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A Tribute to
Tomorrow

By William R. Hicks

Inspired by Walt Disney & Joseph J.
Hicks

 


I daydream of a place, of a clean land

People move slowly on an elevated track

Other people move faster on a longer elevated
track

There are many plants and trees about

 


The inner space is glimpsed

The outer worlds are explored

People are happy and having fun

Their imaginations are peaked

 


You may think you’ve been there

I daresay you have not

For this place does not exist

It is but a vision…

 


…a vision of what could be…
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“It’s kind of fun to do the
impossible.” — Walt Disney
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 I went to bed one
night thinking of a long conversation that I had had
with my older brother, Joe, earlier on that same day. We were
talking about going to Disneyland, and Tomorrowland
came up. We chatted about what we thought Walt Disney had intended
it to be—we agreed that it was his vision for the future and what
it could be. My wife, Elise, climbed in bed to my left and I kissed
her good night.

I awoke to the sensation of cool moisture on
my back. I figured it was simply due to the fact that it was a warm
summer evening and my back had been perspiring, but when I opened
my eyes I realized that I was very wrong. My eyes were ablaze with
shimmering light and I found myself lying on a grassy hillside with
Elise to my left, in the exact place where I had last seen her.
“What the…?!” I exclaimed aloud. “Where are we?”

“Huh…wha…?” Elise stirred next to me.

“Uh…Elise,” I propped myself up on one elbow
and tapped her on the shoulder. “Are you awake?”

“I-I am now,” she whispered, squinting her
eyes. “What’s wrong?”

“We must be dreaming,” I explained. “But it
sure as hell doesn’t feel like any dream that I have ever had!”

Elise opened her eyes and looked around. She
quickly jolted her body upward and peered around in shock,
shouting, “This is a dream?! But why do I feel so awake?!”

“I know…right???!”

What our eyes beheld was unlike anything that
we had ever seen before. What I mean to say is that it felt like…in
the country, as there were lakes and streams amidst orchards, with
rows and rows of fruit trees and grape vines, and yet superimposed
over all of this was some sort of sprawling city! It actually
looked like the city was made mostly of glass, as if the whole
thing was a mirage or something. We sat and gawked as humongous
circular crafts periodically arose from the center of the city
several hundred feet into the air, glowed with a luminous light,
and then shot upward high into the sky and disappeared from
sight.

We heard a voice behind us say, “Where in the
world are we?”

Elise and I quickly turned around and it was
my brother, Joe, a little higher up on the hill. He was sitting up
and rubbing his eyes, wearing an old tattered ‘I <heart> NY’
T-shirt, and some equally tattered Bermuda shorts. He was barefoot
just as we were.

“Joe?” I said, perplexed. “Welcome to a very,
very, vivid dream! Check out the futuristic city.”

“It looks pretty cool!” he exclaimed. We all
sat there for a long while observing the city below. The topography
reminded me of the few times that I had visited my mother’s family
in southern Iowa—they live in Portsmouth, where there are rolling
hills and fields, and it feels very peaceful. “Well, should we go
investigate?”

“I’m up for it!” Elise said gleefully.
“Although it feels pretty strange to be walking around in our silk
pajamas and bare feet.”

“Yeah, well, it’s only a dream. I don’t know
about you two, but I am getting pretty hungry,” I commented,
rubbing my stomach.

“I could eat,” Elise acknowledged.

“Now that you mention it, I could grab a
bite,” Joe said, following suit.

We stood up and walked along the cool grassy
hill until we reached a winding dirt trail lined with fruit trees.
I snatched a fat luscious peach from one of the branches and took a
bite. Juice oozed from where I bit it and it was the most succulent
peach that I had ever tasted. “Holy cow!” I exclaimed. “Elise and
Joe, you have to try one of these!” They did, and pretty much had
the same reaction that I did.

“It’s perfect!” Elise blurted.

“It is!” Joe agreed, while slurping the peach
juices.

We strolled further along the path, and I
peered down the rows and rows of fruit trees. The Sun’s rays
filtered down through the branches and leaves of the trees. Dust
particles danced in the light and insects fluttered between the
rows, apparently at peace with the world. Down one of the long
rows, which seemed to go on into infinity, was what looked like a
large metallic insect picking fruit and placing it into a
container.

“Hey, look at that!” I shouted while pointing
my index finger at the mechanical creature.

“Wow, that’s cool!” Joe exclaimed with a
smile.

“Now, that’s how you pick fruit!” Elise
observed.

We just stood there for a while observing the
smooth movements and grace of the robotic insect as it moved
along.

“That sure is impressive,” I added as we
continued to move along. Other rows had multiple
‘insectoid-pickers’ as we called them, but we stopped at one row
where we actually saw people picking the fruit.

“Well that’s odd,” Joe stated very
matter-of-factly. “Why are those people picking fruit when they
have robots to do the work?”

“Good question,” I agreed.

Elise pointed out that the people were having
a good time, and she was right! They were laughing and singing as
they picked ripe fruit in the beautiful weather. A wind wafted
between the trees and rustled the leaves as if to accentuate this
observation.

 


“Whatever floats their boat,” Joe sighed. “I
guess I can see how it could be fun.”

“We can have fun doing anything if we choose
to,” Elise shared.

“Good point, Love,” I recognized, while
taking her hand.

We journeyed on past the orchard and through
a vineyard, where clusters of little grapes were growing, but which
were not quite ready to be picked. It would be another several
months until harvest time. Up ahead, above the vineyard, I noticed
what appeared to be an elevated track of some kind. Elise and Joe
saw it as well, and we strolled amongst the vines toward one of the
pillars. As we approached it, a clear and tubular train full of
people came zipping out of a nearby forest along the track and sped
away over vines and orchards toward the city in the distance. We
reached the pillar but it had seemed a lot farther away than it
actually was because it was so thin. I reached out and touched a
cool, clear, yet whitish pillar, which held up the track. The
diameter was not much bigger than six inches!

“Wow! It doesn’t seem thick enough to hold up
the track, let alone a train full of people!” I evaluated, quite
stunned. “What is this material?!” The pillar was like glass or
crystal, and sunlight passed through it giving it a white hue, with
an occasional flash of color depending on the angle at which I
viewed it. I also observed that there were intricate but subtle
designs on the pillar as if it were hand carved. That’s peculiar, I
thought as I reflected on the column. Surely a machine created
these somewhere, but the detail is exquisite!

Joe reached out and touched it as well and
said, “It almost feels hollow.”

Elise tapped on it and it made a sound
similar to a tuning fork. “Very interesting,” she admitted. A deer
suddenly trotted between two vines next to us and startled us. It
stopped just a few feet a way and stared at us. “Why hello there,”
Elise said, holding out her hand.

“Elise, what are you doing?” I asked, warily.
“Don’t these things have lime disease or something?”

“No, she’s fine,” Elise replied casually. The
deer approached and Elise petted her on the forehead. “Besides,
this is a dream…remember?”

“I know,” I responded, somewhat defensively.
I actually didn’t know. I mean, I had totally forgotten that this
was a dream until Elise had reminded me. That sure explains all
of the strange things that we have observed, I contemplated.
But boy, it sure doesn’t seem like one!

The deer walked away between the vines and
stopped a few yards away. A white rabbit stepped out from behind a
vine and the two just looked at each other. The rabbit glanced up
at us, and then ran away toward the city. It looked back at us as
if to say, Well, are you knuckleheads coming or not? The
three of us simply looked at each other, shrugged, and followed the
hopping creature toward the city. As we were walking, several
people literally flew over our heads in the same direction, each
wearing some type of jetpack, giggling and carrying bags filled
with fruit.

 


~~~***~~~

 


 “Yeah! Now that’s what I’m talking
about!” I blurted. I tried to fly by running and jumping
but it didn’t work. “If this is a dream, then I should be able to
fly!”

“Well, sorry, honey, it seems like you need
jetpacks in this dream,” Elise said, teasingly.

“That’s ridiculous!” I exclaimed, annoyed. “A
dream with rules! Then we need to get our hands on a few of those
because I know you don’t want me to use one in real life.”

Elise laughed and remarked, “For your own
safety!”

“They didn’t look like jetpacks as we’ve
learned to think of them,” Joe noticed. “They were quiet and just
seemed to hover. Perhaps they use some kind of antigravity
technology that we’re not aware of.”

“A dream, remember! A dream, guys!” Elise
chastised.

“We know, Love,” I said. “But just play
along…it’s more fun that way!”

Another train whipped along the cylindrical
track above as we followed the track, and rabbit, into the city. On
the outskirts, we reached a small walkup eatery. I stepped into the
shade of a sleek awning, which jutted out over the counter, to take
a glance at the menu. There was no menu to speak of, only a sign
which read, ‘Nothing dies in the making of this food. All food is
made from particles and wave patterns.’ “Sounds appetizing!” I said
sarcastically. A man stood motionless behind the counter, with his
back to us. He wore a twilight blue cap and jumpsuit. “Excuse me,
but what do you serve here?” I politely asked the man.

“Hello,” he answered, slowly turning around.
“We will serve you anything that you wish.” I jumped back,
surprised, for this was no man, but rather a humanistic robot! It
was very lifelike and convincing, but a robot nonetheless.

“U-uh…of course you will,” I turned around to
look back at Elise and Joe. “Do you two want anything?”

“I don’t have any money,” Joe replied. “But I
like the robot.”

“Oh yeah, money. I forgot about that,” I
said, checking my pocketless pajamas for cash as if I had rushed
out of our home without my coat, which had my wallet. What are
you doing, William? Are you trying to convince this robot that you
usually do carry cash when you wake up in a strange land? I
silently teased myself. Maybe if you keep rubbing, your pajamas
will turn into money and you’ll fly!

“Ahem…dream!” Elise repeated like a
broken record.

“You do not need money here,” said the robot
in a friendly tone.

“See,” Elise added.

“Well, in that case, I will have a
cheeseburger, fries, and a cherry soda, please,” Joe ordered,
cheerfully.

“And I’ll have a medium deluxe pizza with a
root beer,” I added.

“A barbeque chicken salad, and an iced tea
for me,” Elise said.

“Coming right up!” replied the robot man.

In a matter of moments the food was placed on
the counter by the robot.

“That was fast…even for a dream!” I
exclaimed, and shot a smile at Elise.

A couple at a nearby table looked us over as
if they recognized us. They were dressed peculiarly (not that
we weren’t) and it felt uncomfortable to be examined by
these strangers.

We carried our food to a table amongst the
grape vines and adjacent to a small body of water leading into the
city. People in boats leisurely floated on the surface and all of
them came across as genuinely happy. The table was covered by a
sleek, clear umbrella, which changed color based on the intensity
of the Sun. When a cloud would pass between the Sun and us, the
umbrella would become clearer, but in direct sunlight it would turn
more opaque red, yellow or blue. The chairs were extremely
comfortable and seemed to conform to our bodies—they were smooth
and clear like the train track pillar, but had a more malleable
property. They also had elaborate patterns, which looked natural
and yet imaginative at the same time. We devoured our food and it
was surprisingly delicious. “Not bad for particles and wave
patterns!” I quipped.

“What do we do now?” Joe asked, slurping the
last remnant of his cherry soda. I pondered this question as I
gazed across the water at some swaying Eucalyptus trees, which
hypnotized me into
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