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About Brian’s books:
The Last Finesse is Brian Bloom’s second factional novel, both of which have been
written for the simultaneous entertainment and invigoration of the thinking element of
society. It is a prequel to Beyond Neanderthal, which takes a visionary view of future
possibilities for humanity - provided we are able to sublimate our Neanderthal drive
to establish and entrench pecking orders in society. The Last Finesse is more “now”
oriented. Together, these two books reflect a holistic, right brain/left brain view of the
challenges faced by humanity; and how we might meet those challenges. All our
problems – including the mountain of debt that today casts its menacing shadow
over the world’s wallowing economy – are soluble.
At the back of this book are some early reader comments by readers of Beyond
Neanderthal.

“The great enemy of the truth is often not the lie – deliberate, contrived and
dishonest, but the myth –persistent, persuasive and unrealistic. Belief in myths
allows the comfort of opinion without the discomfort of thought…”
John F. Kennedy

"Everybody, sooner or later, sits down to a banquet of consequences."
Robert Louis Stevenson

To my wife, Denise, and my adult children: Andrea, Tal and Jenna.

Tea Gardens, Australia, April 2012
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Prologue
Following are five verbatim extracts from internal memos
prepared by the US Embassy in Australia, as leaked by WikiLeaks:
8 September 2006:
“SUBJECT: AMBASSADOR’S INTRODUCTORY CALL ON OPPOSITION
LEADER KIM BEAZLEY
..10. [Confidential/No Foreign] Australia should not pursue uranium
enrichment, Beazley said, while repeating Labor’s public concerns that such a
decision by Canberra would be detrimental to international counter-proliferation
efforts. Other nations in Australia’s region would use Canberra’s decision to start
programs of their own, and it would be virtually impossible to convince them
Australia would not seek at some point to use the technology as the basis for a
nuclear weapons program”
13 June 2008
“SUBJECT: DEPUTY PM JULIA GILLARD STAR IN RUDD GOVERNMENT
GILLARD THE PRO-AMERICAN
..4. (C/NF) . . . Labor Party officials have told us that one lesson Gillard took from the
2004 elections was that Australians will not elect a PM who is perceived to be antiAmerican.”
16 Dec 2008
“SUBJECT: RUDD GOVERNMENT – ONE-YEAR REPORT
RUDDS FOREIGN POLICY MISTAKES
..4. (C/NF) . . . The PM’s June announcement that Australia would set up an
international commission on nuclear nonproliferation and disarmament intended to
influence the Nuclear Nonproliferation Treaty (NPT) Review Conference. Rudd rolled
out this proposal in Hiroshima during a photo-op heavy trip to Japan. His Japanese
hosts were given insufficient advance notice and refused a request for a joint
announcement. He did not consult in advance with any of the P5 countries. (An

adviser gave Embassy Canberra a few hours advance notice of the announcement
but without details.) Russia formally protested the lack of advance consultation . . .”
30 March 2009
“SUBJECT: REPORTING ON INTERNATIONAL REACTION TO, AND
VIEWS ON, POTENTIAL US–IRAN ENGAGEMENT
..4. [Secret/NF] The AIC’s [Australian Intelligence Community’s] leading concerns
with respect to Iran’s nuclear ambitions center on understanding the time frame of a
possible weapons capability, and working with the United States to prevent Israel
from independently launching uncoordinated military strikes against Iran. They are
immediately concerned that Iran’s pursuit of nuclear capabilities would lead to a
conventional war – or even nuclear exchange – in the Middle East involving the
United States that would draw Australia into a conflict. Canberra is more broadly
concerned about the potential for renewed nuclear proliferation in the Middle East,
driving South East Asian states to abandon the NPT and pursue their own nuclear
capabilities – which could introduce a direct threat to the Australian homeland.”
4 August 2009
“SUBJECT: RUDD RULES AT LABOR NATIONAL CONFERENCE . .
NEGATIVE WORDS ON NATIONAL BALLISTIC MISSILE DEFENSE
..8. (C/NF) In contrast to the strong support for the Australia–US Alliance voiced by
the ALP leaders and set down in the platform, on national ballistic missile defense
(MD) the platform adopted by the Conference was not positive. It declared that MD
‘is disproportionate, technically questionable, costly and likely to be
counterproductive. It also has the potential to undermine non-proliferation and derail
world progress towards nuclear disarmament.’ The MD issue has long been a focus
of ALP left-wing ire, stretching from an anti––‘Star Wars’ movement in the 1980s to
present . . .”

The following item was released exclusively to The Australian
at precisely midnight on 24 December 2010:

Anna Bligh opens door to nuclear power


EXCLUSIVE: Jamie Walker and Imre Salusinszky



From: The Australian



24 December 2010, midnight

ANNA Bligh has backed calls for the Labor Party to review its policy on
nuclear power.
The Queensland Premier has warned that renewable sources cannot meet
the surging demand for base-load electricity.
Ms Bligh and [the] ALP national president said development of the only other
viable alternative energy, hydro-electricity, had been hamstrung by resistance to new
dams.
Ms Bligh said pointedly that ‘parts of the environment movement’ had shifted
on the nuclear option, and now supported it as an abatement measure for climate
change.
Ms Bligh’s comments to The Australian reflect an important shift on nuclear
power among Labor leaders, who now cite cost and perception issues rather than
philosophical considerations as the impediment to introducing nuclear energy . . .

Step 1: Preparing the Australian public to think in terms of the
high direct cost of fossil fuels relative to (now economically
competitive) alternatives

Australia to have carbon price from July 1,
2012, Julia Gillard announces


Ben Packham and James Massola



From: The Australian



February 24, 2011 2:21PM

AUSTRALIA will have a carbon tax for three to five years before a full
emissions trading scheme is introduced, under a blueprint for dealing with
climate change agreed by a multi-party parliamentary committee.

… Ms Gillard made the announcement at Parliament House flanked by the
Greens, Mr Combet and key independent MPs.
Greens deputy leader Christine Milne said the deal would not have occurred
without the party's input.
"It's happening because we have shared power in Australia,'' she said.
"Majority governments would not have delivered this outcome. It is because
the Greens are in balance of power working with the other parties to deliver not only
the aspiration but the process to achieve it.''

Step 2: Preparing the Australian public to think in terms of
nuclear as a means of reducing carbon emissions

Cabinet split as India uranium ban
overturned


by: Sid Maher and Amanda Hodge



From: The Australian



December 05, 2011, midnight

LABOR'S national conference has given Julia Gillard the green light to sell
uranium to India after an acrimonious debate that split her cabinet and saw her
decision directly challenged by delegates.
…….
In calling on the conference to end its insistence that India sign the Nuclear
Non-Proliferation Treaty before Australia would sell it uranium, Ms Gillard urged
delegates to take a "hard decision".
Ms Gillard said the new deal would include "stringent" bilateral safeguards to
prevent Australian uranium being used for weapons.
……
Mr Ferguson [Australia’s Minister for Resources and Energy] said it was about
time the conference "fronted up" to the fact that the debate was also about climate
change.
He said 40 per cent of Indians had access to less than 12 hours' electricity a
day and the Indian government was also looking for regular supplies of metallurgical
and thermal coal, and 10,000 tonnes of Australian uranium exports would replace
400 million tonnes of CO2 from conventional coal-fired power stations……

Chapter 1
Friday Happy Hour was in full swing, and just north of the Harbour Bridge, the
Lavender Bay Hotel was pumping. Clusters of noisy, nattering drinkers were edging
towards the counter that snaked its way across the large room. A phalanx of blackclad bar staff stoically engaged the throng.
Rivers of Australian draft beers cascaded and frothed from a dozen
dispensers, competing with bottles of imported beers at $4 a pop; and with the “wine
of the day”. New Zealand Cider gushed in intermittent streams from two dedicated
dispensing taps.
At a serving hatch in the wall to the left of the counter, kitchen staff were lining
up plates and bowls of hot food for collection by customers. Portable buzzers
beckoned in the adjacent, half-full dining area and out on the terrace, where sixty or
so people were already seated at outdoor tables. The most popular item on the
cosmopolitan menu was the Wagyu beef burger, stuffed with salads and served with
a mountain of champaign coloured French fries.
It was a balmy evening, so the big, swooping canvases that had been erected
to protect the terrace patrons from the wind and rain hovered unobtrusively and at
the ready – like wait-staff in the dining room at a formal function. The atmosphere
inside the pub was more jovial than relaxed. Waves of tension-relieving laughter
rolled down the entrance steps and on to the pavement below. A carefree weekend
lay ahead.
#
When the two fit-looking men entered the pub, a few pairs of alert eyes
swiveled towards them; neither had an ounce of fat on him. Luke Sinclair had slightly
tousled, brown-blond hair; and anyone who noticed the lines etched around his
generous mouth and strong jaw, and the faint crow’s feet at the corners of his clear,
green eyes would have intuited that he was no stranger to laughter.
At one-point-nine metres, Luke was a couple of centimetres taller than his
companion, Mitchell ‘Mitch’ Johnson. Mitch’s blond hair was close cropped and sun
bleached, and his cold, blue eyes telegraphed a serious disposition. He seemed to
walk on the balls of his feet. There was a fluid look about him, as if he might be a
surfer, or perhaps even a cat burglar.
Individually, the two men were easy on the eye, and together, they made quite
an impact. The brain synapses of the interested women began to crackle. Some of
the men, sensing the sudden change in attitude, became curious. A few looked in
the direction of the two newcomers.
Luke was a regular at the pub. Tonight, however, he paid little attention to the
behaviour other than to wave in a friendly but non-engaging way to some of the
upwardly mobile drinkers he recognised. With an incline of the head, a raised
eyebrow, a wink, a smile or a perfunctory wave, each person acknowledged his
greeting. He was well liked. He clasped Mitch’s shoulder and brought his mouth
closer to his associate’s ear. It was a theatrical gesture, an instinctive reaction to the

background noise – or was he playing to the gallery? ‘Find us a table’, he suggested,
slightly louder than necessary. ‘How about outside on the terrace, where we can at
least hear one another? What’ll it be?’
‘Hahn Light will do, thanks.’
‘Oh, yeah?’ Luke came back, in a mocking tone. The laughter lines deepened
as his lips parted to reveal a set of well-proportioned white teeth. ‘What’s gotten into
you? That’s not the Mitch I remember – you were always a Bundy ’n’ Coke man.’
‘It’s been a long time, mate,’ Mitch responded, rather laconically. ‘Things have
changed.’ With instincts that had been honed over a number of years, he’d already
let his gaze sweep his immediate surroundings and absorbed the scene. ‘How about
there?’ He pointed to a table next to the boundary hedge.
‘Okay’, Luke responded, and immediately turned to do battle with the crowd.
It took him fully five minutes to arrive at the designated table. He
unceremoniously placed a schooner on the coaster in front of Mitch and eased his
athletic frame on to the opposite chair. A trail of foam oozed down the side of the
glass.
‘Nice one!’ Mitch offered. ‘You managed not to spill half.’ He made no mention
of the fact that Luke was decanting a bottle of sparkling mineral water into his own
glass; he simply noted the fact by raising one eyebrow in approval.
Luke observed both the settling of Mitch’s gaze on the bottle and the
gesturing of the eyebrow, and decided to ignore the jibe. It was as if the two
associates were mates just carrying on where they had left off some years ago.
However, both knew they were communicating on more than one level. ‘Why here?’
he asked.
‘Sometimes, the best place to talk privately is in plain sight. Just act naturally
and stay relaxed. If anyone comes up to greet you, I’m your old mate over from
Adelaide.’
Luke inclined his head in acknowledgement, and lifted his glass in salute.
‘Cheers, mate.’
‘Cheers,’ Mitchell echoed. As he raised the glass in his left hand, he revealed
a scar that ran the length of his forearm, along the outside of the bone, but there was
nothing self-conscious about the action. ‘So, how’s the macho footy player? It’s been
– what? – six, seven years? Still playing the field?’
Luke’s laughter affected self-deprecation. ‘Sure! Aussie Rules is a real chick
magnet: women can’t resist all those bare, muscular arms gleaming with sweat; all
those glutes in tight little shorts.’
Mitch grunted. ‘You sound like a bloody stuff wit!’ The mildly humorous tone in
his voice wasn’t mirrored in his eyes, though, and fell short of belying the insult. ‘How
the hell did you get to be a “professor of mineralogy” at a top uni? Did your old man
have to call in a lot of favours?’ He delivered the questions with just a hint of teasing,
and added, ‘The Colonel sends his regards . . .’
‘Self-preservation, Mitch,’ Luke sighed; ‘self-preservation. The Colonel wanted
me to join the “permanents” in Adelaide, so he could keep an eye on me. After Mum
and Billy died, he started smothering me with all the army discipline. It ended up

unbearable. I had to get out. That’s why I came to the Big Smoke. I also had to make
damn sure I made it in Sydney so I wouldn’t have to move back. He was against the
“postgrad” here at first, but we ended up with a compromise: he’d get off my back
and let me do my own thing if I joined the Navy Reserve.’
Mitch’s expression remained alert, inviting more information.
Luke had a big drink of the mineral water. ‘I guess he was hoping that I would
eventually share your interest in subs.’ He replaced the glass on the table, more
emphatically than Mitch would have expected had they been just chatting. ‘But
“radioactive-materials handling” was more exciting from my point of view – I’m just
like you, actually: attracted to danger. Still in damage-control mode with those
Collins-class subs?’ He delivered the question as a barely perceptible challenge. ‘Did
they ever meet the pollies’ expectations, or are they still sucking up taxpayer money
like blotting paper?’
Mitch pursed his lips in disapproval. Both men knew he’d moved on to other
things in ASIS – the Australian Secret Intelligence Service – and that his navy
association was just a cover. Both knew that Luke was merely indulging in a bit of titfor-tat needling – but Luke was also skirting dangerous ground.
After a few moments, the silence between the two men became palpable. In a
transparent effort to keep the tone lighthearted and friendly, Mitch changed the
subject. ‘Hey, what happened to those two uni mates of yours? What were their
names?’
‘Guido and Patrick?’
‘Yeah. We all used to laugh at you back in Adelaide: here you were, in the
heart of Rugby League land, and the three of you were into AFL. Are you guys still
tight?’
‘No, not really,’ Luke replied, and paused. The tension left his shoulders, and
he gave a little smile. ‘Strange: Guido was more like you and me – adventurous.
Patrick was the quiet one. I’m still in touch with him. He’s the engineer at a silver
mine in northern NSW. As a matter of fact, I’ll be spending next weekend with him at
Hawks Nest – we do a bit of river kayaking from time to time, and the International
Windsurfing Championships are on at Port Stephens. We reckoned it might be fun to
go and have a look. Haven’t seen Guido in years – he dropped out before he
graduated.’
‘What happened to him?’ Mitch persisted. ‘Remember I met him that
Christmas the two of you stayed with The Colonel over the holidays? That bugger
was built like a brick shithouse, but he moved like a panther. Was it his shiny black
hair that made me think of him that way? He was Italian, wasn’t he?’
‘Italian extraction,’ Luke explained. ‘Born in the US – second generation. His
old man’s a big deal in the oil industry in Texas. I suppose that and the footy and his
European looks gave him a sort of erotic attraction. Compared to Guido, I was an
amateur in that department, and Patrick was a non-starter.’ He frowned, and his
eyes took on a far-away look. ‘He and I had something else in common, too’ he
began, ruminatively: ‘he didn’t get along with his old man. Much worse than my
“relationship”, though; his old man wanted him to start off in the oil business as a
roughneck, like him.’ He shook his head in a gesture of negativity. A look of
bitterness descended on him. ‘What is it about successful fathers and their sons?

Like me, he came to Sydney to escape, but he needed to be on another continent.
Funnily enough, he really took to my old man. I found that odd. He kept telling me
how lucky I was. I couldn’t get my head around that . . .’
His voice trailed off, and after a brief pause he shook his head as if to clear it.
He sighed, and then, with an air of finality, announced, ‘I don’t know what happened
to him – we’ve lost touch.’ He suddenly shifted his gaze and deliberately bored his
eyes straight into Mitch’s. He became aware that Mitch had difficulty holding his
gaze. Why? he wondered. Something’s off centre here.
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