AN INEVITABLE FUTURE
“All we know about the future is that it will be different. But perhaps what we fear is that it will be the same. So
we must celebrate the changes. Because, as someone once said, everything will be all right in the end. And if
it’s not all right, then trust me; it’s not yet the end.”
-From the movie “The Best Exotic Marigold Hotel”
Last year for the New Years issue I wrote about how people of 100 years ago envisioned the future that
we know as the present. I thought for a change I might explore the prognostications of people today about
the world of 100 years from now. In the past month I had the privilege of looking through the contents of the
time capsule prepared in 1876 to celebrate the centennial of our nation. It was sealed on July 4 th of that year
and unsealed one hundred years later. Its contents are held at the Cunningham Museum, and include photos of
prominent individuals of 1876, letters and other documents, certain books, and crop seeds.
I am fascinated by the seeds because I realize I am looking at something that is no more. The corn seeds
held in that ancient glass bottle are neither hybrid or genetically modified. They are the natural, and as we
would see it, imperfect product of nature. We have improved on native corn and our yields are exponentially
higher. Of all the things that were predicted a hundred years ago, little dealt with improvement of the actual
food plant. All sorts of machines were foreseen to work the land; to build bridges and irrigate deserts; and to
move mankind from place to place at great speed. The simplest components, the improvement of those seeds,
were not forecast for the brave new world. Prediction is mechanistic in that way.
We look to improve the necessities and amenities that surround us but we do not look to the seed, the
improvement of men and women themselves. So far as I can see in looking back, there is little improvement
to note. For every person who struggles to feed the world or cure disease, another lives to waste time or lay
waste to our world. The timeless struggle back and forth, century upon century, between those who build and
those who destroy is a constant that no historian can ignore. We are given greater powers to do good with each
passing year by people of genius, and with it comes, as an evil twin, greater powers for the nihilist to destroy.

And they said, Go to, let us build us a city and a tower, whose top may reach unto
heaven
--- Genesis 11:4
Theoretical physicist Michio Kaku has written a book called “Physics of the Future: How Science Will Shape Human
Destiny and Our Daily Lives by the Year 2100” in which he says:
“By 2100, like the gods of mythology, we will be able to manipulate objects with the power of our minds.
Computers, silently reading our thoughts, will be able to carry out our wishes. We will be able to move objects
by thought alone, a telekinetic power usually reserved only for the gods. With the power of biotechnology, we
will create perfect bodies and extend our life spans. We will also be able to create life forms that have never
walked the surface of the earth. With the power of nanotechnology, we will be able to take an object and turn
it into something else, to create something seemingly almost out of nothing. We will ride not in fiery chariots
but in sleek vehicles that will soar by themselves with almost no fuel, floating effortlessly in the air. With our
engines, we will be able to harness the limitless energy of the stars. We will also be on the threshold of sending
star ships to explore those nearby.
Although this godlike power seems unimaginably advanced, the seeds of all these technologies are being
planted even as we speak. It is modern science, not chanting and incantations, that will give us this power…
The culmination of all these upheavals is the formation of a planetary civilization, what physicists call a Type
I civilization. This transition is perhaps the greatest transition in history, marking a sharp departure from all
civilizations of the past.”

Professor Kaku may be right, but I fear there are other seeds; the seeds of our own destruction. At least the
destruction of our souls, for science has no proof of that area of our being, and no inkling that it matters. I do
not anticipate hailing the triumph of science, at least not until it can cure the common cold and explain why
humans and animals yawn. And then what will science explain of us?
It is time to be old,
To take in sail:-The god of bounds,
Who sets to seas a shore,
Came to me in his fatal rounds,
And said: 'No more!
---Ralph Waldo Emerson

