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Written by:

John D, Voelker
Deer Lake Road
Ishpeming, Michigan
No. 36

THE YEAR 2000: A MINORITY REPORT

by
Robert Traver

Since 19 as but three years old when I was born, simple
; Wli g hls”
mathematies make it mercifully unlikely that I shall be around
A A4 Pratrint
to greet W‘%' t of civilization and puku:(livin(
A

that so pzdht- wvirﬁjl;odu!; ; by year 2000, That
will be fine with me; it will save me the awkwardness of slitting
my throat.

God knows that things are bad enough already. Already we
breathe chemicals, drink chemicals, wallow in chemicals. Already
more and more of us inhabite-I can't quite bring myself to say
live in--dirty, noisy, sprawling, swarming man-hives whimsically
called &%ﬂ?”tf:?mor to get to work t)han to Paris.
Already we ﬁn in an era of increasingly canned and synthetic
food, clothing, entertainment, music, books, communication,
laughter, even emotion and thought itself.

Already we live in a snarling suspicious world that has
rarely been at peace in the memory of most of its inhabitants.
Already we live in an explosive civilization of mounting crime,
violence, intolerance and terror. Already we live in a time when
people are rapidly being reduced to faceless mumbers to be coded,
carded, computerized, processed and, presently no doubt, bored,
punched and drilled. Already the individual man is bedng, swiftly
reduced to zero.

. Already we livcinnnerainwhichwoofouroldut@wdmﬂf

‘A civilizations, China and France, continue cynically to spurn the

efforts of the rest of a terrified lumanity to limit the spread
of the world's most dreadful weapons and to stop the further
poisoning of the already critically irradiated air we breathe.
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psychologist and biologist, Remne' Dubos, has u&d/\that future
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survival depends no y on avoiding famine but on the quality
of our lives -dhm%tép ncy, independence, initiative
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Already the corrosive greed lust tor adnntuo

and open apnc sscl'e, DO nmqu but...real bio%o;ical uconitiu o wﬁ,

and gain of our times wﬁt%’;éu €ivé and talented an
American as Edward Durrell Stone WMt to deliver
"Everything
betrays us as a bunch of cabchpomymurialhts devoted to a
blatant screeching conmercialism., If you look around you, and
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you give a damn, it makes you want to commit suicide."”
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Already our prospects are so glittering and rosy that
Cranville Hicks can ma %Wﬂ Review that "the
cmtrdfntofourtiuhthatthchnnmm-wbonry

b3,

short.”
Already during those moments vhen I can bring myself to AZc.-
contemplate that forebeding future and ook at my little
grandchildren I could weep. (Wslzclyy -~ Lisst'ns, Jenaslel g5 om e Higrvesa:
In the unlikely event that by the year 2000 men will not
yet have blown themselves to oblivion or procreated themselves
there, I nevertheless regard the prospects for mankind with
nothing short of horrop. If present heedless trends continue
(and the prospects &M that they will
continue) by far the ;rea.tnt horror of all, from which all lesser
horrors vill flov, is that by the year 2000 there vill be--letff //7”
face it--gimply too goddam many people.
I, for one, shudder at the prospect of existing in a world
where every cq%toot ot our planet will be crawling and aswam with
a hopeless poo’kltainleuly milling and groping and thieving and




bickering and fomicatinx)like roving bands of chattering monkeys )

amidst a landscape as ravaged and plucked and forlorn as that of

the moon; where the mrz:d ;22 will have become one vast
W mboao Junkyard and cesspool; where the

last ering vestiges of serenity and solitude, privacy and

dignity! a;d repose and contemplation will forever have flown; Vam/
where, finally, the wonder of the lone unique individual

but a haunting nostalgic memory. J)MW
%M i bt 73;1‘ MM/M ¢
I fomsewme want no part of it.
A
(P, 8. to Editor: Well, you asked for it, and thw/\it is.
Otherwise "Happy Bob"™ Traver feels dandy and is looking forward
eagerly to that amnual miracle: the great unlocking of spring

and another new trout season,)
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that so mahyﬁproﬁt will be upon ‘us by the’year 2000, That

will be fine with me; it will save me the awkwardness of slitting
my throat.

LGid knows that things are bad enough already. Already we
breathe ";—l;je;icals , drink chemicals, wallow in chemicals. Already
more and more of us inhabit--I can't quite bring myself to say
live in--dirty, noisy, sprawling, swarming man-hive‘s)whimsically
called et%a.-os»,\where it tak:s) longer to get to work than to Paris.
Already we live in an era of increasingly canned and synthetic

food, clothing, entertainment, music, books, communication,

laughter, even emotion and thought itself.

ZAlready we live in a snarling suspicious world that has

s,

rarely been at peace in the memory of most of its inhabitants.
Already we live in an explosive civilization of mounting crime,
violence, intolerance and terror. Already we live in a time when
people are rapidly being reduced to faceless numbers to be coded,

carded, computerized, processed and, presently no doubt, bored,




punched and drilled. Already the individual man is he.mg sw1ft1y

reduced to zero.

ready we live in an era in which two of our oldest MM
civilizations, China and France, continue cynically to spurn the
efforts of the rest of a terrified humanity to limit the spread
of the world's most dreadful weapons and to stop the further

poisoning of the already critically irradiated air we breathe.

9§Already our earth is so teem.ng and crowded that a sober
W

psychologist and biologist, Rene Dubos, has 3 A1:11@).1: future

survival depends not zrely on avoiding famine but on the quality
of our lives) and doehredA t "privacy, independence, initiative
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and open space...are not luxuries but;...rea.l biological necessities.”
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Already the corros1ve greed Wut for advan!age
and gain of our times oen—ﬂomlér s 1t ve and talented an

American as Edward Durrell Stone 2; architect to deliver
himself recently of the followmg"ﬁ bleak—prenouncement: "Everythlng

betrays us as a bunch of catchpenny materialists devoted to a
blatant screeching commercialism, If you look around you, and
you give a damn, it makes you want to commit suicide."
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the people in it are starving because they have to while the other

half starves hecause it is fashionable.

( Already our prospécts are so glittering and rosy that
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GCranville Hicks can write Ain the Saturday Review that "the

central fact of our time is that the human future may be very

short.”
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Since 1900 was but three years old when I was born,
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simple mathematics make it mercifully unlikely that I

shall be around to greet that great sunburst of

civilization and gracious 11v1ng/eup- happy om-te

_tell-us/Will be upon us wish the year 2000, That will

be fine with me; it will save me the awkwardness of

slitting my throat.
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In the unlikely event that by the year 2000 men will
not yet have blown themselves to oblivion or procreated
themselves there, I nevertheless regard the prospects

for mankind %ht’/zew with nothing short of horror.

If present heedless trends continue (and the prospects

are bright if not inevitable that they will continue)

of by

by far the greatest horrorA from which all % lesser
[

horrors will flow, is that by the year 2000 there will be—-

let's face it--simply too goddam many people.




I, for one, shudder at the prospect of existing
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