  Stephenson ‑ 

  The Bay


David G. Stephenson                    Approx. 4750 Words

Copyright 1993

ah728@freenet.carleton.ca

IT'S DISCOVERY DAY AT THE BAY 

by 

David G. Stephenson 

     Good morning, ladies, gentlemen and fellow stockholders in our dynamic company of merchant adventurers. Naturally, I bid all those here today a very warm welcome. Especially in this age of teleconferencing by holograph, because we are continuing our fine tradition of meeting once a year in person:‑ to review the re​sults from the current financial year, to examine our plans for the upcoming year; and most stimulating of all, to discuss the policies that will guide the progress of our company in the years and decades to come. 

 
As your governor, it now falls upon me to provide the overture to the weightier themes that are to follow: to place our company into historical context, to introduce some of the many activities that will be detailed by our divisional leaders, and I hope, to excite your thoughts for our policy forum. Also, I am pleased to note that, at this early hour on our first day, I am creating the vital resiliency in our time table for my senior executive colleagues who have unfortunately, and, no doubt una​voidably, been detained over breakfast, and for their juniors.... WHO ARE SIMPLY LATE! 

     We all know that it is easy to overlook the history of most companies of space entrepreneurs, after all they have so little of it! However, I face the opposite problem. We have inherited a tradition of over a thousand years of heroic merchant adventur​ing....Where should I begin? Should I start with the Norse Trad​ers, who sailed the finest transportation technology of their age, the Knorrir, and braved the mighty North Atlantic to reach Vinland the Good, our New‑Found‑Land? An heroic tale lost in the mists of the Sagas. Or, perhaps I could start with the brave little Nonsuch herself beating down into the ice covered waters of Hudson Bay to found a trading empire unequaled in human histo​ry? Then again, maybe I should begin in the winter of 1885‑1886, and the completion of a work worthy of titans with the forging of the Canadian Pacific Railway through the Rocky Mountains to the Port of Vancouver? That majestic harbor city less than a century after Captain Vancouver sailed H.M.S. Discovery into Georgia Strait. 

     Unfortunately my time is short, so I have chosen to being with the year 1986. As you all no doubt know the first three months of that year are now permanently etched into history as a fine line dividing mankind's childhood in space from our age of mature space exploitation. The superpowers of that time: the Soviet Union and the U.S.A. dominated Man's first quarter century in space, and since no one had been there before, the thrust of their activities can be summed up by two simple questions: "How can we get there?" and "What are we going to find when we do?" In the U.S., in particular, much of the time one question would be asked without any particular reference to the currently known answers to the other. But in the 1960's so little was known about space that asking a purely academic question automatically de​manded a new technology, and in turn a new technology was certain to open up new and unexpected opportunities for space science. Between the end of January and the middle of March 1986 the situation was to change for ever! Although everyone here must be familiar with those epoch dividing three months it is, I think, appropriate that I should, once again, run through the events of that time in detail. 


If I could take you back to January 1986, your attention would immediately be drawn to the results of the passage of Voyager 2, the last of the first great wave of robot missions of planetary discovery, through the system of Uranus. By the time that craft had completed its extended mission and passed by Neptune in 1989, all the major bodies of the Solar System had been observed from close range at least once, and so the short era of the high profile planetary missions came to an end. From now on planetary science had the task of filling in the already drawn outlines with programs of quiet, determined, but essential exploration and surveying using, in the main, available technolo​gies. But, as we know, the brilliance of the pictures returned by Voyager was immediately snuffed out by the image of the destruc​tion of the space shuttle "Challenger" before the horrified television eyes of the world. Poor shuttle! It now rests in history alongside the "Great Eastern" steamship as an cautionary example of the overconfident application of too much technology, trying to do too much, too soon. Like the "Great Eastern", which had sails, paddles and a screw, the shuttle was a hybrid craft. It took off vertically like an old rocket, had an expendable tank and oversized fireworks as boosters, but once in orbit, maneu​vered and landed like a modern transatmospheric craft. The Ameri​can and later Soviet shuttles were a grand, even an operatic, gesture to the future, but like the "Great Eastern" were opera​tional nightmares and economic disasters, and today are they are seen as a costly and dead end along the path of space exploita​tion. 

     The vapor trail of Challenger's last fatal flight stands like an ugly inverted exclamation mark at the end of Man's child​hood story book dreams of spaceflight. Pushing technology simply for the glory of doing so was no longer enough, for technology is merely the study of tools, and like all fine tools, space tech​nology, the highest technology, deserves no less than the touch of the Master. As if to emphasize this new reality, a month later the Soviet Union launched its Mir space station, the foundation module of the first true orbital factory. Appropriately Mir carried the name of the great Siberian mine that had broken the century long DeBeer's monopoly in the diamond trade, and even though its systems were primitive, even by late 20th century standards, its descendants now manufacture the (Potassium) Di‑hydrogen (Phosphate) multiplier megacrystals that have allowed the world to make the giant leap from the hideous uranium‑graph​ite fission reactor fire at Chernobyl in 1986 to our age of reliable, abundant impulse fusion power. A clear sign in the heavens of the shape of things to come. 

     The final act of those dramatic months was the last perihe​lion pass of Halley's comet. With this heavenly visitor soon to appear again in our skies, none of us have been able to escape seeing the amazing pictures sent back by the 5 primitive space​craft that set out to meet it over 70 years ago. Two members of that truly multi‑national spacefleet were from Japan, two from the Soviet Union, and the close pass Giotto spacecraft from Europe. No longer was advanced space technology the private preserve of the superpowers. Since Halley's comet is one of the most difficult objects in the inner Solar System to approach, those missions clearly demonstrated that from then on the tech​nology was available off the shelf to go and look, at least briefly, at what ever one wished. Though, no doubt, the academic scientists of the 20th century would have protested at the very idea, it was of even greater significance that those missions were the first to be sent specifically to survey one of the small bodies of the solar system which now provide the resources that make our space economy possible. Almost overnight the questions had changed, from the naive, "Can we do it?," and, "What is out there?" to the sophisticated, "Where shall we go next; and Why"? Which in turn led to: "Who is going to pay for it??" and most important of all: What's the payoff?"


     We like to look back and believe that the period was a time of noble trials leading to a sudden new maturity in space. But like most times of adolescence, in reality it was for the most part a period of confusion, doubt and lack of clear purpose. For example, in 1986 the U.S. was proposing to orbit a large space station of its own, but when asked about that country's plans a presidential space commissioner of the time, was reported to have replied: "We don't plan.......we are thinking that we must always keep 22,000 technical specialists busy building something or other." That attitude may have been sufficient in the 1960's, but certainly inadequate after 1986. As for this country, it was no better. The Canadian government had just agreed to make a robot that would help assemble the space station and later load and repair free flying space craft. In other words the construction of the first custom built space dock; surely a task worthy of a nation of merchant adventurers, celebrating the centenary of Vancouver, the finest port on Mediterranean sea of 21st century. But!... Thanks to the publicity coming from the effete East, what image was conjured up in the minds of the Canadian public when they thought of their space programme?...You won't believe this, but I assure you I have checked the archives! ‑ An orbital ga​rage! 

     Pathetic isn't it. Of course the Space Station was finally abandoned in a welter of gross cost overruns and redesigns a decade or so later and by that time those responsible for this travesty of Canadian history were safely back in the rooms of industrial sterility, where they obviously belonged, and where they did an admirable job methodically putting together the nuts and bolts of space activity. Meanwhile, out West the future of this country was being forged by the hands of those, like our company founders, who had the courage and vision to read and learn from the lessons of history. Space exploitation is not just a matter of orbiting microchips for a quick buck, or transmitting the transient images of politicians at election time, but is a endeavor that must enrich the society that undertakes it as a whole. Today we have seen how the arts have been enriched by the sight of the majestic wonders of the universe, and how the sciences have expanded with the knowledge of the subtle interac​tions of the stars and the planets both here and across inter​stellar space. Certainly our technology has progressed from meeting the supreme challenges of space, and the lives of our fellow citizens have been enriched with the products and services that only space can provide. But most important of all, for those who dared to risk their skills, fortunes and even lives to ex​ploit this ever new frontier there has been considerable finan​cial enrichment. And I say this without the slightest hint of apology, as some would wish, but with pride, for without that incentive and return, all the rest would neither be possible nor justifiable. 

     Of course the Americans had long broadcast their prowess as pioneers of the frontier, but at the time of which I am speaking they had a mere two hundred years of history to call their own, and much of that had been spent directing large, creaky, wagon trains filled with amateur gold‑diggers going to pillage the land of Mickey Mouse. Canadians on the other hand could boast of over three hundred years of sending small, properly equipped, highly experienced, elite teams of professional voyageurs out into the wilderness, to explore, to survey,...... and to make a profit! 


Everywhere the lesson of history is the same; in Siberia, the Dark Continent, New France, New Guinea, Amazonia, and British North America. After a generation or so of heroic, but often scatter brained discovery and wild get‑rich‑quick schemes, there followed a quieter, but entirely more admirable period of consol​idation as the roots of the later economies grew and became firmly established. Everywhere the same kind of people penetrated the wilderness in search of the same kind of merchandise, that was destined to grace the same markets: jewels, bird plumes, spices, precious woods, and of course furs. These were sold to the minor aristocracy, and the rising mercantile classes who needed them to establish and demonstrate their status in their respective societies. I do not have to remind this audience that status is a human need as essential as sex, shelter and food. 

     For example: Take our old friend, the beaver hat. Beavers have very fine pelts, but those pelts became oddly shaped hats that could not have been very suitable for warming the head. But, in the bustling streets and coffee houses of the mercantile cities of a Britain that was redrawing the maps of the world those hats announced that here was someone who was successful and familiar with the finest technology of the age. Only the best found ships could brave the icy waters of the Arctic, those who navigated them could be trusted to deliver anything from anywhere for an appropriate price. Precisely the same image that must be projected by an interfacing agent telecontacting a possible client today. 

     The 1980's were marked by the rise of an obnoxious genera​tion of shallow, decedent, self‑centered, intensely ambitious, and utterly unprincipled, middle ranking business manipulators. They were a noisy, ostentatious, breed, appropriately known at the time as "yappies". What a "yappie" wanted above all was status, and to flaunt that status. But the end of the twentieth century was a dangerous age, and a public display of success could lead to unfortunate consequences. What better to symbolize success in the "high‑tech" age, as it was then called, than a watch carved out of the stuff of the Moon itself. Like the beaver hat three centuries before, space derived executive fashion accessories pronounced to those who were meant to know that the wearer was successful, was familiar with the latest in fashion and technology, and could deliver. "Yappies" would pay highly for such a status symbol. 

     Never before has the destiny of a nation been so clearly etched in its geography. At the center of this country lies Hudson Bay, that like a mighty cold heart circulated the rich fur trade out through the rivers that were the arteries and veins of the western hinterland. On its eastern shore one can trace a sector of a circle, which is all that remains of the vast, and ancient impact crater that created that great southern bay of the northern ocean, which the explorer Mackenzie once called the Hyperborean or Frozen sea. 

     There is another such bay, it too was created by a mighty strike of Vulcan's Hammer in the dim, distant past. It too lies south of a cold northern sea, the Mare Frigoris, that is far beyond the realms of the trees. High on the Northwest quadrant of the Moon it can be seen challenging all who dare the last fron​tier: The Sinus Iridium or Bay of Rainbows. 

     Everyone in this room, I am sure, is familiar with our current promotional holostill that shows the company's fleet, The Prince Rupert, the Nonsuch and the Discovery, lifting off the Moon, after a quite satisfactory season on the Bay a couple of years ago. Of course, the original Discovery was Henry Hudson's ship and the Discovery which you can still see today, honorably preserved in Dundee, Scotland, Europe took Capt. Robert Falcon Scott to the Antarctic in 1901 and would have done so again in 1910, except that it was carrying out its right and proper com​mercial duty of supplying the Hudson Bay Company outposts in the Canadian Arctic. Scott's last expedition is, like the shuttle Challenger, a warning that Nature is not mocked by unproven technology or inadequate leadership, and the wilderness will kill the amateur. So it comes as no surprise to hear that our un​equaled experience in space exploitation is in great demand by organizations wishing to avail themselves of the opportunities opening up on the high frontier. I understand Ms. Nguyen of our global consulting service is scheduled to detail their current portfolio of activities after lunch. 

     Of course, the main thrust of our activities is still to serve our traditional sectors in the large, soft, indeed, deli​ciously squishy, market south of the 49th parallel. Our chief European factor M. Dupont will describe our wholesale contracts with the leading fashion houses of Europe, which have led to our space material last year holding 64.3% of the U.S. market for space based executive fashion items. And of course the Cardin "Princess" line of office and personal accessories that has set the industry standard for excellence for many years is supplied exclusively by us. We encourage our field personnel to spend part of their compulsory terrestrial leave traveling the world at the company's expense describing the wonders of space, and our activ​ities in particular, in colleges, schools and similar educational institutions. In consequence, last year we controlled 47.2% of the North American market for space derived educational holovids, computer software, prepared materials and related items at the high school and junior college level; no less than 71.6% of university and post graduate level, and it was against this company that congress recently passed the Hogg‑Wilde amendment to the continental free trade treaties to prevent us taking a com​plete strangle hold on the supply of selected, sterile, strategic research grade space material. 


If our long relationship with the U.S. has been one of cordial but determined trade between close neighbors, our contact with the senior nation in space is necessarily more pragmatic. Mr. Kowalchuk of our Moscow bureau will be elaborating on our recent lease for mining rights on Asteroid 1998‑dc‑6c. The Rus​sians have, under the United Nations space treaty of 2009, first pass rights on almost everything of interest. But as they are fully involved with their Martian colonies at the moment, we were very fortunate to obtain long term access to this interesting property. It has a rich core with a mineral structure similar to the nonferrous ores of the Sudbury meteoritic basin in Ontario, while its carbonaceous crust will supply the activity support isotopes of hydrogen, carbon and nitrogen. It also assays very well in terms of uralitic, impact crystallized carbon. 


Ladies and Gentlemen, I assure you that we are making strenuous efforts to identify the servant of the company who started calling this our "Nickel and Dimemond" operation. The position of assistant under factor at our concession at the Arctic Petrified Forest National Park on Elsemere Island is still open. 

     We should not forget that this new lease has been negotiated despite the current contre‑temps over the installations on, no pun intended, Wrangel Island. But then, the Hudson Bay Company successfully operated a fort in Russian Alaska during the Crimean war between the British and Russian empires. 

     These days the mention of Alaska brings to mind Japan. Like most major North American and European corporations we operate a joint subsidiary to service the challenging but lucrative north orient market with one of the Japanese transnational trading conglomerates. And they in turn provide the major part of our Earth to Orbit transfer requirements. Mr. Watanabe will be re​porting on that company's operations, and you will be glad to know that he conveyed to our Japanese partners our congratula​tions on the recent successful equalization of the accumulated U.S. trade deficit, the acquisition of the prefectures of Alaska, and our thanks for the subsequent very neighborly repudiation of the unequal colonial boundary settlement of 1903. 


In our own company's name we will be soon be supplying metallic and abrasive materials, from the asteroid I mentioned earlier, to the Mitsui orbital construction plant, and in return our space fleet will, as it has since the first Discovery landed at Rainbow Factory, continue to rely on top quality Japanese products. As operational consultants to the leading deep‑space​craft manufacturers it is a mark of our standing that the company will next year be the first to receive the latest model gas phase fission reactor powered freighters. 

     This development will bring to a head something that has enlivened our policy discussions over the past few years. Should the company rest on its laurels won in the executive fashion trade or continue to seek new horizons? We have always prided ourselves on our ability to turn challenge into opportunity. At the turn of the century, our first operations used military surplus space tugs that were unreliable and expensive to operate. But then the old Nonsuch herself was a military surplus vessel, and yet laid the foundations of the Canada of today. Soon commer​cial vehicles were developed, and they delivered more lunar material at lower cost, so our lunar rock watches became afford​able not only by leading executives and media stars, but also by the lusty market of middle ranking, ambitious, and status con​scious managers. As time passed we expanded into office and home accessories of all kinds, such as pen holders, vases, and commem​orative plaques. Today we supply a very wide range of markets indeed. The Rev. McGreggor will be telling you about our most consistent financial performer, the morticians' supplies divi​sion, with its ever popular line of "Heavenly Rest" tombstones, gravemarkers, funerary urns, and lunar rock fashion items for the status conscious bereaved. We supply foundation stones and wall finishings to research centers and museums all round the world, including the entire roofing veneer on the India science center in Murbai. Many of these prestigious buildings are decorated with masterpieces of space art that were created thanks to our "Celes​ta" agency, which under Ms. Mohammed handles commissions for the finest talents active in the world, and elsewhere. Celesta also handled the site selection and technical services for the spec​tacular location shots for the recent holovid block busters: Superman 24, Ghostbusters 37, Star Trek 56, and 007 193. 

     Our most heroic endeavor to date was to extract an unblem​ished black monolithic block of lunar basalt measuring no less than one meter, by four meters by nine, and massing a shade under 100 tonnes. This was secretly shipped to Earth to be robo‑laser carved into a modernized replica of the young Michelangelo's masterpiece, and now stands in the memorial gardens in front of the Suntory whiskey distillery in Nagasaki: "The New David"! 

      Despite the recent success of "Moonlight Sonata" cubes for the executive cocktail cabinet, carved exclusively from our Lunar Polar Ice mine, obviously we are reaching the limits of the potential of lunar material as a status item. We tried to obtain a license for Martian items, but the political difficulties could not be overcome. Which brings us to the Halley's comet affair. 

     With the immanent return of our old friend to Earth's skies, it was obvious that there was certain to be great interest in cometary artifacts. Now amongst friends, I can admit that we never had any real intention of slicing off a bit of Halley's comet for the executive fashion trade. It's too big, too active and much too expensive to dock with. But a few well placed rumors started by our Mr. Ravenbird of the Special Products Division, and some discrete preparations that were not quite discreet enough, resulted in more world wide publicity in six months than we could have purchased in 10 years. And as a consequence I had the most satisfying duty of my term as your governor when I submitted to the U.N. standing committee on the space treaty the company's proposal that Halley's Comet should for all time be preserved as reserve for the scientific and aesthetic enrichment of the human race. By then it did not matter anyway, as our robot grabs were well on the way to Comets Encke, Gacobinid‑Zinner, and Tuttle. This cometary material will become available to coincide with the first visible sightings of Halley's comet and will presented under our premium "Dawn of Time" label. Special ar​rangements had to be made to market these ices, and Dr. Mukher​jee, the den mother of our skunk works, will demonstrate for you a microminiture, semiconductor cooled, transparent cryogenic chamber for the preservation and display of this unique material from the origin of the solar system. These refrigerators can be fitted into rings, pendants or other fashion items and will of course come with our usual life time's guarantee and after sales service. 


This potentially rewarding program does not, of course, mean that we are forgetting our familiar territory, the Moon. We act as consultants for the KINKI‑HILTON space tours corporation, and currently our teams are surveying alpha market adventure tour routes across the lunar landscape. Moreover, the price of unse​lected lunar material is now becoming low enough to open a com​pletely new range of markets. Mr. Lee our Singapore factor will detail recent contracts to supply bulk loose anorthosite lots to Golden Dragon Novelties, who, I understand will embed it in a special line of key rings, coasters, pocket comunicalculators, and toilet roll holders to be offered at air and space port lounges, planetaria, and similar venues. World Spectaculars of Hong Kong are currently taking delivery of semi‑selected glass beads for souvenirs to be sold on the World S.F.‑Convention and Holovid fan circuits. And showing the initiative that our company is famous for, Mr. Santos of our Latin American office has ar​ranged to dispose of the foam slag from the orbital factory I mentioned earlier. Although somewhat altered in transit, this is still genuine outer space material and so is entitled to carry our company's famous logo. It will be entered into the sea near Mazatlan Mexico, where it will be hand carved into little green men, small UFO's, garden gnomes and a special item for the Cana​dian market... pink flamingos. 


Despite our many activities ours is still a small compa​ny, indeed a band of brothers. So we can not afford managers, even though greedy, ignorant, careerist clerks are mass produced at ten a penny. Rather we offer a challenge to those rarer, finer individuals who truly have leadership potential. For in our far flung operations we have no place for the petty minded supervi​sion of the fast food outlet. All our company's servants know the austere self discipline of the dedicated professional. And since after a due period of probation and initiation we offer a life that, if not as well paid as some, is none the less infinitely rewarding, our security costs in a security conscious business, are minimal, and the company is guaranteed 100% space tight. Our aggressive financial posture will be described by Mr. Goldstein, our Accountant‑General. It seeks long term capital enhancement, rather than fast‑buck, junk bond, instant gratification, dividend returns. It is no doubt that our reputation and our exclusive use of Canadians in our operations, have earned us the name the 'Wolf Pack' amongst the well managed flocks that are and ...heh, heh, heh, WERE our competitors. 

     Our company's most important investment is finding and training the young Canadians who are worthy of our employment and we have long been major sponsors of the "Space Voyageurs". It is our intention to instill into our young people the wonder and the determination that can be seen in the eyes of the young Raleigh and Gilbert in the famous Victorian old master painting "The Boyhood of Raleigh" by Millais. Plucked in the nick of time from the blazing National Galley in London by our chief European agent during the great soccer riot and sack of 2012, it today hangs in our company board room. A permanent reminder of the skill and dedication of the men established the companies that founded the first colonies of British North America.  
In looking to the future, I can not forget that our company was one of the first to participate in the commercial exploitation of space material, and by drawing on the long and proud traditions of a nation of merchants trading in the products of the wilderness, I feel sure that we will be there serving the needs and desires of mankind when, in three centuries time, he reaches out into the vast gulf beyond the planets. For like the wolf pack of the arctic plains we know no boundary but the hori​zon, and in space for those who have courage, skill and vision, the horizon is forever boundless. 


Ahem.....I see my time is coming to an end, so with that stirring thought I will complete my introductory remarks, for we have many important matters to discuss. And therefore as your governor I will now formally open this annual stockholders meet​ing of the Honorable Company of Gentlemen and Adventurers Trading into the Sinus Iridium. 

                        THE END 

(Originally  presented at MapleCon, Ottawa, July 1986) 

David G. Stephenson 
