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I started writing this book in 2004. The idea came to me after I began to see a disturbing trend starting to thread and weave it’s way into many aspects of American life. Some of these new beliefs, attitudes, ideas, and acts. Were in stark contrast to what our ancestors had built in bringing forth a great nation. In 2004 I thought that those whimsical, illogical, fantastical and unlawful attitudes, ideas and acts would fade away, but they didn’t fade away. As the years marched on such things (Along with many other) began to stealthy creep into the American physical and spiritual consciousness. I could clearly see that the slow, but methodical intertwining of these new beliefs, attitudes and ideas were like invisible Trojan Horses.That if left un-checked would destroy America’s past, present and future greatness.

So: As this present century started to un-fold, what was the germination of an embryonic idea in 2004. Began to take shape in my mind, leading to the words that follow.
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In dedication to the Author George Orwell, for his warning to the future in his book 1984 (Published in 1949). That basically says to every country. That the bigger that the citizen allows his government to become.... the smaller they become. How do citizens keep their freedoms? They keep them by keeping governments as far as possible away from those freedoms.
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GLOSSARY
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ASSEMBLED PEOPLE..............Assembled people are the only ones who are allowed to live in The Zone. To be assembled means that you question nothing that The Panel decrees. You willingly have given up your rights as an individual, and to think for yourself. You happily embrace the joy and privilege of being a bureaucratic robot. As a trade off for being allowed to live in The Zone.

THE BLINDS..............This is a special area within The Zone, where only the super assembled people (Robots) reside. They are the one thousand percent true believers in every utterance that The Panel spits out. Their entire existence revolves around whatever illogical facts, and day to day childish beliefs that The Panel, uses to control The Zone. Illogical facts and silly beliefs that at times contradict each other from week to week,day to day,or hour to hour, yet are taken as gospel within seconds.

DIS-ASSEMBLED PEOPLE.............In the year 2084, John Whitey is a dis-assembled man. He is considered to be such because he still believes in the God given rights of freedom for every human being, especially the rights to think for themselves and be an individual. That no person or government entity should control from sun up until sundown everything that a human being says, does or is allowed to think.

FLOWER HOUSE.........These are the two story green buildings that appear about every twenty blocks in The Zone.This is the place where all of the zombie like, robotic, assembled Zone Dwellers meet. It is here where they get their marching orders from The Panel. When inside these Flower Houses, these mindless, soulless, once human beings, but now automatized in every way. Gladly and with saddened painted on smiles,ingest whatever childish gibberish that they are told by The Panel.They live like strung out mindless addicts eagerly returning again and again to their Flower Houses. For their next shot of what to think and what to believe as decreed by The Panel.

THE HINTERLANDS......This once powerful worldwide city on America’s east coast. In the year 2084, has been divided into three sections, The Hinterlands is one of those sections. All of the inhabitants in The Hinterlands, have been judged by The Panel to be dis-assembled. Meaning that they have decided to reject any and all of the mind control dictates by The Panel. They refuse to give up their right to think for themselves and believe in whatever they wish. But to The Panel, their most immoral crime is that those in The Hinterlands parade their individuality around like a badge of courage. For these crimes these dis-assembled felons have been sentenced to live without the basic needs of a thriving society. There is no sanitation,law enforcement, jobs,descent housing,good schools, roads, transportation, or hospitals and many other social amenities. The Hinterlands are a sort of purgatory for those who don’t conform.

THE ONE PEOPLES WORLD ORDER......Its’ the current world organization that has now replaced what once was the United Nations as well as the European Union, since 2063. At least four fifths of the world’s countries are members. Being a member means that you have surrendered all of your country’s autonomy to this organization that is more powerful than the U.N. ever was. The Panel that over sees this once powerful American eastern seaboard city. Takes many of its’ beliefs and dictates from The One Peoples Worlds Order. Who sets policy in every facet of life for everyone who resides within the borders of all of its’ member countries.

THE PANEL............Are a group of two hundred and fifty seven assembled people who live The Blinds.They are the ones who make all the rules and laws that govern the three sections of this once powerful North American, east coast city. To himself and when he is around friends. John Whitey refers to The Panel as the ( SET’s or the social engineering technicians).

THE SET’S...........This is John Whitey’s pet name that he uses to refer to The Panel. It’s a pet name that does not infer respect, but rather distain and derision. By using this name to describe

them he affords his inner self a small measure of silent rebellion and individuality. To him these social engineering technicians have destroyed all logic and all truth.

TRI-HISPANIOLA......In the year 2067 the United States Government allowed the states of Nevada, California, and Arizona to separate from the other forty seven states and become what these states now refer to themselves as, Tri-Hispaniola. By the time that this sovereign union came into existence. Each of the three states had at least eighty three percent of their population that was of Hispanic birth or of Hispanic lineage, and that number was growing every year.

WAITING TOWN.......Is one of the three sections of that once powerful north eastern city in America.Where every dis-assembled person must live for at least five years before they are allowed to apply for residence in The Zone.While living in Waiting Town you will be constantly watched and reported on. Also as a dis-assembled person you are required to take and pass a series of cultural tests as ordered by The Panel, that you will be graded on in your quest to live in The Zone.

THE ZONE............It is the most desirable part of the three sections of what once was that powerful eastern seaboard American city. Only those who have been deemed by The Panel, to be assembled can live there. This section (The Zone) is where anyone who lives there gets the best of everything. Things such as schools, hospitals, shopping malls, restaurants, parks, food stores, well paved streets, doctors, entertainment, housing, jobs, universities and colleges. And anything else that a thriving society needs, and all of these things at your fingertips. All that is required for you to get these things is for the assembled inhabitant to blindly obey, without hesitation or so much as a raised eyebrow, every rule or law that is passed down by The Panel. Every assembled person living in The Zone must come to believe and act like that they are living in Heaven and Nirvana, both rolled into one.




2084's DIS-ASSEMBLED MAN



––––––––
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Morning had come. Its' birth had been long and difficult due to the birth like contractions that were caused by the coming of the on rushing day. John Whitey had dared to sneak a peek at the violent sunrise. A stolen peek that he hoped somehow could hold back the inevitable. Against his better judgment he had kept one eyelid half opened. In the hope that he could put this violent sunrise at least in a freeze frame mode. If not for eternity, at least for a few seconds. But...no, morning had its' own clock....its' own second hand and would tick at its’ own pace.Yes, this morning had arrived with all the subtlety of an itchy finger on the trigger of a loaded shotgun. That shotgun was now staring John Whitey directly in his face. It’s barrel was so close to his forehead that he could smell the gun shot residue of its’ last firing as well as the feel of the muzzle’s cold steel against his skin. He quickly swung his feet across the bed and onto the floor and sprinted toward the bathroom to take a quick shower.While still in motion toward the bathroom he passed the kitchen and was able to reach around the wall and switch on the coffee pot.In a few seconds he was being revitalized and brought to life while lathering himself with the soap and warm water running over him. He looked down at the tiles in


1



the shower and watched the soapy water disappear down the drain. A song tried to come to him but, it wouldn't. He had tried to remember it ever since last night. He stepped out of the shower and threw a half worn out bathrobe over his still wet body and headed back toward the kitchen. Just as the coffee pot was about to sing he turned the switch off and sat down.With a quick brush of his arm he caused all of the last six months of un-read newspapers off of the table and onto the floor. While sipping his coffee in robotic like fashion, he tried to remember the elusive song but it still wouldn't come to him. “Strange: It seems like I can't remember anything lately. “ After getting dressed and lacing up his shoes he walked down the hallway toward the front door. As he passed by his children's room he paused and looked in. His two boys were aged fourteen and sixteen years old. They could sleep late for the next few weeks because school was out. Ever since their mother had died seven years ago he had raised them on his own. Because they were both responsible and smart, raising them had been easy. A woeful look plastered itself onto John Whitey's face as he noticed a ray of bright sunlight filtering thru the white mesh curtains that caused the boys faces to appear pale and sad,With that same woeful look on his face he locked the door behind him and began walking to his car. Since he lived in an
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area of the city referred to as Waiting Town. John Whitey was required by the city’s Local Health Board to walk at least three thousand four hundred and twenty one steps before going to work and after leaving work.This prescribed amount of steps had been settled on by the National Health Board after years of study and further approved by The Panel. It made perfect sense that every person in any of the Waiting Towns in the country should be in the best of health. Because every person owed it to his fellow persons to be as healthy as possible. Thus cutting down on national health costs and it also gave you a sense of being part of the greater good. As he continued on with his steps. John, made sure that all the cameras along the way could clearly see his face. Each camera was set up to monitor the exact amount of steps that he had walked and would only stop recording when he had walked his required number. That number would then be sent to the National Health Board. Once when he was running late for work he had jogged the last couple of blocks. Within days he was notified by the Local Health Board that jogging was not permitted because by accident he could run into someone else and cause them harm. Also it might cause those who were not able to jog. Began to start self- shaming themselves, and that wouldn’t be good for their mental health. The warning notice
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that he received was on green colored paper. Green meant that this warning was a level three violation and would not be recorded. If the warning had been on red or blue paper it meant that this was a level one or two violation. If you received three red or blue paper warnings you were evicted from Waiting Town and relocated to The Hinterlands. A place in each state that was set aside for dis-assembled people who refused to conform and held onto that old fashioned belief of individuality. In The Hinterlands (Where only dis-assembled people lived) a person could do just about anything that they pleased. The national government kept their hands off of ninety percent of anything that happened there. Also meaning that there would be no government money provided for hardly anything. But....you still had to pay your taxes, and the longer that you refused to conform and stay in The Hinterlands, the higher those taxes became.When it came to a person’s health in Waiting Town. You had to have a medical checkup at least once every three months. If you failed to have those required checkups you would have exceeded your number of red papers, and off to The Hinterlands you went. John Whitey had always complied with making all his checkups for the entire time that he had lived in Waiting Town. He had passed all of them with flying colors. If needed he could have speed walked
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all the way from his house to where his car was parked. But it had been deemed that such a physical advantage might also make those who didn’t have that physical ability view themselves in a negative light. So.....speed walking wasn’t permitted.

––––––––
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By the time that John Whitey reached his car that violent morning sunshine had relented to some degree. It had now been overtaken by a sea of scattered cotton candy like clouds. Like all of the other cars in Waiting Town, John’s was a dark brown compact one with a black stripe that was a foot wide and ran down the center of the entire vehicle from bumper to bumper.The inside was all made of a cheap canary yellow plastic. With seats so small in the front and back that John Whitey and his sons could hardly fit into. There was no radio, no heating or air conditioning and only manual roll up or down windows. The dashboard only had a switch for the headlights and a speedometer that went up to fifty miles an hour. But, in Waiting Town all of the cars were computerized and controlled by speed towers.These towers only allowed all except emergency vehicles to only travel up to thirty five miles per hour.The reasoning for such a slow speed was that it cut down on accidents and helped the environment. It also helped reduce the strain on the electric grid that only worked about ten or twelve
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days a month. All gasoline fueled cars had stopped being manufactured thirty years ago earlier in 2054. So, electric was the only way to go.....if the grid was working.Many a time the grid would go down in route to work and John Whitey would have to push his vehicle over to the curb and catch a bus or use one of the free bicycles that were always available. If he arrived late for work it was never an issue if such lateness was due to the grid. The unions in The Zone had worked out a deal with all employers that grid lateness was not a reason to dock an employee’s pay and not to be used against the worker in any way.

––––––––
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John Whitey stopped at a computerized check point that divided Waiting Town from the main part of the city called The Zone. The check point would scan his car to make sure that only one person was in the vehicle as well as scanning all the necessary stickers that allowed the vehicle to be entering this part of the city. The main reason for the foot wide black strip on all the cars in Waiting Town.Was that beneath the strip were sensors that would relay to a computer in every Compliance Station in The Zone where John Whitey was going. He had been approved what route that he was to travel in The Zone, and the exact amount of time that it took to get to his job. If he deviated from any
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of these conditions a patrol car would be stopping him in minutes. He then would be given a double red paper and ordered to appear in court the next day. In court if he didn’t have a good reason for noncompliance in sticking to his approved route (And there never was one). He would lose his job in The Zone and have to go to the back of the line in applying for re-location for him and his sons to live in The Zone. He was almost at the last phase of the relocation process. If he had to start over it would take at least another nine years.

––––––––
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As he sat in his car he took a few minutes to mentally compose himself for the work day ahead. Looking over to his left in the parking lot. He saw two women who worked at the same company that he did.They had gotten out of their cars and were talking to each other. One was dressed in a light blue silk top with dark gray pants and she wore two inch gray heels. The other one was wearing a light cotton white blouse with red pants and white sandals. He watched them as they walked over to the building’s stairs and sat down. As if on cue they both reached into their large pocketbooks and took out their uniforms. Its’ color was a drab olive green and covered each worker from their ankles to their neck with an attached hood. The hood covered the workers head and had a clear visor that went
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from the eyes down to the lower lip.The visor was chemically colored and treated so that the employee could see out of it, but no one could see inside.The two women quickly put their uniforms on and hurried into the building. John Whitey returned his gaze back the cars of the two women. He noticed that neither of their cars had a one foot wide black stripe like his. He instantly knew that they were residents of The Zone and could drive in many more places than he was allowed to. With a rueful and resigned look on his face he began stepping into his uniform.When the idea of wearing such a uniform at work was suggested everyone thought it was a joke. But when The Panel got hold of the idea, they thought the reasoning behind such a uniform made perfect sense.




IN THE ZONE



––––––––
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The Zone was one of the best twenty five minute cities that began to come into existence in the late 2060’s. It was called a twenty five minute city because the social engineering technicians had planned everything that residents needed to be within twenty five minutes in every direction
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from where anyone lived in The Zone. The entire layout and architecture of this new enlightened city was thought up and approved by The Panel. Such things as schools, super markets, playgrounds, hospitals, theaters, restaurants and all sorts of private businesses and bureaucratic offices would be within those twenty five minutes by car or public transit in any direction. For those who did drive, their electric vehicles were equipped with computerized sensors that would only allow the vehicle to travel twenty five minutes one way to work. The vehicle would then shut off and would only start up again when the driver went the twenty five minutes back in the opposite direction to take the driver back home. There was no such thing as going for a joy ride or anything that wasn’t tied to work. All other such reasons that required travel was to be done by public transit. All of this planning had been carefully and meticulously arranged and finally put into actual operation.To those on The Panel, such a confined and restricted city was something that was long overdue. It had everything that an assembled person needed being within reach, and only minutes away.What logical person could disagree with that? Things had even been set up so that even those who worked in The Zone. Could only be employed in a job that was twenty five minutes away. If you were ill suited for the job or had no affinity for
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that work, or performed poorly. That was just too bad for everyone evolved. What mattered was that you were twenty five minutes away. At first a few progress criminals (As The Panel called them) held a few demonstrations and protested that such cities violated the rights that Americans had of free movement. To rebut this charge by the progress criminals The Panel cited a new edict that sided against anyone or anything that would do harm to the environment. By limiting the use of so many electric vehicles and their constantly exploding batteries, the environment would be protected even more. When it came to the rights of free movement by Americans, The Panel’s explanation was painlessly simple. “We are not restricting free movement in their cars by anyone who resides in The Zone.They can move around as freely as they wish. Just so long as its’ twenty five minutes from where they started....and twenty five minutes back. Why would any assembled resident ever need to drive longer than that away from home and then back in a vehicle?! That’s the reason that we have public transit! But if you need to travel further than that, you can always relocate to The Hinterlands.”

––––––––
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The Panel was once made up of eighty three people but that number had now grown to two hundred and fifty seven people who were the sole
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power that regulated everything in The Zone. Those two hundred and fifty seven people were all assembled residents that lived in a special area called The Blinds, that was a separate part of The Zone. The recent increase in the number of panel members was due to the adding of seventeen new genders over the past few years. Each new gender had to have an equal amount of representation. Along with the adding of these new genders The Panel passed a decree that mandated that only one fifth of its’ membership was needed to vote in favor of a law, to have that law passed. It was also at this time that they voted that you could only become a member of The Panel if you had first been cleared to live in The Blinds. The two hundred and fifty seven members were the exact number of members according to the racial and gender percentages that lived in The Zone. If twenty one percent of people living in The Zone were African American. Then they would have twenty one percent of the members. If twelve percent of The Zone was Latino, then they would have twelve percent representation, and so on and so forth. The controlling factor of being a member of The Panel was not the amount of representation that you had. What was of paramount importance was that you thought and acted and truly believed as every other member did. To people that he trusted, and in his mind John
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Whitey referred to those on The Panel as the social engineering technicians or simply.... The SET’s. To them such a uniform like he wore at work did away with what once was in their collective minds a major problem. Because it stopped what they called unintended sexual gazing. Such gazing was hurtful and egregious to the women who were not as sexy or pretty, or the men who were not as handsome or well built. It might cause these slighted workers to have negative feelings about themselves and not perform up to their full potential. At first the uniform mandate was only for all male employees. But after a few weeks The SET’s decided to make this dress code mandatory for everyone. They also decided to make the uniform loose fitting to where it was measured to be at least twice the size for men and three sizes larger for women. Thus making sure that no part of a workers’ body could be looked at in a sexual manner, especially women workers. The Panel even went so far as to make this edict about dress a Golden Rule meaning that it could not ever be challenged in any court in The Zone. As he lumbered up the stairs in his olive green uniform. John Whitey quickly stepped aside for a stampeding group of about thirty men who rushed past him. They all looked a little disheveled, some unshaven and all with eyes that bulged out of their sockets. With a collective look on their faces that
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loudly screamed out their complete hopelessness about their lives that were going nowhere. They were all men who once had jobs and places to live. But due to reasons not of their making they had lost their jobs and then their places to live. They were referred to as “The Sooners” and never to be called the homeless, because that was insulting.The SET’s had put together a program for such men and women to be able to sleep and eat at night in many of the office buildings that did not have night time employees. Since none of them had gotten any red papers and had not been declared to be dis-assembled they were allowed to stay in The Zone. Besides, they were in the Sooner Program, meaning that soon they would have a job and a place to live. What seemed to escape The Panel was that most of the people in the program had been in it for seven years or more. But The Panel proudly proclaimed every year that there was no homelessness in The Zone. During the day these men just cleaned the streets or the parks as the time slowly drifted by and their souls were consigned to the dust bin of nothingness. But they were not homeless in any way according to The Panel.“Because after all....at night they were sleeping somewhere.”

––––––––
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John Whitey had worked at Skullen Products for well over sixteen years. He had worked there
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before the city was divided into the three parts, one being The Zone, the other two being The Hinterlands, and Waiting Town. Due to the fact that he had worked for at least five years before the division, he was allowed to remain working in the Zone. But for him and his sons to live in The Zone, he would have to go thru a series of phases. At present he had only two more phases to complete. If everything went as planned he should complete the last phase in seven more months. His job at the company was to make eyeglass frames and then send them downstairs to have the lenses put in. In all candor eighty percent of the frames were made by robots that were controlled by computerized artificial intelligence. When John Whitey started with the company ninety percent of the work was done by humans. However, within the past few years that percentage had been cut down to almost nothing.When the workers realized that they were being rapidly replaced. They began to sabotage the computers and physically damage the robots. The easiest way to dis-able an AI robot was to fill a small oil can with heavily salted water.Then when none of the managers were looking and you were out of sight of the cameras. Pour the salted water into the robot’s wire housing. Within a few days the solution would have eaten through the wiring causing the machine to be inoperable. Once over a
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weekend at mid-night a few employees broke into the basement to where John worked and flooded the entire basement with two feet of water, they then poured tens of pounds of salt into the water. They then submerged all of the robots into the water. When the robots were discovered the following Monday they were all damaged beyond repair. This caused John’s company to spend over twelve million dollars to have the machines replaced. As a mid-level supervisor John was asked by the owners of the company to come up with a plan to prevent such sabotage in the future. He came up with a plan that the owners approved of. His suggestion was to have all the AI robots placed in a secure and locked area of the factory with cameras covering every inch of space, and only authorized personal would have contact with them. These employees first would have to be thoroughly searched to make sure that they were not carrying any liquids. The Panel hoped to put a stop to such actions by passing what were called the AI. Robot Crime Laws. Anyone who worked or lived in The Zone caught violating these laws were immediately terminated and shipped off to The Hinterlands. To mollify the workers that kept their jobs. The work rules mandated that in every company in The Zone, at least twenty percent of the work had to be done by humans.The Panel had done extensive studies that
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