
















that three people are stuck paying cash 
in EZ-Pass lanes?” he asked, as he 
inched closer to the tollbooth. “Let’s see 
if mine works.

“It works! So there’s three different 
lanes that were blocked by people pay-
ing cash in EZ-Pass lanes, and only  
one technician.” In the Soviet Union, 
Dmitry Orlov might say, they’d never 
have fired the tollbooth operators in the 
first place. Taleb was now running late—
his streak of punctuality in jeopardy. As 
he drove, he began telling the cautionary 
story of Casanova, a guy who kept nar-
rowly averting catastrophe (angry hus-
bands, angry priests) and succumbed to 
the illusion of inevitable survival. All 
around Taleb himself, meanwhile, was 
danger. “Someone almost hit me in a big 
Sierra truck,” he said. “I should have eggs 
to throw at them. Big gas guzzlers!”

Three days after the Presidential elec-
tion, Jim Kunstler stood at a po-

dium beneath a life-size portrait of 
George Washington, in Montpelier, 
Vermont, and called himself “an emissary 
from a place you may someday regard as 
foreign: New York State. . . . For the mo-
ment, we remain sister and brother states 
in a nation that is enduring a convulsion.” 
He declared that the airline industry as 

we know it will not exist within forty-
eight months, or by the end of President 
Obama’s first term. His audience was an 
assemblage of nearly two hundred neo-
Luddites and anarchists and socialists and 
freegans and steampunks and home-
schoolers and folksingers and knitters and 
yak farmers—Dmitry Orlov’s future trad-
ing partners. These were people whose 
solution to the imminent death of the 
American dream was secession: a Ver-
mont Independence Convention, spon-
sored by the Second Vermont Republic, 
a “nonviolent citizens’ network and think 
tank opposed to the tyranny of Corporate 
America and the U.S. Government.” 
(The first Vermont Republic existed 
from 1777 to 1791.) For the cause of se-
cession, the S.V.R. had managed to se-
cure, at no cost, the daylong use of the 
House chamber of the state capitol.  
A couple of teen-agers from Montpelier 
High School had sought and received  
the permission of their principal to skip 
class and join the revolution. They wore 
T-shirts that read “U.S. out of VT.” One 
said, “There were going to be more of us 
if McCain won.” His friend added, “Ev-
eryone’s like, ‘Why do we need to secede? 
We got Obama.’ ”

The convention’s opening speaker 
was a trend forecaster named Gerald 

Celente, who registered the domain 
name panicof08.com in the fall of 2007, 
anticipating what he called “an eco-
nomic 9/11.” “We’re the only country in 
the world that has these things called 
self-storage units, where people have so 
much junk they have to move it off site,” 
he said. “Well, guess what. Self-storage 
is going to live up to its true name,  
as people decide to move into those.”  
He warned of an emergency bank holi-
day soon after Inauguration Day, and 
predicted tax revolts within the next  
two years.

Privately, Celente stressed to me 
that he’s “very optimistic,” because out 
of chaos comes greatness (“When you 
look at the Renaissance, it happened 
after the last Dark Age”), at least for 
those who are prepared. On the morn-
ing of the actual 9/11, in 2001, Celente 
had called his girlfriend in New York 
and told her to withdraw all her money 
and meet him at his house upstate, in 
Rhinebeck. She said, “Oh, Gerald, 
you’re kidding.” He wasn’t kidding.  
He called his bank and asked them to 
wire all his money to Rhinebeck. They 
said, “Sorry, Mr. Celente, we can’t. 
Wall Street is closed.” He felt fortunate 
to have some gold. He thought of In-
dian Point, the nuclear power plant fifty 
miles down the Hudson, as another po-
tential target, and immediately filled up 
both of his cars with gas, bought bags 
of dried figs, dates, and raisins, and 
readied his Chinese SKS rifle. (“It’s ac-
curate, it’s light, it’s simple: knock it 
down, put it back together in no time.”) 
He figured he could be in Canada in 
four hours. “So when it happened, I was 
ready to move,” he said. “Same thing 
with this. My money’s out of the banks. 
I’m only interested in gold.”

Celente was followed at the podium 
by Kirkpatrick Sale, who has a run-
ning ten-thousand-dollar bet with 
Kevin Kelly, a founding editor of Wired, 
that a convergence of crises—financial,  
environmental, political—will render  
entire continents unlivable by 2020; 
Chellis Glendinning, the author of 
“My Name Is Chellis and I’m in Re-
covery from Western Civilization,” 
who had flown in from New Mexico; 
and Lynette Clark, the chair of the 
Alaskan Independence Party, to which 
Todd Palin belonged for seven years. 
Assuming Alaska has not achieved na-“Apple smoothie?”
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tionhood by 2012, Clark, a U.S. Air 
Force veteran who now calls herself “an 
Alaskan, not an American,” intends to 
support a Sarah Palin Presidential run, 
and her popularity with the crowd in 
Montpelier served as a reminder that 
this is a revolution as yet untroubled by 
Bolshevik-Menshevik-style squabbles. 
(“That’s the exciting thing about col-
lapse—the breaking down of barriers 
and definitions that just don’t work 
anymore,” Carolyn Baker, the author of 
the forthcoming book “Sacred Demise: 
Walking the Spiritual Path of Indus-
trial Civilization’s Collapse,” told me.)

Clark—or Yukon Yonda, as she is 
known in her home village of Fox, north 
of Fairbanks—wore a grizzly-bear claw 
on a chain around her neck and gold 
nuggets for earrings. “When we need to 
pay a bill, we dig a hole in the yard and 
get the yellow rocks out,” she said. “It’s 
the most sustainable way.” She and her 
husband, Dexter, met while prospect-
ing. They refer to their home as the Bio-
sphere, make wine from rhubarb and 
raspberries, and have a house pig, Rosie, 
but they also enforce a strict “no tres-
passing” rule against stray animals— 
caribou, lynx, squirrels—that wander 
across their property line, which is one 
of several reasons that she always packs 
a Colt .45. Dexter is on the village Road-
kill Committee. “When a moose gets 
killed on the highway, we go out, gut it, 
skin it, and disperse that meat through 
the community,” she said.

The speeches were accompanied by 
comic and musical interludes from the 
Bread & Puppet Theatre, whose mem-
bers wore bear costumes and danced 
around with plungers, and by the sing-
ing of the Vermont secession anthem: 
“It’s Vermonters to the lifeboats, this is 
a sinkin’ ship . . .” For lunch, I joined 
Rob Williams, a co-founder of the Ver-
mont Yak Company (“Once you go 
yak, you never go back”) and his friend 
Andrew, a bearded Ben & Jerry’s em-
ployee, at a café downtown called That’s 
Life Soup. Andrew and I ordered 
Yahoo President Obama Election Stew. 
Williams, who also edits a bimonthly 
newspaper called Vermont Commons: 
Voices of Independence, opted for the 
vegan chili. He is what Vermonters call 
a flatlander; before going yak, he spent 
eight years in New Mexico, where, as he 
explained, “there’s not enough water to 

go around.” Depending on the foreclo-
sure rate, his migration may turn out to 
have prefigured an exodus from the so-
called sand states of the Southwest, 
which Kunstler sees as likely targets of 
Mexican reconquista.

During the afternoon session, the 
founder of the Second Vermont Repub-
lic, a retired Duke economics professor 
named Thomas Naylor, who wore a 
green jacket, like a winner at Augusta 
National, offered his best pragmatic ra-
tionale for a successfully “genteel” coup. 
“Vermont has nothing, O.K.?” he said. 
“We have no big cities. We have no big 
buildings. We have nothing. Suppose the 
red-state, nuclear-armed army were to 
attack us. What would they do? Burn the 
sugar maples?” The tricky part comes 
during Stage Two: teaming up with New 
Hampshire, Maine, and the Canadian 
Maritime Provinces to form a “pretty lit-
tle country about the size of Denmark.” 
He’d call it New Acadia. (Even seces-
sionists are not immune from the temp-
tations of expansion.) Naylor, who likens 
globalization to the Tower of Babel, re-
fers to New York City as “the great 
Satan,” which, by his own admission, 
may explain the fact that his son is en-
rolled at the New School and living in the 
financial district.

Any good political convention has  
its breakout star—its Obama of 
2004—and my internal polling mecha-
nism pointed to Dennis Steele, a fifth-
generation Vermonter and father of two, 
from the town of Kirby (pop. 500). Steele 
runs a Web site called chessmaniac.com, 
and was one of the last to speak. He wore 
a jean jacket and a Ron Paul cap over his 
longish hair, and taunted the presiding 
governor of the state of Vermont, Jim 
Douglas, for not venturing down the hall 
to acknowledge the insurrection. “This 
will be remembered as the most impor-
tant movement in recent world history,” 
Steele said, and quoted the great revolu-
tionary Ethan Allen (“The Gods of the 
hills are not the Gods of the valley”), 
whose name, if Kunstler’s predictions are 
to be trusted, may yet be liberated from 
an association with upholstered living 
rooms. Steele announced the formation 
of a new Green Mountain Brigade, and 
held up a petition with thirty-eight sig-
natures that he’d collected: Kirbyites for 
a free Vermont. “That’s the first step of 
the revolution, besides drinking raw 
milk,” he said. 

“He just doesn’t know what to do with himself since he passed away.”

• •
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