'd been going over such a pitch in my mind and welcomed the invite.
Deep breath.
I rambled. Gushing about cars and people who care and charities and saving money and bulk

buying and lots more. I had too much going on in my head.
“Most people act on their emotions,” Dad said. “They need one compelling reason, not a

hundred good ones.”
He paused. “OK,” he said. “Forget the pitch. Just tell me what YAYAM is about.”
“It's about power.”
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“Good.”
“It's  about  taking power – ordinary people shaping things so that  businesses profit  from

doing what they demand. That will happen when we get together.”
Dad picked it up from there. “Work with human nature, not against it. Your pioneers have to

build something everyone else wants to join. Appeal to altruism but give them something that
will make their own lives better, too.”

He paused, a frown crossing his face. “You know,” he said. “It’s easier to sell an idea when
there’s a reward for being early.”

I was so caught up by the idea of a few smart people charging in to help me change the world
that I did not welcome Dad’s change in tone.

“The reward is helping future members. Once we’re…”
“There it is again - Once you get going.”
“What’s wrong with that?”
“You haven’t really solved the problem. Just swapped one hurdle for another.”
“But…”
I began to protest. I’d heard this before. Apathy rules.
Dad interrupted.
“I’m with you, Honey but good intentions are better when you reward the first to play. That’s

how the National Lottery got going so quickly back in the day. And why they now give millions
to charity every year.”

“YAYAM is not going to run a lottery.”
“That’s not what I…”
“It grubby. A tax on the poor.”
“I just mean that they reward the individual. You are promising something might happen in

the future when enough people join.”
We were both silent for a moment. Dad was right, of course. I was in danger of letting a

dream get in the way of the goal.
“Look at Network Marketing,” he said.
“A pyramid scheme?” I was aghast at the thought.
“No. Don’t be silly.”
And then it happened. In one instant I saw what he was getting at and in that same instant

jumped ahead of him.
“That’s it, Dad.” I reached forward and hugged him. “You’re a genius.”
“At last,” he laughed. “But what exactly are you talking about?”
“I need to reward the founders.”
My mind was racing.
“Pyramid schemes prey on people. They work for early adopters but break down for those

who follow. The opposite of a network effect.”
I could tell by Dad’s expression that he wasn’t there yet.
“In one case, the first people to join get the most and the last are shafted. In the other case -

for instance YAYAM - the first have little incentive but the last can save a fortune on their bills.”
The light went on in his eyes.
I  continued.  “We  use  a  tiny  part  of  those  savings  to  reward  the  people  who  build  the

network.”
Dad  joined  in,  both  of  us  now  aware  that  we  had  broken  the  log-jam,  our  excitement

building.
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“Give the builders a share of future savings. I like it.”
“The larger the network, the more we save and the more the builders make.”
We could have talked like this for hours but it was time to move. Peter would be waiting.
I had intended to say as much but shocked myself with a terrible Freudian Slip.
“We’ll be late for Tom,” I said.
“Tom?”
I reddened. “Peter,” I corrected.
“Peter will be waiting.”
 

We met Peter in Rose Street a little later than we'd intended so that Dad left us after a swift
half-pint. The pair seemed to get on and I was pretty sure that Dad liked him. No doubt I'd hear
more later. I never spoke to Peter about YAYAM and yet my head was buzzing with it. I was
pleased to have both distractions to keep my anger with Tom to a slow burn. I enjoyed being with
Peter but had no idea where it might lead. There were moments in India when I wondered but,
for now, I simply wanted to enjoy his company

I ordered Salmon and Peter, steak - medium rare. He did not try to impress me with fancy
foods or  outrageously expensive restaurants.  I  liked that.  Even our  global  sojourn had been
economy. No matter my first reaction to this one-percenter, he was fairly ordinary and beginning
to get under my skin. Even so, if I was being perfectly honest with myself, purging Tom from my
system was a work-in-progress. I annoyed myself by letting the past invade the present. I thought
I saw Tom’s black mane crossing the view outside from the window behind Peter. From that
angle, I could only see the top of his ears and head but my heart lurched and I craned my neck to
see more.

“Sorry,” I said when Peter turned to look at what distracted me. “Thought I saw someone I
knew.”

“What do you intend to do?”
We were talking about my studies.
“I've done most of the work. I'll sit the exam. I hate not finishing things.”
My thoughts turned to that last conversation with Tom. Well, conversation is a stretch. It was

rather one-way. After all those years, we'd hardly started and then it was over. I'd finished it for
good.

“I've got this idea,” I began. “Right now, I'm trying to figure it out but it's got me in its grip. I
want to do something important with my life, something to help others.”

Peter reached over and took my hand. “If I can help...”
And that's when I saw Dev enter the restaurant. Taller than most, I could not miss him. I

panicked and found myself frantically searching for Tom. Were they together? Dev was scanning
the scene but had not seen me. He started talking to a waiter and I saw him hold up a bunch of
fingers and I blurted out to Peter that I had to visit the ladies.

Five minutes later, after washing my hands three times and sitting on the loo wondering what
to do, I took a deep breath and re-entered the lion's den.

I stopped dead.
Mark was drunk, his voice booming loud above the chatter of diners.
“Hey. It's the Seven Million Dollar Man.”
Oh My God. No!
Peter's face matched the punch in the stomach I felt at Mark's outburst.
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“Hi, Guys. It's him.”
I rushed forward. We had to get out of there.
“What the...?”
I stepped forward and grabbed Mark's arm, marching him outside.
I was appalled to see Peter throw some money on the table. He was seconds behind us.
Out on the street, I tried to get Mark to shut up but then Peter was there followed quickly by

Dev and Kaitlin and Eileen.
And Tom.
Oh. God. No. Tom.
“Do you know this guy?” said Peter.
“He's drunk,” I said as though that explained everything.
Kaitlin's  arms  were  folded  and  she  wore  a  smirk  as  wide  as  Edinburgh.  Dev  looked

concerned. I couldn't be sure it was for my well-being but I imagined it was. He tried to get Mark
to leave. He slung a huge arm around his shoulders. “Come on Mate. Don't be an arse all your
life. Take a night off.”

But Mark was not the only problem. Kaitlin's voice cut through them all.
“Is that the millionaire, Jen?” She paused to take in Peter's bemused expression. “Does he

know about the bank slip?”
Aghast, Peter turned to me. “What's she saying, Jenny?”
I turned to go, assuming Peter would follow. All I wanted was to get away. Behind my back,

Mark was yelling. “Look. I've still got it. Pure fanny magnet.”
I turned to see Peter staring at the ATM receipt flapping from the fingers of Mark's raised

arm. Peter lunged forward and grabbed it, partially ripping the golden ticket from Mark's grasp.
“Hey!”
“Where did you...?” Peter stared at the slip and then at me. I moved forward to explain.
“It's not what you think,” I said.
And then Tom stepped in and smashed Peter in the mouth with his fist.
I'd never seen Tom lose his temper. I was learning a lot about him recently. Caught off guard,

Peter staggered back and then fell, but years on the deck of a trawler had left their mark. He was
quick on his feet and deceptively strong. He launched himself at Tom and I tried to pry them
apart. An elbow or a fist caught me on the cheek. I don't know who it belonged to but I was
suddenly flying backward and the world spun as my head smashed onto the road. And then there
was nothing.
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Nineteen

People were acting weird. I mean, everyone I knew and lots I didn't. At first the kerfuffle
seemed reasonable. After all, I had been involved in a major fight and almost died. Well, slight
exaggeration.  The  stramash  lasted  right  up  until  I  was  accidentally  thumped  so  I  think  my
intervention was successful after all. I banged my head on the road, passed out for about five
seconds  and  then  came  around  with  Tom and  Peter  looking  down  on  me  like  Dickensian
apparitions of a life gone wrong.

Embarrassed by my part in the awful scene, I refused the offers of help from all involved –
especially from Tom and Peter – and refused to go to hospital to get my bonce checked out (as
Mark eloquently slurred it). I shook myself down, stormed off and caught a taxi home.

That night, I hardly slept, the picture of Mark waving that damned slip playing and replaying
in my head as though to torture my screwed-up soul. I should have told Peter about the ATM
thing but it hardly seemed important once I got to know the man behind the numbers. What was I
supposed to say? I wanted to find out just how much of a sleaze-ball you were? Mmm. I wasn't
with you because you were rich! Well, I was, but...!

Over the next few days, Peter did not answer my calls. Okay, all two of them. I wanted to
explain but still had my pride. I wouldn't blame him for never wanting to see me again so I put a
barrier up against the world and excluded everyone except my parents. Oh, and Maisie.

I still had half my belongings in the flat and was paid up until the end of the month. It was
time for decisive action. I picked a time it would likely be empty and made a stab at guessing
Maisie's shopping needs.

She was her old sprightly self and welcomed me with a smile.
“I can't chat long,” she told me. “Off to a funeral this afternoon.”
She paid and thanked me for the groceries. “One day,” she said when we'd settled with tea in

hand, “You realise no-one you know is older than you. You've lost your top-cover.” She wore a
devilish smile. “That's when you know the conveyor belt is coming to an end.”

“Maisie!” I said, a little shocked. There she was, laughing at death and it was me who fretted
and not her.

“Oh, don't mind me, Jen. I've decided to give it a few more years.” She winked. “Got my eye
on a new man and don't intend to wait until he realises he wants me.”

“Maisie Hudson! You are a shameful hussy!”
We  sipped  tea  and  talked  for  a  few  minutes  and  then  I  left  to  let  her  prepare  for  the

crematorium gig. Apparently her future boyfriend was going too. I hoped it wasn't the husband of
the deceased but was too afraid to ask.

I guessed wrong about the flat. Eileen was in. I'd hardly taken two steps into the hall when
she appeared from her bedroom. It seems ridiculous but I thought I would feel awkward. Instead,
my recently discovered tender-side melted when she opened her arms and welcomed me with a
long and loving hug. It was the kind of hug you give someone you've missed and wanted to let
them know. True, the awkwardness was not there but on looking back, this was one of the first
little signs of weirdness I mentioned earlier. Eileen was not the hugging type.

“Have you seen Tom?” She asked me when we broke free.
“Uh... No.”
“Oh.”
Silence.
“I need to pick a few things up.”
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“You should speak to him. You've...”
Now it was awkward.
She followed me into my room, talking as I stuffed what I could into my wheelie-case.
“I've never seen him like this. What happened?”
Eileen was a good friend but I was not in the mood.
“Sorry, Eileen. I really appreciate your concern. I've got to rush.”
“Whatever you think, you're wrong.”
As I left, she placed her hand over mine on the door-handle. “Call him, Jen.” And then very

softly, her eyes trying to convey meaning as they stared deep into mine. “Call him.”
I would be a liar to say that I was not affected by Eileen's words. It's always good to know

when some rat-bag hurts after stabbing you in the back. But there was more to it than that, even
if I was reluctant to admit it to myself.

When I got home, it was Mum's turn. “Have you been on Facebook lately?”
My recent sabbatical from online networks was ironic. Everyone I know used them and I

wanted to build another. And yet, as the people I cared about shared their hopes and dreams and
disasters,  as  they posted  pictures  of  their  cats  and children  and parties  and holidays,  I  was
frightened – of what exactly?

“Tom called.”
“Mum, I told you.”
“I know, Hon. We all do stupid things sometimes.”
“I've no intention of doing that.”
I took myself to the library, determined not to be cornered by well-meaning advisers who had

no idea what they were talking about. I lost myself for most of the day and then walked to Peter's
flat in the hope of seeing him face-to-face. This was no time for a text-apology.

He was out.
I toyed with posting a note through his door but decided against it.
That night, Dad joined the assault, suggesting I call Tom to let him explain.
At last, just as I was beginning to think he had given up on me completely, Peter called.
We agreed to talk. “I'll pick you up in an hour.”
The message was short and to the point. I couldn't tell if he was angry with me, hurt or in the

middle of something. “We need to be honest with each other,” was as much of a clue as I was
going to get over the phone.

An hour later, the doorbell chimed.
Mum and Dad were out. I checked the hall mirror, straightened my ponytail, took a deep

breath and opened the door. It was not Peter.
A woman stood smiling at me, an enormous camera on the shoulder of a wiry action-man

beside her.
“Jenny?”
My mouth remained open. My first thought was that something terrible had happened to my

parents  but  the  woman's  demeanour  did  not  fit.  Despite  asking  me  to  confirm  my  name,
something in the way she acted made me think she recognised me and my acknowledgment was
simply a formality.  She was either reporting good or neutral news or she was a mentally ill
ambulance chaser.

To be honest, the camera froze me. It was only a few seconds but in my time-frozen state, I
stood looking like a moron for hours as the super high-quality, high-def lens picked out every
plook and blackhead on my face. I had a sudden flash of that quick glance in the mirror and
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imagined a hook-nosed witch staring back.
“I'm sorry... What?”
Just then, Peter reached between the pair and tugged on my arm. I barely got to close the

door as he shrugged his shoulders apologetically to the door-steppers. “Sorry. I need to speak to
her first.

We ran down the pathway to Peter's car, the driver's door open and engine running as though
he had jumped out and let it roll to a stop.

He bundled me in the passenger's side and ran to his own, all the while the female and her
sidekick camera pushing us for a response on the run.

“How do you feel, Jennifer?”
Peter did not wait to buckle up. He gunned the engine a little too hard so that I could hardly

make out what she said as the wheels spun and turned the air an acrid hue of rubber.
I could not make sense of it but I think it was:
“What's it like knowing that millions of women around the world are going to watch you

kick Tom Wills?”
I think I must have entered a parallel universe.
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Twenty

“Where are we going?”
Peter turned the car onto the bypass. “Trust me, Jen.”
The incident at my house had made an omelette of my thoughts. Peter obviously knew what

the kerfuffle was about but, “It's not my place to tell you,” is as much as I got from him.
“Is it the fight?” I asked, imagining me accidentally kicking Tom and flashing my knickers as

I flew through the air on a million Youtube hits. Humiliating as that might be, I just couldn't see
it going viral.

Peter ignored the question and turned off at the next junction, pulling into a quiet dead-ended
road that acted as a parking spot for walkers ascending the Pentland Hills.

He cut the engine and turned to me.
He looked sad, said nothing. The silence was killing.
“I'm sorry, Peter. I...”
“What for?”
I recalled his face on seeing the ATM slip.
“I wasn't interested in your money.”
“I know.”
“Not in that way, anyhow.”
“You wanted to hate a rich guy and I was the closest.”
“The only.”
My brain shifted into gear. “How did you know?”
“Tom told me.”
“Tom?”
He  couldn't  have  surprised  me  more  if  he'd  pulled  off  a  mask  to  reveal  Barak  Obama

underneath. He took my hand.
“I need you to know that I get it.”
A car pulled alongside, disgorging two adults, two pre-teens and four dogs bigger than the

kids.
“We could work, you know.”
I might have been relieved to hear his understanding words but I was still trying to fit him

talking to Tom into the equation.
“You're not as good an actor as you think,” he said. “Every time I thought you'd moved on,

there he was.”
I had never talked to Peter about Tom and was totally unaware he knew anything about him.

Either he was a mind reader or I really did not know myself. In my mind I'd handled the whole
thing with strength and aplomb.

I squeezed his hand. “It's in the past Peter.”
He leaned forward and kissed me lightly on the lips. “I really wish that was true.”
“It is t...”
“Wait before you say any more.”
He straightened himself up and dropped my hand. “Will you do me that favour?”
We'd known each other for such a short time but I realised he was practised in creating an

island around himself to ward off emotional disappointment. I wanted to reach out and hold him
but what he said was true. The mention of Tom had its effect even as I tried to convince myself
otherwise. It might have been some twisted form of hate but his name still invoked a strong
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reaction and I had to know where this was leading.

 

We drove to Peter's flat where I sat on the sofa as he poured me a glass of red. “What about
you?” I asked.

He jiggled the car keys. Driving,” he said.
There was something wrong. He was trying to hide it but it was in his eyes. It was as though

the little abandoned boy had lost his parents again.
“Sit. Please.”
He stood looking down at me. I took his hand but he squeezed and let go.
“What's wrong, Peter?”
“Soon,” he replied.
When he turned away, it seemed to be with purpose. I stood to follow, sensing that Peter was

in the midst of some struggle he did not want to share. He turned at the door and held his hand
up.

“Trust me, Jen. Sit down.”
I sat, now fearing terrible news. Was he ill?
He closed the door gently behind him and I fortified myself with an oversized gulp of wine. I

thought I heard the sound of the outside door opening. Was he leaving?
I froze and listened.
Whispers.
I moved to the hall and gasped. Peter turned and looked straight into my eyes. I thought I saw

a glint of light as though reflecting a tear but I could not be sure. The door closed and he was
gone, leaving in his place my former best friend, Tom.
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Twenty One

My instinct was to run but a burst of anger took over. I wanted to hurt him.
“I suppose I'm to fall at your feet now?”
He put his hands up. “I'm not here to fight.”
“As if...”
He butted in, his voice raised a fraction. “You've had your say, Jen. It's my turn.”
I laughed as he squeezed by me and moved to the lounge. I followed.
“Who the Hell do you think you are?”
He ignored me and seemed to scan the room before picking up a remote from the coffee

table. I was struck dumb as he studied it for a second and then pointed it at the giant wall-fitted
TV.

This made me madder.  “You are amazing. So, we watch a movie. Drink some wine and
cuddle up. Is that it? All is forgiven when I melt in your arms?”

He looked at me but stayed quiet as he pointed the device sideways at the screen. It flashed
on and Tom hit another button. “Sit down,” he said. “I need you to see something.”

I was about to argue and even pictured the pleasure I would have as I slapped him hard and
turned on my heels to walk out of his life forever but the image filling the wall stopped me in my
tracks.

 

Tom stood in Princes St. Gardens. There was a hint of uncharacteristic tension in the corner
of his eyes that disappeared when he started talking. His face filled the screen and my heart
melted as he spoke.

“In a few minutes, I am going to meet the most beautiful woman in the world. If she feels as I
do, we are going to kiss. We have been friends since school but I've loved her from the first day I
saw her in the dining hall.”

Behind him, the waterless fountain waited. I wondered who was holding the camera. This
was just before we met and kissed that first magical kiss. I gulped at the inevitable conclusion,
not quite sure what I thought about it. No matter what he said, I could not get the London images
out of my head.

Tom continued talking to me from the screen.
“Her name is Jenny. Her friends – and she has lots of them – call her Jen. Jen has a heart

bigger  than  the  castle  up  there.”  He  gestured  and  the  camera  followed.  I  reddened  at  the
comparison of my heart to the cold stone of Edinburgh's Castle. The lens found him again and
Tom continued. “While I am trying to figure out how to make a career for myself, Jen has set her
sights on making a difference. If you knew her like I do, you'd take that ambition seriously. She
plans to bring the world together to help each other.

He paused and smiled, shaking his head a little at the thought.
I  know.  It  sounds  crazy,  but  wait.  This  is  no  selfless  happy-ever-after  fantasy.  Jenny is

practical as well as beautiful. She has an insanely brilliant idea. She wants us – all of us -  He
points to either side of the screen and then to himself  “You And You And Me – to pool our
strength. Do that and we save ourselves money. Save money and others will join. Enough of us
do this and we get to change the rules. We help the poor cope with austerity, create a space free
from tracking and unwanted ads, fight corporate abuse, work with honest businesses and cut out
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the thieves. Enough of us and we change the world. She calls it YAYAM and you and me are
going to help her.”

He took a deep breath and I did too.
“Today, it starts with a kiss. A kiss I intend to pass around the world. My love for Jen and her

love for you passed from person to person across the globe.” He turned to look at the fountain.
“She doesn't know what I am about to do. I want to keep it that way for as long as we can.”

He glanced down as though composing himself and then he looked up at the camera and into
my eyes. “Jenny, I love you.”

The image faded, replaced by another. And there we were. And there was The Kiss. The
moment my life changed.

Once more – this time with happiness – I cried like a baby.
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Twenty Two

I  never  found out  who sent  me  the  photos  but  Kaitlin  was  top  of  my list.  In  the  days
following Tom's revelation, I tried to contact her but she ignored me and I took the hint. I spoke
to Peter  and he was all  manly and said the right  things  to  make me feel  better  about  what
happened between us. A part of me felt I'd used him even if it was not deliberate. If Peter felt
that, he kept it to himself. Shamefully, I had a strong urge to chide him for neglect. Using the
rules of money creation, his zero-interest eight million gave the bank almost a quarter of a billion
to gamble with in the casino. I could have strangled him. Thankfully, I kept quiet. He was getting
there on his own.

“You've taught me something,” he said as he was leaving. “I know I'm one of the lucky
ones.” He faced me and took both my hands. “No more self-pity.”

I shook my head and tried to argue. “No. You never...”
“It's true.” He kissed me on the cheek and hugged me. “I've got money. I need to learn how

to use it well.” He let me go and turned to leave. “Thank you,” he said. “For reminding me
what's important.”

And then he was gone.

 

Without my knowing it, the kiss we shared by the fountain had circled most of the planet.
Interest had gathered and Tom's message of love and co-operation helped spread word about
YAYAM. Tom had taken our fountain kiss and passed it to Megan Johnston beneath the London
Eye and she had shared it  with her boyfriend Vincent on the summit of Mount Snowden in
Wales.  Vincent  then  kissed  his  sister  Connie  (a  loving  brother-sister  lip-peck,  he  called  it).
Connie, swept along by the concept and slightly mad,  took the train to Heathrow Airport with
Vincent and Megan and wandered the coffee shops until she saw Phillipe sipping a Capachino
with a group of friends. Total strangers, she sat down beside them and started talking. Twenty
minutes later, they kissed under the departures board and Phillipe and his friends took it over to
Belgium. Each kiss was photographed at a recognisable location and Tom added the photo to the
site he'd built for the purpose. The whole journey was marked on Google Maps

Once, in Australia, it seemed to stall after a policeman called Brett Frampton kissed a girl he
met at a dance in Brisbane, never to be seen again. Tom had placed a limit of 48 hours between
kisses. When that passed without an update, he gave Brett one more shot at choosing the next
link in the chain. This time, he was more successful with Freda, his next door neighbour. There
was romance and filial love, friendship and frivolity but throughout the journey, the message of
cooperation was carried high and so was word of YAYAM.

Once I got over feeling foolish, I could not love Tom more for what he’d done. As it entered
Britain again, Tom planned to retake The Kiss outside Edinburgh and bring it back to me at the
point it had all started.

This is why my boyfriend met with a beautiful Latin woman called Majandra. With the kind
of looks that could cause a war, her impossibly black hair fell in glossy wavelets to the small of
her back. Easily mistaken for a film star, she was a volunteer trying to bring attention to the
plight of trafficked children with no voice of their own. When she heard of The Kiss, she chased
it to Manchester, stole it from a very happy teacher called, Simon and then jumped on a flight to
Edinburgh Airport to meet Tom. I kept my distance. The other me – the one who had grown to
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distrust Tom – would have been jealous. Now my head was in the same place as my heart. I
could not be happier.

They met at the airport arrivals' gate and embraced like long-parted friends. There was no
plan but, with camera-flashes popping and hundreds of people chanting “Kiss her. Kiss her,” they
laughed and kissed, their lips held for a moment and frozen forever as images burning on a
thousand screens that would soon become millions.

Two hours later, Majandra and I met, laughing as we almost kissed Latin-style on the cheeks.
Without our lips touching, it shouldn't have mattered but we did not want to take the risk.

 

Princes  St.  Gardens  was  busy.  Tom had  sparked  a  wave of  interest  beyond  our  wildest
dreams, the romance of the kiss matched only by the message of hope and collective power he'd
spread across the world. In doing so, he caught the imagination of millions who had a heart –
exactly the people I wanted to reach. I could think of no better start for YAYAM and yet, in the
centre of that huge crowd, under the gaze of Edinburgh Castle, the cameras and the audience
melted away and that first kiss – the kiss to overshadow all others – became a shadow to this.

We could have been alone. The crowd became silent – a thousand breaths held in check – we
faced each other, reached out and drew together and as the world watched and then roared in an
explosive cheer, we kissed again and nothing else mattered.
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Epilogue

I  was nervous, tugging at  the hem of my blouse for the tenth time, running through the
opening words and imagining myself losing the power to speak as I took the podium. Tom was
by my side.

“You're going to nail this,” he said.
I heard my name and had no time to argue. He could not feel the worms writhing in my

stomach.  I  forced  a  smile  and  Tom  somehow  transformed  it  into  something  magical.  His
confidence became my own. One moment I was a little girl terrified and at the flick of some
invisible switch, I was ready to take it on. Tom drew me close; the energy between us charging
my self-belief. He was right. I was going to nail this.

Dev and Tom had arranged it all, hiring the hall in St Augustine's and then packing it with
people. They'd sold it well and that meant I had a lot to live up to. Thankfully, the hesitant pitch
was gone. Yes, I was going to nail this.

The audience was aged young and old – a mix of students, members of charity organisations
and other NGOs. There were environmentalists, unionists and Occupiers and even four lovely
ladies from the Women's Rural Institute. Tom had wanted me to open with a joke but I decided
against it. This is what I said:

“In 2001, two Enron traders, Kevin McAllen and Bob Badeer joked about robbing Grandma
Millie after closing down generating plants to cause blackouts and push up prices.”

I nodded to Dev who fired up the mp3 file. The traders' voices echoed through time and
bounced from the walls of the church.

“Yeah. Grandma Millie, man. But she's the one who couldn't figure out how to fuckin' vote
on the butterfly ballot.  And now she wants her fuckin'  money back for all  the power you've
charged – jammed – right up her ass for 250 dollars a megawatt hour.”

The traders laugh.

I let the silence hang for a few seconds before telling another story.

“Two years ago in the US, Wells Fargo made a typing error, confusing two addresses so that
62 year-old Larry Delassus was wrongfully pursued for over $13K back taxes. To reclaim the
false debt, the bank doubled his monthly mortgage bill. In December 2012, he sat in court, his
home possessed even though the bank admitted fault. Until that error, despite being seriously ill,
Larry  had  been  poor  but  solvent.  As  he  waited  on  the  verdict,  the  outcome  was  virtually
inevitable. The judge had already signalled that the law would likely side with the bank. Sitting
there, his life a wreck, he dropped dead in court before the verdict was announced.”

Silence once more.

“In another case – this time on this side of the Atlantic - in 2008, as the Anglo-Irish Bank
teetered on the verge of bankruptcy,  two of the bank's executives talked on the phone. They
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laughed  and  joked,  slapping  each  other  on  the  back.  They  had  Europe  over  a  barrel.  By
pretending that 7 billion Euros would be enough to solve their problems, they would put tax-
payers on the hook without politicians realising it until it was too late and they would have to
give them more. The recorded call was eventually published in the summer of 2013 – almost five
years after it took place.”

Dev readied the 'tape' as I set the scene..

“John Bowe had just visited the regulators, begging for a bailout. Knowing full well they
were  being recorded,  they felt  secure  in  talking  as  they did,  as  though deception  involving
thousands of millions of Euros was no big deal. This from Bowe, on what he'd said to them:

"So it is bridged [the bank bailout] until we can pay you back ... which is never!"

“When asked by his colleague, Fitzgerald, how he came up with the figure of 7 billion Euros,
Bowe said:” “...I picked it out of my arse...”

“He added soon after,” “... that number is 7 but in reality we need more than that.... The
strategy here is you pull them in, you get them to write a big cheque and they have to keep - they
have to support their money....”

“Joking about getting taxpayers on the hook and the inference that Germans shoulder much
of the European burden, they laugh and sing the German national anthem. This from Fitzgerald:”

“...You're  abusing  that  guarantee.  Paying  too  much  in  Germany  I  heard  now  as  well.
Fucking ridiculous John. 'Deutschland, Deutscheland, Ubber Alles .. “

I had to be careful. I did not want this to be about the banks. It was about the culture of those
still gaming things as we breathe. It was about Millie and the billions of ordinary people effected
by a handful of corrupt or uncaring men and women.

“I could go on,” I said. “There are hundreds of examples. Billion-dollar scams go unpunished
with astonishing regularity. HSBC laundered almost a billion dollars on behalf of Mexican drug
gangs – gangs responsible for thousands of deaths..  Banks admit to stealing their  customers'
money – under the euphemism of miss-selling.  They manipulated LIBOR – the interest  rate
behind interest rates. Financial giants buy up oil tankers, fill and sit them offshore for months,
creating an artificial shortage in order to steal your money at the pump. Energy, food and other
essentials are hijacked by thieves under the guise of commerce – all to dip their hands in the
pockets of you and you and me”

Standing  there,  I  saw  my  research  rush  at  me.  At  first  I  had  been  baffled  and  then
overwhelmed.  Now, I  felt  an impulse to  gush it  all  out.  I  wanted to  talk about  the theft  of
pensions, people's life-savings, the threat of high frequency trading, the brazen efforts of the
culprits to put the blame on the poor for being lazy or stupid. I was astounded to see government
after government side with those who caused it  all,  publicly announcing that they could not
prosecute them in case it sent the wrong message to the markets and damaged the economy, that
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the only way to solve the problem was to tighten the purse and pass the savings up the chain – to
rob Grandma Millie to pay the traders. That is not the language they used but time after time that
is what was happening. And so it goes on. The real problems are still there and one day it is
going to bite us harder still. I was so angry at what was happening that I had to force myself to
stay in control. I had to remember that this was not about bankers or financial giants.

“It's easy to get lost behind the enormous numbers involved. People are being hurt  – the
world's money hoovered up as billions of individuals struggle to make ends meet.

“All this is  happening as real businesses innovate and serve us. The problem is not rich
people.  It's  not  business.  It's  a  few  rotten  apples  working  in  a  system  that  rewards  them
disproportionally for  their  pathological  behaviour,  promotes them and feeds them ever  more
power. The monster is silently growing.”

I took a deep breath.

“For the first time in history, we have the tools to fight back. For the first time in history, we
can reshape the power-balance without firing a shot.”

“We will do this by joining together.”

I  realised how ridiculous  that  sounded.  I  let  the tension go, laughing a  little  so that  the
audience laughed with and not at me. The smile was genuine as I recalled Tom doing the same in
the video before The Kiss.

“You can call me crazy after you've heard the rest.”

“A few years ago, the notion that over a billion people would join a network designed to
track our movements,  to trick us into clicking on links,  to reveal more about ourselves,  our
friends and family, than is good for us, would have sounded perverse. And yet, here we are.
We've been Facebooked.”

This is it, I thought to myself.

“How do we turn that juggernaut? No-one is going to join another network with no-one in
it.”

I changed the pace of the talk. Short sentences. Mission statements.

“No-one except you. People who care.”

“If you build it; you get to decide the rules: You own it.”

“Honesty or trickery. Co-operation or greed.”

“There  are  millions  of  people  like  you.  People  who worry about  others.  Principled.  Far
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sighted.”

“We all have normal lives too. We take holidays. Shop for food. Clothes. Share pictures of
family. Friends. Cats. We entertain. Buy luxuries when we can. Struggle with bills when we
can't.”

The occasional cough was absent, the audience silent as though frozen in their seats, holding
a collective breath. I hoped it was because they were beginning to see what I saw.

“Let's  be  bold.  If  a  million  people  care  enough to  use  their  collective  power  to  benefit
themselves, that power will spread to benefit anyone else who cares to follow.”

“For this to work, we need to be practical. We will raise money from the risk-takers among
us. Reward them from savings we all make later. We will use new technologies born from the
people’s currency of bitcoin to safeguard members. Things are changing and you can shape that
change.”

“We can build YAYAM – You and You and Me.

“If  you've ever fretted about  austerity or exploitation of those poorer  than you, if  recent
financial scandals have made you angry or you complain about being powerless, join us.”

“Early  adopters  will  generate  stories  of  co-operative  power  and  attract  others.  At  scale
YAYAM will nudge things to the good. If a bank steals from its customers, we can leave it in the
dust. We can support alternatives, reward good businesses and ignore the bad. YAYAM is for
people. Only they can join – Bill Gates, yes – Microsoft, no. We will invert the relationship
between business and consumers. By approaching a company from a position of strength we can
save it a fortune. That is a powerful hand to play.”

“Join us,” I said again.

I scanned the audience and focused on faces. Tom was grinning from ear to ear. Everyone
was there except for Kaitlin. And there was Maisie, too. I had no idea she was coming. She sat
between Tom and Eileen. In seeing that lovely woman, I felt I was speaking for her. She never
complained and never asked for pity. I could not help but think of Grandma Millie.

“If we wait for the next crisis to wish we had gathered, we deserve what we get.”

“Join us,” I said. “Show them the true meaning of the phrase – we are all in this together.”
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Understanding the nature of money is a giant step. Doing something about the imbalance is 
another. In writing this book, I hoped to help educate the people who matter but in doing so, I 
educated myself. The technology behind bitcoin will have an impact on us all even if it remains 
invisible to most. It offers us an unprecedented opportunity. Those who wish can now gather 
with others to change the world. The following White Paper is intended to start the conversation 
and seed The Gathering.

I hope you find it interesting.
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Abstract A network of individuals pooling their resources would help redress
financial imbalance and fight austerity. To build such a network, a visionary group,
with the aid of Bitcoin and Ethereum, can lead the way by example. Early adopters
are encouraged through automated incentives to show people how to save money and
help them do so safely. Through reputation, trustless instruments and permissionless
design, a dynamic network comprised of user-generated groups is capable of altering
the  business  equation  for  millions  of  people.  Akin  to  an  inverted  Kickstarter,
members  come  together  for  short-term  projects  or  in  semi-permanent  union  to
magnify their  economic  clout.  An individual  proposes  an  outcome and creates  a
contract using a simple interface. This contract is transparent, tamper-proof and its
execution automatic. Potential project members decide to join or not depending on
the proposer’s reputation, the proposal itself and the details of the contract. Outcomes
are  measured  against  predefined  deliverables  and  group  consensus,  the  contract
returning deposits or forwarding money as dictated by scripted rules. In this way,
ordinary people can action ideas to their collective advantage or to promote the aims
of organizations aligned to their values.
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1. Introduction

Large businesses built on the sharing economy are often single-product, top-down affairs.
AirBnB, Uber and a thousand startups are bringing people together in numbers to help them help
themselves. This idea can be extended to a network of individuals, each looking for ways to save
money or to promote a cause through collective action. Such a system would empower the doers
among us to make things happen. Suitably protected, ordinary people could then take advantage
of a dynamic self-organising machine designed to magnify their economic power.

Critical  to  success,  our  network  must  minimise  risk  and help  members  make informed
choices.  Current  tools  such  as  reputation  form  part  of  the  answer  but  recent  advances  in
computer science offer us something new - programmable money. For the first time, transparent,
immutable contracts capable of self-execution can be created and agreed with complete strangers
on the other side of the planet.

Kickstarter,  LendingClub,  Lyft  and other  billion dollar  firms empower  ordinary people.
They have shown the way; changing the mindsets and habits of millions. At critical mass, each
idea seems retrospectively obvious, its current success predetermined. This illusion belies the
difficulty of starting a large movement from scratch.  Attracting early members motivated to
create the conditions for success is a tough challenge. The proposal here - The YAYAM Network
- is designed with this challenge in mind. By programming contracts and assigning them to
pioneers, we can build incentives to encourage constructive action. Founding members make a
network. We believe they should share its later success. By coming together to figure out how to
save money, they demonstrate value and attract new members. Programmable money allows us
to build an automated reward system that   cannot  be reneged on at  a later  stage.  This  is  a
powerful tool to help adoption.

2. A Pragmatic Approach

The best of intentions come to nothing when we ignore human nature. We have always been
able to pool our money to collaborate and yet - in general - we are herded instead. To build a
network large enough to matter, we have to convince a sizable group of pioneers that it is worth
doing. If we could wave a magic wand and get a million of our poorest together, they could
strike a deal on energy, turning the high cost of isolation to a massive discount they sorely need.
Once together, this power can be used again and again, helping spread a small budget further. A
fine idea, but history tells another story. If it was easy, it would have been done by now.

And yet, we all want to save money - you and me and most everyone else. The extent to
which we will change our behaviour in order to achieve this varies dramatically. Few would join
a network with no-one in it, hoping for some future ideal. To reach a critical mass then, we need
to find a way to encourage early adopters. If those pioneers took action, they would generate
stories and the incentive for others to join would be compelling.

3. Programmable Money
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Bitcoin, the people’s digital money, will spark a revolution in finance. As a trade token, it
allows  us  to  transfer  value  without  the  high  fees  levied  by banks  and card  companies.  By
attaching  a  small  script  to  each  transaction,  we  also  have  the  ability  to  alter  its  behaviour
according to a set of user-defined rules. This ability has been refined in a new system called
Ethereum. In reality,  Bitcoin and Ethereum are giant distributed ledgers where bitcoin entries
are predominantly value-centred and Ethereum’s a blank space waiting to be written. This is a
crude simplification but a useful description here. Further, where Bitcoin’s scripting rules are
deliberately restrictive, Ethereum is Turing complete.

 We propose to use Bitcoin as a unit of value and Ethereum as an enforcer to generate a
flexible  web of  trust.  Two different  types  of contracts  will  form the heart  of  the network -
Reward  Contracts  and  Project  Contracts.  In  both  cases,  the  code  is  public  and  immutable.
Rewards promised cannot be altered without consensus while project wallets are safe from light-
fingers.  Reward contracts  are  created in  a  tree  structure reflecting membership growth.  The
resulting map is permanent with each contract assigned to a unique member. Project contracts,
however, are generated by members themselves on an ad hoc basis. Designed to secure and
enforce agreements between a proposer and the rest of the group, project scripts will be different
for every group and every project. Such flexibile rigidity offers us something new and powerful.
For the first time, taken together with existing tools such as reputation, we can form financial
alliances - big and small - with strangers on the other side of the planet as easily as chipping in
with our  neighbours for a street party.

4. Incentives

In a mature system, with millions using the network to save money, the incentives will be
obvious and immediate. Early adopters, however, will join an empty house. To be successful,
therefore, founder members must work harder than their successors to grow the network. To
encourage this  dynamic and keep membership free,  a reward system will  be funded from a
fraction of the savings people make, while costs are kept to a minimum by automating where
possible.

5. An Example

Member, Joanne invites two friends who each do the same. Theoretically her network grows
in a perfect exponential until, 20 steps later, she has indirectly brought in a million members.
Member contracts are written so that each script holds the public address of the  ‘script’ that
invited it. When a reward is paid, it is paid backward and up the tree, each address receiving
1/20th of the payment until it is exhausted.

In the real world, Joanne may have invited no-one; happy to save money and to pay the
small fee on the way. She may have indirectly brought 20 others or 100,000 into the network. In
this case, each time someone saves money by using the contract system, a small part is passed
back to her as a reward. In this way, we all benefit from a free-to-join and growing membership
where charges are transparent, contracts provable and rewards programmed to reach those who
made the whole thing possible.
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6. Member Driven Projects

The best ideas often come from those who benefit from them. Central to YAYAM, members
generate their own projects.  A project’s proposer decides who can join a group, setting work-
space as private or public to suit its purpose. Members can view each other’s reputation and
negotiate changes to a proposed contract before final agreement.
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7. Example Project

Once more, this is best seen by example.

@mike is in the market to buy a car for approx $15K. He searches for a project to help and
finds none.  He creates a proposal  and invites other members  to seek a joint discount.  Fleet
buyers often attract between 20% and 30% off retail. He tells others that if he can get 100 people
together, he will negotiate with a dealer/manufacturer for a minimum of 20%. He specifies a
range of cars and prices along with a timescale for project milestones (eg, 1 month to come up
with a deal).

He gets his 100 members. No-one is stupid enough to give him thousands of dollars on a
promise but he needs to know the others are serious. They agree to lodge a deposit of $200 to the
project’s  contract  address.  The  contract  is  programmed  using  a  simple  interface,  defining
milestones, deposit amount, minimum discount and other parameters such as type of car and
minimum specs. Once everyone agrees, they each send $200.

Three weeks later @mike informs the group that he has negotiated 20% off a car which
meets the specs in the contract. He issues a token to each member, informing them to present it
to a specific dealer to claim their discount. Each saves $3,000 at a cost and risk of $200. The risk
is minimal as the deposit is returned should @mike not meet the terms of the contract.

There is now $20,000 in the pot. The bulk will be dealt with according to the rules of the
contract. Members might have agreed to pay @mike a fee for making it happen in which case he
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has made a healthy profit. Alternatively, they might want it back or paid to a charity. This is all
agreed earlier. However, the network deducts 2% as a service charge.

Each member has generated a $2.00 reward pot which is passed up the membership tree (to
a depth of 20) of the 100 car buyers. Thus 100 x 20 = 2,000 members will receive $0.10 each.

Individually,  each  reward  is  small  but  early  adopters,  influential  networkers  and
organisations such as charities are more likely to have a large tree of happy members using the
service because of them. If an average member paid no more than $20 in reward fees per year,
someone with a modest reward tree of 1,000 would receive some welcome pocket money. It is
easy to get carried away when counting geometric chickens so we will simply point out that we
have now created a  situation where early adopters have a good chance of being generously
rewarded for their foresight and will be highly motivated to make the whole thing work from day
one. The aim is not simply to recruit new members but to help them use the network to best
effect. That is extremely powerful.

8. Charity

Designed  to  empower  individuals  by  forming  ad-hoc  groups,  we  believe  that  such  a
network will be a boon for existing orgs, too. Charities, non-profits, unions and other social
entities with values and ethics aligned to the public good can form benevolent trees to raise
funds and awareness. Since these are ordinary people with the same needs as others, we all
benefit from the resulting network effect.

Organisations  for the public good are the only non-persons able  to join the network as
entities to be included in the reward tree.  They will be treated like any member with a few
important exceptions. Once accepted, at registration, they can chose an identifier which will be
attached to their member contract. They will have special recruitment privileges, allowing them
to skirt  any limit  placed on member-invites.  In this  case,  if  Oxfam or Occupy, for instance,
joined the network, they could have millions of members providing a constant revenue stream to
their wallet through no more than taking advantage of collective discounts. Additionally, such an
organisation will be visible to the whole network. Any member - even if they are not part of the
specific reward tree, can opt to pay a contribution to their cause. That sum will be ring-fenced
and paid straight to the appropriate wallet independent of the standard fee-based reward journey.

It  is  important  to  recognise  that  each  organisation  is  otherwise  treated  like  a  normal
member. Thus, if a current member invites an official body and its special status is ratified, that
member will directly benefit from being part of the reward tree formed by that group. This is a
deliberate structure intended to encourage others to think carefully about how they might use
their  invites.  Our aim is  to  grow the network in a  way that  benefits  society as well  as  the
individual.
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Conclusion

Working together,  people have great power.  We present a practical plan to make that
happen at  scale.  By using  programmable  money,  we empower  the  doers  among us  to  form
groups and action their ideas on our behalf. By providing the tools, we promote confidence,
allowing members to protect themselves and to make informed choices with minimum risk. We
introduce a reward structure designed to encourage early adopters and socially responsible non-
profits to grow the network and help make it work. Such a network, at critical mass, can be used
for more than saving money. With permissionless innovation in its DNA, we equip ourselves to
use money for the greater good. It all starts by saving pennies.
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If you wish to explore the ideas expressed here, please join me at yayam.net to start the 
conversation. I'd love to see you there.
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