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      Introduction

One of the annoyingly recurrent questions (albeit a distant third to ‘Where do you get your ideas from?’ and ‘Do you believe in all that, then?’) frequently asked of SF writers is: ‘Which SF predictions have come true?’ As the questioner is likely to be driving you fast through traffic, cutting your hair, holding a microphone in your face, or being nice to you at some social occasion, it’s best to be polite. The usual answer to FAQ #3 is that SF isn’t about prediction but possibilities. That a small number of these manifold possibilities have ‘come true’ is neither here nor there. But, as The Encyclopedia of Science Fiction’s article on the topic admits, we SF readers still point proudly at the few shots that hit the target, even as we wave a disclaiming and diverting hand past the shredded shrubbery around it.

There are, however, some novels that are hard to discuss without taking the question of prediction seriously. This is one of them. Furthermore, it’s one I can’t help taking personally. I first read this novel within two or three years of its publication in 1968. The novel is set in 2010. It’s an odd experience to live through the immediate impact of a vision of the future, and then to live on past that future’s date. It’s enough to make you feel old. (Living past the dates in my own novels doesn’t have that effect, possibly because I’m kicking myself for having been so improvident as to put the dates in in the first place.)

John Brunner (1934 – 1995) had a long and prolific career, in which four novels stand out for their length, ambition, and technique. Stand on Zanzibar, The Jagged Orbit (1969), The Sheep Look Up (1972) and The Shockwave Rider (1975) all deploy multi-viewpoint narratives jump-cut with excerpts from real and imaginary documents: scientific journals, television newscasts, popular sociology tracts, rants, sermons, poems, and even in one case a medicine-bottle label. Each novel is focused on a particular social theme, respectively overpopulation, militarism, pollution, and communication/surveillance. The focus is unblinking but not blinkered: each presents a partial (in every sense) view of a world that we see complete.

In that sense, they aren’t dystopias. Dystopias usually work as satires in which a single trend, aspect or institution of society is taken to an extreme. There’s an element of that in Brunner’s dark quartet, to be sure, but it never overwhelms the whole. They’re more like disaster novels, with the difference that the disasters are socially self-inflicted, and are not arbitrary. Nothing here comes out of the blue.

These points apply most strongly to Stand on Zanzibar. Today, it reads like an alternate history set in the present rather than one of yesterday’s tomorrows revisited. Noting where it diverges from the real 2010 is more a case of respecting Brunner’s well-researched and considered futurology, based as it was on what seemed at the time sound science and sharp observation, than of scoring his predictions as successful or failed.

Relations between races and sexes, sex and sexuality, nations and corporations, plans and markets, East and West, North and South have evolved in directions Brunner didn’t foresee. He got the global population right – seven billion – but its local distribution and standard of living spectacularly wrong. There aren’t fifty million starving people in Calcutta and Delhi, or thirteen million affluent but stressed-out citizens of New York. Spree killers – ‘muckers’ in the book – are spawned in the spacious suburbs, not the crowded core. Politically motivated mass killers – ‘partisans’ – in the United States have been Islamists or (by their own lights) strict US constitutionalists. Brunner’s imagined nation of Yatakang is clearly a projection of Indonesia under the left-leaning President Sukarno, but by the time the book was being written Sukarno had lost power, his Communist allies massacred in one of the century’s worst peacetime bloodbaths.

Nevertheless, much of what Brunner wrote was indeed prescient: the increasingly fragmentary and hysterical tone of networked news, the public acceptance of homosexuality, the technical procedures of genetic engineering, the converse fortunes of tobacco and marijuana. America would, as the novel clearly implies but never quite states, lose the war in Vietnam – an outcome by no means widely expected before the Tet Offensive of 1968. The pro-Chinese partisans operating inside US territory were very much what the Weathermen – the terrorist splinter of the New Left – would within a year strive (ineffectually) to become. Brunner’s transcript of a zock music video could be shot today as punk or death metal without changing a word. The well-off but subtly malnourished and deeply debt-laden New Poor are with us now. Even the mistaken projections have a logic: New York is overcrowded because without private cars there can be no suburbia. His hollowed-out Detroit, echoing with angry, amplified music, may have a back-story different from that of ours, but its endpoint is the same.

Stand on Zanzibar was not only the longest and most technically adventurous genre SF novel to date: it was also one of the first to strive for a truly global view, giving (however problematically in some respects) non-Western countries and non-White protagonists full recognition as major players in their own right, rather than as exotic setting and alien Other (or assimilated American). The novel was written before the upheavals of 1968, but reads as if it came after them and was responding to their impact, and to extrapolate their long after-shocks into the next century.

The sources of information for, and the precise timing of the composition of, the book are therefore crucial to understanding its vision of the future. According to Jad Smith’s important and detailed study John Brunner (University of Illinois Press, 2012) after spending a late summer month travelling in the United States, Brunner began drafting Stand on Zanzibar in the autumn and winter of 1966, three years after conceiving the general idea for the book, and after two years of ‘casual research, clipping articles from magazines such as New Society and New Scientist on topics ranging from the possible link between population growth and urban violence to the role of heredity in disease.’ He mailed in the manuscript in February 1967.

Brunner was (like many SF writers) an assiduous reader of New Scientist, contributing a number of letters to it over many years and a final, gloomy article on SF in April 1993. Thanks to Google’s Advanced Book Search, it’s now easy to browse and search New Scientist from 1957 to 1989. Even a cursory survey of issues from the early- to mid-1960s demonstrates that Brunner’s views on (e.g.) the relevance of animal behaviour to understanding human behaviour, the world’s incapacity to feed its growing population in the remainder of the 20th Century, the likely persistence of mass poverty and starvation in the underdeveloped countries, and the efficacy and indeed indispensability of computer-assisted planning in rapid economic development, were all based on facts and arguments that were widely accepted and authoritatively endorsed in its pages.

In the issue of 16 January 1964, for example, Professor Abdus Salam, FRS, wrote: ‘I would like to live to regret my words but twenty years from now, I am positive, the less-developed world will be as hungry, as relatively undeveloped, and as desperately poor, as today.’ Happily, the distinguished Pakistani physicist did live to see (and indeed -- by his own tireless work in research, development, education and public advocacy -- contribute to) the falsification of his grim prophecy. Salam’s view was all too typical of the magazine: the great plant geneticist Norman Borlaug gets only one passing mention in the 1960s, and the Green Revolution, which he pioneered in those very years and that radically increased food production across much of the world, none at all (and short shrift thereafter, I might add).

Likewise, the promising prospect of applying the new computer-enabled management techniques on a wide scale in underdeveloped countries is fascinatingly outlined in ‘Network Planning and Economic Development’ (27 June 1963) by Bohdan O. Szuprowicz, a consultant for a New York corporation. His worked-through example of a possible application, to the Nigerian Federal Government’s Development Programme for 1962-68, reads like a prototype of the novel’s AI-guided programme for Brunner’s fictional West African nation, Beninia. 

Brunner’s world-building was thus firmly grounded in the best available popularizations of current scientific thinking in many fields. His novel found a readership already open to, or at least aware of, this apparent consensus of informed opinion. Around the time of Stand on Zanzibar’s production and publication, several bestsellers brought biological interpretations of human behaviour and gloomy projections for population growth to a wider public than the readership of New Scientist: notably The Territorial Imperative (1966) by Robert Ardrey, Desmond Morris’s The Naked Ape (1967) and The Human Zoo (1969), and The Population Bomb (1968) by Paul R. Ehrlich and Anne Ehrlich. Their paperbacks were soon in most bookshops (and in the case of The Naked Ape many newsagents, to be bought by schoolboys who perhaps mistook the book’s cover for its content). Readers at the time – as I well remember – found the biologically-rooted social criticisms voiced by the novel’s most engaging character, the gonzo sociologist Chad C. Mulligan, both resonant and persuasive.

SF readers, meanwhile, had become used to (if not always pleased with) radical innovations in the genre’s technique and content. Bold departures from the pulp narrative style and conservative social defaults of traditional SF had been pioneered by the New Wave, most strikingly for British readers through Michael Moorcock’s editorship of New Worlds. Much of the New Wave’s technical innovation was a simple matter of applying to science fiction techniques and narrative forms (stream-of-consciousness, fake artefact, condensation, fragmentation) long since assimilated in mainstream literary fiction. Seeking a technique to delineate an entire society, Brunner found it in the Modernist work of John Dos Passos, decades earlier, and an update in the communications theories of Marshall McLuhan.

After giving us due warning of his technique and its purpose (‘Context (0) The Innis Mode’) Brunner throws us in at the deep end, with a brief transcript of a frenetic newscast followed by a long chapter of soundbite introductions to his cast and setting. We may flail at first, but soon learn to swim. An early chapter, ‘Context (4) The Subject Matter’, tabulates the world of Brunner’s 2010, divided into Developed, Developing and Underdeveloped countries. Whatever the differences with our world, the division is familiar and some of its details can still raise a dark laugh of recognition: ‘Government by public apathy. Government by “revolutionary parties”. “Broken-backed” government’ is one line in the matrix.

The chapters are divided into four streams braided through the text: ‘Context’, which provides in-depth background information; ‘The Happening World’, which supplies updates and news items on surface events; ‘Tracking with Closeups’, which traces the fates of minor characters; and ‘Continuity’, which carries the plotline: a complex intertwining of two straightforward stories that knot together at the end.

Brunner’s 2010 is, as I’ve emphasised more than enough, not ours, but in its distorted mirror we can see ourselves. Overpopulation may not be the root cause of our problems, but with our easy distraction, mutual indifference, fractal divisions, chasmic inequalities, and obsolete hatreds we too find ourselves ‘by the tens of thousands … knee-deep in the water around Zanzibar.’

Ken MacLeod
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      context (0)

      THE INNIS MODE

      
      “There is nothing wilful or arbitrary about the Innis mode of expression. Were it to be translated into perspective prose,
         it would not only require huge space, but the insight into the modes of interplay among forms of organisation would also be
         lost Innis sacrificed point of view and prestige to his sense of the urgent need for insight A point of view can be a dangerous
         luxury when substituted for insight and understanding. As Innis got more insight he abandoned any mere point of view in his
         presentation of knowlege. When he interrelates the development of the steam press with ‘the consolidation of the vernaculars’
         and the rise of nationalism and revolution he is not reporting anybody’s point of view, least of all his own. He is setting
         up a mosaic configuration or galaxy for insight … Innis makes no effort to ‘spell out’ the interrelations between the components
         in his galaxy. He offers no consumer packages in his later work, but only do-it-yourself kits …”
      

      
      —Marshall McLuhan: The Gutenberg Galaxy
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      context (1)

      
      SCANALYZE MY NAME

      
      
      Stock cue SOUND: “Presenting SCANALYZER, Engrelay Satelserv’s unique thrice-per-day study of the big big scene, the INdepth INdependent INmediate
         INterface between you and your world!”
      

      
      Stock cue VISUAL: cliptage, splitscreen, cut in bridge-melder, Mr. & Mrs. Everywhere depth under (today MAMP, Mid-Atlantic Mining Project),
         space over (today freefly-suiting), transiting (today Simplon Acceleratube), digging (today as every day homimage with autoshout).
      

      
      Autoshout cue: “It’s happening it’s happening! SCANALYZER SCANALYZER SCANALYZER SCANALYZER SCANALYZER SCANALYZER—”
      

      
      Stock cue VISUAL: cliptage, wholescreen, planet Earth turning jerk-jerk-jerk and holding meridians for GMT, EST, PCT, Pacific Conflict Zone
         Time.
      

      
      Live cue SOUND: “And it’s six poppa-momma for the happening people keeping it straight and steady on that old Greenwich Mean Time—how mean
         can time get, you tell me, hm? Zee for zero, bee for base, counting down to one after ess ee eks—sorree—ess EYE eks! We know what’s happening happening HAPPENING but that piece of the big big scene is strictly up to you, Mr. and Mrs. Everywhere—or Mr. and Miss, or Miss and
         Miss, or Mister and Mister, take your pick, hah-hah! Counting down to one after one poppa-momma for that good old Eastern Standard tie-yum, one after ten anti-matter for the Pacific Coast, and for all of you fighting
         the good fight in lonely midocean one after seven anti-matter—PIPS!”
      

      
      Clock cue: 5 × 1-sec. countdown pips on G in alt, minute signal on C in alt.
      

      
      Plug cue: “No time like the present for things to happen in, no better way to keep time straight and steady than by the signal from
         General Technics’ critonium clock, so accuright it serves to judge the stars.”
      

      
      Script cue VISUAL: cliptage, splitscreen, excerpts from day’s news.
      

      
      Live cue SOUND: “And no better way to keep abreast—pardon—than with SCANALYZER!”
      

      
      Cut autoshout cue. (If they haven’t made it by this time they’ve switched off.)
      

      
      Plug cue: “SCANALYZER is the one single, the ONLY study of the news in depth that’s processed by General Technics famed computer Shalmaneser,
         who sees all, hears all, knows all save only that which YOU, Mr. and Mrs. Everywhere, wish to keep to yourselves.”
      

      
      Script cue: the happening world.
      

   



      
      context (2)

      
      EDITORIAL SLOT

      
      
      Stock cue VISUAL: cliptage, wholescreen, atmospheric type, orchestrated, first favouring copter views and MCU’s New Jersey Turnpike Jam 1977
         (¾ million cars o/w 16,-000-odd had to be crushed in situ) intercut w crush-hour shots Fifth Ave., Oxford St, Red Sq.; later
         favouring cretins, morons, phocomeli.
      

      
      Live cue SOUND: “Today we congratulate Puerto Rico on the defeat it’s inflicted on the baby-farming lobby. People who have celebrated their
         twenty-first find it hard to believe that a mere thirty years ago highways and cities were choked to strangulation point with
         masses of allegedly moving metal that got in each other’s way so much we finally saw sense. Why worry about two tons of complicated
         steel gadgetry you won’t need when you get where you’re going—that won’t even get you there in reasonable time? Worse yet—which
         measurably shortens your life through cancer or bronchitis thanks to the stench it emits!
      

      
      “Like living creatures, automobiles expired when their environment became saturated with their own excreta. We ourselves are living creatures. We don’t want the same to happen to us. That’s why we have eugenic legislation. Praise the J-but-O State
         for joining the majority of us who have seen the danger coming and resolved to put up with the minor inconveniences it entails when we decide to control the human
         elements of the big scene we inhabit.
      

      
      “This has been a Greater New York Times editorial slot.”

   



      
      
      context (3)

      
      YOU HAVE TO PUSH HIM OVER

      
      “It’s no coincidence”

      
      (COINCIDENCE You weren’t paying attention to the other half of what was going on.

      
      —The Hipcrime Vocab by Chad C. Mulligan)
      

      
      “that we have muckers. Background: ‘mucker’ is an Anglicisation of ‘amok’. Don’t believe anyone who says it’s a shifted pronunciation
         of ‘mugger’. You can survive a mugger, but if you want to survive a mucker the best way is not to be there when it happens.
      

      
      “Prior to the twentieth century the densest concentration of human beings was almost certainly found in Asian cities. (Except
         Rome and I’m coming to Rome later.) When too many people got in your way you armed yourself with a panga or a kris and went
         out to cut some throats. It didn’t matter if you were educated in their use or not—the people you came up against were in
         their normal frame of reference and died. You were in the berserk frame of reference. Background: the berserkers developed
         from communities who for a large part of the year sat on their asses in Norwegian fjordal valleys with an unclimbable mountain
         range on each side, a lid of horrible grey cloud on top, and you couldn’t get away by sea either because of the winter storms.
      

      
      
      “There’s a saying among the Nguni of South Africa that you didn’t only have to kill a Zulu warrior—you had to push him over
         to make him lie down. Background: Chaka Zulu made it a policy to take his assegai-fodder from their parents in early childhood
         and raise them in barrack-like conditions owning no possessions bar a spear, a shield and a sheath to hide the penis, with
         absolutely no privacy. He made independently the same discovery the Spartans made.
      

      
      “Also it was when Rome had already become the world’s first million-city that the Eastern mystery religions with their concomitant
         self-privation and self-mutilation took hold. You fell in behind the procession honouring Cybele, you seized a knife from
         one of the priests, you cut your balls off and ran through the streets waving them till you came to a house with the door
         open when you threw them over the threshold. They gave you an outfit of women’s clothing and you joined the priesthood. Reflect
         on the pressure that drove you to think that that was the easy way out!”
      

      
      —You’re an Ignorant Idiot by Chad C. Mulligan
      

   



      
      context (4)

      
      THE SUBJECT MATTER

      
      
      
         
            
            	Developed
            
            	Developing
            
            	Underdeveloped
            
         

         
         
         
         
            
            	U.S.A., Common Europe, U.S.S.R., Australia (e.g.)
            
            	China, Yatakang, Egypt, Repub. Union of Nigeria w. Ghana (e.g.)
            
            	Ceylon, Beninia, Afghanistan, Mozambique (e.g.)
            
         

         
         
            
            	Govt. by public apathy
            
            	Govt. by “revolutionary parties”
            
            	“Broken-backed” govt.
            
         

         
         
            
            	Currency subject to frequent revaluation through inflation
            
            	Artificially supported by official action
            
            	Subject to arbitrary fluctuations
            
         

         
         
            
            	Employment by private contract
            
            	Controlled by state
            
            	A matter of luck
            
         

         
         
            
            	News and entertainment media support govt, owing to patronage and political inertia 
            
            	Directly controlled by govt. agencies, monolithic viewpoint 
            
            	Run on amateur basis and subject to lapses of taste and reliability
            
         

         
         
            
            	Diet varied but factory-or battery-produced, requiring expensive supplements
            
            	Less varied but distributed by efficient rationing system ensuring balanced quality 
            
            	Below subsistence level, rationing inefficiently administered
            
         

         
         
            
            	Medicare: some free (maternity, child welfare, old age), rest paid for but of high standard
            
            	All medicare free irrespective of nature but of generally lower quality
            
            	All paid for but of minimal standard; some states employ witch-doctors
            
         

         
         
         
            
            	Military service by draft; selective, much evasion; loyalty of inductees reinforced by psychol. Techniques
            
            	Universal draft, negligible evasion, loyalty enforced by social climate
            
            	Army and navy escape routes for poverty victims, subject to revolutionary outbursts and largely indep. of govt.
            
         

         
         
            
            	Apts universal in cities, houses in low-density areas, street-sleeping permissive though discouraged
            
            	Apts universal, houses for those in govt. favour, street-sleeping punishable
            
            	Houses, shacks, hovels, no relevant legislation, much overcrowding
            
         

         
         
            
            	Expressplane, acceleratube, rapitrans, copter, fuel-cell taxi, flywheel bus, etc.
            
            	Expressplane, fly-wheel bus, fuel-cell taxi, pedal-cab, bicycle, etc.
            
            	Bus, truck, bicycle, draft animals, etc.
            
         

         
         
            
            	Phones efficient with viewscreens
            
            	Efficient in towns but not outside, some circuits sound only
            
            	Unreliable
            
         

         
         
            
            	Eugenic legislation agst. idiocy, phenyl-ketonuria, haemo-philia, diabetes, dichromatism, etc.; enforcement strict
            
            	Idiocy, phenylketo-nuria, haemophilia, etc.; enforcement limited by lack of resources
            
            	None enforced or enforceable
            
         

         
         
            
            	Clothes subject to fashion, many disposables for cheapness
            
            	Clothes state-chosen and made, disposables regarded as luxury
            
            	Robes to rags; 1 garment often has several wearers
            
         

         
         
            
            	Homosexuality tolerated, ambivalence taken for granted
            
            	Extreme intolerance; biwing punishable and socially discouraged
            
            	Attitudes dictated by tradition and custom
            
         

         
         
            
            	Tobacco banned owing to carcinogenic effects
            
            	Tolerated subj. to exclusion of carcinogens
            
            	Smoked
            
         

         
         
            
            	Marijuana legal, becoming socialized
            
            	Tolerated
            
            	Traditionally socialised
            
         

         
         
            
            	Liquor socialised irresp. of legality
            
            	Legal in many countries but discouraged
            
            	Made at home
            
         

         
         
            
            	Psychedelics illegal, tolerated
            
            	Illegal, fierce enforcement
            
            	Too expensive
            
         

         
         
         
            
            	Resources running low
            
            	Vigorously exploited
            
            	Sold abroad or in-competently handled
            
         

         
         
            
            	Population human
            
            	Population human
            
            	Population human
            
         

         
         
         
      


      
      HUMAN BEING You’re one. At least, if you aren’t, you know you’re a Martian or a trained dolphin or Shalmaneser.

      
      (If you want me to tell you more than that, you’re out of luck. There’s nothing more anybody can tell you.
      

      
      —The Hipcrime Vocab by Chad C. Mulligan)
      

   



      
      context (5)

      
      THE GRAND MANOR

      
      
      “Rather painfully, we managed to digest Darwinian evolution so far as physical attributes were concerned within half a century
         of the initial controversy. (I say ‘we,’ but if you’re a bible-thumping fundamentalist I expect you at this point to take
         the book by one corner at arm’s length and ceremonially consign it to the place where you put most sensible ideas, along with
         everything else you decline to acknowledge the existence of, such as mainly shit.)
      

      
      “We still haven’t digested the truth that evolution applies to mental functions, too—that because a dog is a dog, a dolphin
         a dolphin, it has an awareness and sense of personal identity distinct from ours but not necessarily inferior. Is an apple
         inferior to an orange?
      

      
      “But I’m trying to tell you what’s happening to you, not what’s happening to Crêpe Suzette your neurotic poodle. A good veterinary
         psychologist can probably be located by calling Information. You wouldn’t believe him if he started telling you how much you
         have in common with that pet of yours, and likely you won’t believe me. But if I annoy you sufficiently you may at least try
         to think up arguments to demonstrate how wrong I am.
      

      
      “Basically, then: you have two things in common. You’re a pack-animal; so is a dog. You’re a territorial animal; so is a dog. (The fact that we mark our manors with walls instead of urine is irrelevant.)
      

      
      “The depiction of Man the Noble Savage standing off the wolves at the cave entrance, all by himself with a club, while his
         mate and their young cower in the background, is so much whaledreck. When we were at the stage of taking refuge in caves our
         habit was almost certainly to congregate in troupes the way baboons still do, and when the dog-baboons move in everyone else—note
         that everyone!—moves out. I mean like lions will shift the scene, and a lion is not what you’d call a defenceless creature.
      

      
      “Lions are rather solitary, tending to work by couples over a manor which affords them adequate game for subsistence. Or not,
         depending on outside pressure from other members of the species. (Try owning a whole tomcat and you’ll see the process in
         miniature.) Pack-animals have the evolutionary edge—in combination they’re deadly. Lions learn this as cubs and then ignore
         the practice, which is why baboons can cave them in.
      

      
      “NB: I said ‘everyone’, not ‘everything’. You wouldn’t recognise your ancestors as people, but they were, and you still are.
         Those ancestors were arrogant bastards—how else did they become boss species on our ball of mud? You’ve inherited from them
         just about everything that makes you human, apart from a few late glosses such as language. You got territoriality along with
         the rest. If somebody trespasses on it you’re liable to turn killer—although if you don’t like the idea you can kill yourself,
         which is among our few claims to uniqueness.
      

      
      “Territoriality works this way. Take some fast-breeding animals like rats—or even rabbits, though they’re herbivorous rodents,
         not carnivores as we are—and let them multiply in an enclosure, making sure at all stages they have enough food and water.
         Early on you’ll see them behaving in the traditional rat fashion when conflicts arise: the quarrellers will square up to one
         another, feint, jab, charge and withdraw, the victory going to the more efficient braggart. Also the mothers will take good
         care, rat-style, of their young.
      

      
      “When the pen becomes crowded past a certain point, the fights won’t be symbolic any more. There’ll be corpses. And the mothers will start to eat their young.
      

      
      “It’s even more spectacular in the case of solitary creatures. Put a female ripe for mating into too small a cage that’s already
         occupied by a healthy male, and he’ll drive her out rather than give way to the reproductive urge. He may even kill her.
      

      
      “Very baldly, then: shortage of territory, of space to move around and call your own, leads to attacks on members of your
         own species in defiance even of the normal group-solidarity displayed by pack-animals. Lost your temper with anyone lately?
      

      
      “However, being a member of a species that’s nothing if not ingenious, you’ve figured out two directions in which you can
         abstract your territoriality: one is to privacy, the other is to property.
      

      
      “Of the two, the former is more animal and more reliable. Your base need is to have a manor defined against a peer group,
         but you don’t have to do as dogs, tomcats and sundry other species do—mark it out with a physical trace, then patrol it constantly
         to scare away intruders. You can abstract to a small enclosed area where no one else trespasses without your permission, and
         on this basis you can operate fairly rationally. One of the first concomitants of affluence is a rapid raising of privacy-standards:
         someone from a comparatively low-income background has to accept that his childhood will be lived in a crowded, busy environment—in
         contemporary household terms, one room of the dwelling (if it has more than one) will be a family-room and that’s the centre
         of operations. Someone from a more prosperous home, however, will take it for granted from about the time he learns to read
         that there’s a room where he can go in and shut the door against the world.
      

      
      “This is why (a) men from wealthy backgrounds make better companions under privative conditions such as a Moon voyage—they
         don’t feel that their human environment is a permanent infringement of their right to a manor, no matter how thoroughly it’s
         been abstracted from the original referent of a piece of terrain (b) the standard route out of the slum or ghetto is crime—equals
         getting your own back on other members of your species who trespass continually on your manor; (c) gangs develop primarily in two contexts—first,
         in the slum or ghetto where privacy as a counterpart of the manor can’t be had and a reversion takes place to the wild state,
         with pack-hunting and the patrolling of an actual physical patch of ground; and second, in the armed services, where the gang
         is dignified by being called a ‘regiment’ or some other hifalutin dirty word but where the reversion to the wild state is
         deliberately fostered by deprivation of privacy (barracks accommodation) and deprivation of property (you don’t wear the clothes
         you chose and bought, you wear a uniform which belongs to US!!!). Fighting in an army is a psychotic condition encouraged
         by a rule-of-thumb psychological technique discovered independently by every son-of-a-bitch conqueror who ever brought a backward
         people out of a comfortable, civilised state of nonentity (Chaka Zulu, Attila, Bismarck, etc.) and started them slaughtering
         their neighbours. I don’t approve of people who encourage psychoses in their fellow human beings. You probably do. Cure yourself
         of the habit.
      

      
      “We are breeding so fast that we cannot provide adequate privacy for our population. That might not be fatal—after all, it
         wasn’t until as a species we discovered affluence that the demand for it became overwhelming. But we’re undermining the alternative
         form of abstraction of territoriality, and deprived of both we’re going to wind up psychotic in the same way as a good soldier.
      

      
      “The point of abstracting to property is that the manor forms an externalised aid to self-identification. Put a man in a sensory
         deprivation tank, he comes out screaming or shaking or … We need continual environmental reassurance that we are who we think
         we are. In the wild state, the manor provides such a reassurance. In the state we’ve been describing a few paragraphs back,
         the ability to shut ourselves away from the continually fluctuating pressure of our peers enables an intermittent reassessment
         of our identity. We can lean on a group of objects—a clever surrogate for a patch of ground—but only if they have (a) strong
         personal connotations and (b) continuity. The contemporary environment denies us both. The objects we possess weren’t made
         by ourselves (unless we’re fortunate enough to display strong creative talents) but by an automated factory, and furthermore
         and infinitely worse we’re under pressure every week to replace them, change them, introduce fluidity into precisely that
         area of our lives where we most need stability. If you’re rich enough you go and buy antiques and you like them as a pipeline
         into the past, not because you’re a connoisseur.
      

      
      “The classical slave system survived for a long while despite the paradoxical discontinuity of pan-human identity which is
         implicit in any such social pattern. The American slave system was already breaking to pieces before the Civil War. Why? The
         answer is in the Code of Hammurabi, among other places—the first truly elaborate legal code we have any record of. It lays
         down fines and other punishments for personal injury. Although it’s true that the penalty for injuring a free man is heavier
         than for injuring a slave, the slave is always there. Under the Romans, a slave had a certain inalienable minimum both of property (NB!) and of civil rights, which not even his
         owner could infringe. It was thinkable for a debtor to sell himself into slavery and pay off what he owed, in the rational—maybe
         far-fetched, but not lunatic—anticipation of recouping his fortunes. The first successful banker we know about was a Greek
         slave called Pasion who made himself a millionaire, bought his freedom and went into partnership with his former bosses.
      

      
      “In the case of the American negro slave this possibility was not inherent in the system. The slave had the same human rights
         as a head of cattle—nil. A good master might conceivably manumit a slave who’d done him a good turn, or pension him off with
         his freedom as a favourite horse would be put out to pasture to spend his declining years in peace. But a bad one might decide
         to maim the man, brand him, or flog him to death with an iron-tipped cat-o’-nine-tails, and there was no one to call him to
         account.
      

      
      “True, you’re not a slave. You’re worse off than that by a long, long way. You’re a predatory beast shut up in a cage of which
         the bars aren’t fixed, solid objects you can gnaw at or in despair batter against with your head until you get punch-drunk
         and stop worrying. No, those bars are the competing members of your own species, at least as cunning as you on average, forever shifting around so you can’t pin them down, liable to get in your way without the least warning, disorienting
         your personal environment until you want to grab a gun or an axe and turn mucker. (This is in essence why people do that.)
      

      
      “And there are more of them than ever before—and you’ve grown to expect privacy so that every now and then you can take the pressure off, but that privacy is becoming more
         and more expensive so that it’s considered normal for even well-paid businessmen to share their apartments in order to enjoy
         luxuries their own salaries won’t stretch to, such as rooms large enough to hold their private possessions as well as themselves—and you’re being commanded by today’s aggressive advertising to throw out those cherished belongings and get others which are
         strange to you—and you’re being told day and night from authoritative official sources that people you don’t know but who adhere to some mysterious
         quasi-religious precepts known as Marxist-Leninist-Maoist dogma and communicate in a language whose characters you can’t even
         recognise as real writing are trying to trespass on your national gang’s manor—and …
      

      
      “In the last decade of the twentieth century sales of tranks soared a whopping thirteen hundred per cent. Unless you’ve been
         living in a country too poor to furnish the supplies, the odds are that two of every five of your acquaintances are dicties—perhaps
         on some socially acceptable drug like alcohol, but quite likely on a trank that by way of side-effect depresses orgasmic capacity
         and compels the user to resort to orgies in order to stimulate flagging potency, or on a product like Skulbustium which offers
         the tempting bait of a totally, untrespassably private experience and entrains senile dementia rather more certainly than
         tobacco entrains cancer of the lung.
      

      
      “In short: your life from birth to death resembles the progress of a hopelessly drunk tightrope walker whose act has been
         so bad up till now that he’s being bombarded with rotten eggs and broken bottles.
      

      
      “And if you fall off, what they will do is broadly this: they’ll take you out of the environment you’re used to—you don’t
         like it much, but at least it’s not totally strange—and put you somewhere else you’ve never been before. Your key deprivation is of territoriality; they will shove you in a cell
         which has nothing whatever about it to help identify you as an individual. Your secondary lacks are of abstracted territoriality-equivalents; they will take away the clothes you
         chose yourself and give you tattered second-or twentieth-hand garments, and you will have no privacy whatever because on the
         basis of a time-schedule deliberately randomised so that you can’t even brace yourself for the impact by the clock of hunger
         you carry in your stomach they will fling open the door and stare at you to see what you’re doing.
      

      
      “You will wind up inventing a private language because there’s no other way of isolating yourself; you’ll scrawl on the walls
         with your excrement because nothing else in the place belongs to you except the products of your own body; and they will call
         you a hopeless case and intensify the treatment’ you’re receiving.
      

      
      “Don’t say that it won’t happen to you. The odds in favour have been going up daily for a hundred years. You know at least
         half a dozen people who have been in mental hospitals, and of that half-dozen at least one was related to you, even if no
         more closely than as a cousin. Again, if this is not the case, that’s because you’ve been living in a country too poor to
         afford enough mental hospitals for its population on the generally accepted scale.
      

      
      “Thank heaven for such countries! You might do worse than emigrate to one if what I’ve been saying worries you.”

      
      —You: Beast by Chad C. Mulligan
      

   



      
      context (6)

      
      ONE COMES OUT WHERE …

      
      
      Beninia (ben-IN’-ya): country W. Africa, N. of Bight of Benin. 6330 sq. mi. Est. pop. (1999) 870,000. *Port Mey (127,000). Fishing,
         agriculture, handicrafts.
      

      
      Brit. crown col. & protectorate 1883–1971. Indep. repub. 1971–date.

      
      85% Shinka, 10% Holaini, 3% Inoko, 2% Kpala, 30% Xian, 30% Muslin, 40% misc. pagan.

      
      “… and remains today one of the cruellest legacies of colonial exploitation, a country which owes its present gross overpopulation
         to an influx of refugees from tribal conflicts in adjacent territories and almost completely lacks the natural resources to
         support itself. Recipient of endless UN aid, it has been reduced to the status of a beggar in the comity of nations despite
         President Obomi’s proud rejection of Chinese ‘technical assistance’. With the unfortunate fate of some of the former French
         colonies before him, possibly he was wise in the long term, but the long term is not yet here and the short term promises
         famine and plague … ”
      

      
      (NEGRO Member of a subgroup of the human race who hails, or whose ancestors hailed, from a chunk of land nicknamed—not by
         its residents—Africa. Superior to the Caucasian in that negroes did not invent nuclear weapons, the automobile, Christianity, nerve gas, the concentration camp, military epidemics, or the megalopolis.
      

      
      —The Hipcrime Vocab by Chad C. Mulligan)
      

      
      “Old Zad’s been in that job for going on forty years and I can’t help wondering whether the reason he sticks it is because
         he wants to or whether there simply isn’t anyone else in the whole benighted country fit to take over his chair!”
      

   



      
      context (7)

      
      BULL FIGHT

      
      
      Scene: a cathedral during morning service.
      

      
      Cast: Bishop and congregation.
      

      
      Detail: a smear along the front rim of the pulpit. It was applied with a paintbrush and consists of a vesicant (formula related to
         mustard gas but a sight more efficient) and a hallucinogen (GT’s catalogue reference AKZ-21205 converted by boiling with dilute
         sulphuric acid into the product nicknamed “Truth or Consequences”).
      

      
      Prediction: when the Bishop closes his hands, as he invariably does, on the pulpit rail …
      

      
      Truth: “I take my text from the Book of the Revelation of St. John the Divine, from the seventeenth chapter, and from the first
         verse of that chapter. Hr-hm! ‘I will shew unto thee the judgment of the great whore that sitteth upon many waters.’
      

      
      “Now I have no doubt that some of you—(ouch! What in the name of … ?)—will have been a trifle shocked (what can possibly have made my hands smart like this?) at the choice of text which I’ve made—quite deliberately, I assure you (perhaps it’ll wear off if I try and ignore it)—in order to dramatise in the most violent possible fashion a truth which some people, professedly Christians like ourselves,
         have closed their eyes to. (It burns like hellfire!)

      
      “The point which I want to make, which I hope to convince you needs to be made, is this—and it’s quite a simple one. Because the Book from which I took my text is that among all others
         which is relevant to everyday human experience, it does not shun some of the less palatable aspects of our lives. It does
         not express approval of them, naturally, but it certainly does not censor, as it were, the home truths about us which we have
         to face squarely if we are to lead the kind of lives it’s our Christian duty to attempt. (Ah, that’s better, it’s coming down to a sort of warm glow like gloves.)

      
      “And because Man has a spark of the divine in his nature, the founders of our Church did not shrink from using very human—one
         might almost say crudely human—analogies in their teaching.
      

      
      “The analogy of the prostitute, who sells her body for gain, is one which a few generations ago might have been regarded as
         distasteful by a great number of people. But the fact that our society called such people into existence was itself a shame—a
         disgrace, one might call it, using the strict technical aspect of the term ‘grace’. Fortunately we have come to recognise
         some concomitant aspects of the responsibility with which we have been charged by being created in material bodies, and among
         these is a recognition of the fact that the fact that the choice of the symbol of marriage between our Lord and His bride
         the Church was no accident—that, in short, the union between man and wife is an expression of love, an expression of love,
         in other words—ah—an expression of love. (I hope they won’t notice if I lean back against the pillar behind me!)

      
      “Of course, prostitutes are becoming harder and harder to find these days. When I was a young man, there were some among my
         fellows who—ah—resorted to such persons, and I thought they were to be pitied, because clearly they had not come to terms
         with the built-in, as it were, faculty for expressing affection which is implied in the act which has not only the perpetuation
         of our species as its goal but also the giving of delight by one person to another or others.
      

      
      “(?)

      
      “When I say ‘others’, of course, I have in mind the regrettable fact that we human beings are far short of perfect and in a sense the full achievement of this heaven-sent faculty for pleasing one’s life’s partner is, like other human activities,
         one requiring testing and practice before the ultimate skill is achieved, and thus and therefore we find people who marry
         and genuinely regret that they chose this particular partner to whom in the upshot they are not after all suited and from
         whom with regret we part them regretfully because …
      

      
      “Well, anyway. (Never realised before how heavy and sweaty these idiotic robes can become!)

      
      “Lots of people don’t get this point, as you very well know. I mean, ever since the great schism of the late twentieth century,
         we’ve been treated to the nauseating spectacle of some head-in-the-sand bigots over there in Madrid bombarding what are supposed
         to be their fellow Catholics with a succession of bulls and encyclicals and what-not just because the Church of Rome cottoned
         on to the basic truth that there’s more to making love than manufacturing a series of babies who can be splashed with a bit
         of holy water and sent off to heaven to keep the hallelujahs flying and recognised the need for the contraceptive pill. But
         here’s this Pope Eglantine going on about how you mustn’t interfere with divine ordinances and give your other kids a chance
         to grow up in comfort so they can become rounded adult human beings, oh no, you must never ever enjoy yourself with anybody
         else except to procreate as though there weren’t enough of us around treading on each other’s heels and getting in the way
         all the time and taking away the bread from our mouths practically because they’re so greedy and selfish and Christ it’s enough
         to make you want to turn Muslim, really it is, because they’re promised a string of perpetually virgin houris when they die
         and what else is the contraceptive pill except a here-and-now counterpart of that no mucking about when your wife gets her
         belly full and night after night lying alone and unable to sleep for the pressure and you know literally it gets to be an
         ache after a while and all those sheeting idiots like Augustine who had his fun when he was a kid with the women of the streets
         and then turned around and forbade it for everyone else I think he had the pox and it got into his spinal fluid and brought on GPI and if it weren’t for the fact that he’s probably impotent anyone would think the same thing
         had happened to Pope Eglantine and his gang of Right Catholics. Why don’t I shut up and stop stuffing your ears with nonsense
         when you ought to be stuffing some other organ entirely?”
      

      
      Consequence: the congregation was extremely disturbed.
      

   



      context (8)

      ISOLATION

      
      “At bottom the human species finds idealism an uncomfortable posture. Prime evidence of this can be found in the way neither
         of the two groups locked in irresoluble conflict around the Pacific has been able to achieve its stated goal—even though,
         given the lucid, simple, obviously attractive statement of either of their ideals, an impartial observer might wonder why
         commitment had not ensued like sunrise after night.
      

      
      “‘Give the wealth back to the people who created it!’ Here’s an ideal capable of generating crusades among people who interpret
         it as expropriating greedy landlords, sharing out land so that every family may enjoy reasonable nutrition and repudiating
         debts to moneylenders at usurious rates of interest. Having hit on this, the Chinese charged ahead—until they overreached
         themselves. They became unable to distinguish between the evils they were preaching against and those traditional influences
         which literally constituted the way of life of people they hoped to recruit to their cause. In short order they fell into
         the same pit as their rivals, who had for decades ignored the plain and simple fact that to a starving man ‘freedom’ implies
         a full rice-bowl—or, if he has an exceptional imagination, a healthy ox to pull his plough. It has nothing to do with voting for a political delegate.
      

      
      “Analogously with the way the Tsarist army deserted enmasse during the First World War, not because of Bolshevik impact on the soldiers but because they were sick of fighting and wanted
         to go tend their farms, the eager early recruits to the red flag discovered that while they were dying abroad the things they
         wanted to guard were being undermined at home. So they quit. China, like Russia before her, found she was surrounded by a
         gaggle of heirs to the mantle of the late Marshal Tito, not a few of whom were themselves within China’s boundary.
      

      
      “However, by that time, thanks to ineptitude, racial prejudice against them, fighting the right wars with the wrong weapons,
         and general mismanagement of their affairs, the opposition (or if you prefer, which I don’t because I’d rather not identify
         with such a bunch of incompetents, ‘our side’) was so far in arrears that the greatest single territorial gain to date in
         a contest which bids fair to outdo the Hundred Years’ War both for duration and for inconclusiveness only restored a rough
         balance and didn’t tip the scales the other way.
      

      
      “We can’t even claim in honesty that it was the result of foresight and planning—only that when the grabbing was good, we
         grabbed. Don’t believe anyone who tries to claim that the existence of Isola is proof of the superiority of the Western system.
         The Chinese couldn’t have taken over. There was no form of discontent they could have exploited. How do you whip up resentment
         against absentee landlords and pocketers of bribes when the highest ambition of the people concerned is either to become the
         former or be in a position to receive the latter?
      

      
      “Life in the Philippines had become intolerable well before the civil war of the 1980s. The state of things obtaining (which
         some accounts misname anarchy, but which any decent dictionary will tell you was nothing of the sort, but free-enterprise
         capitalism gone out of its skull) was on the verge of ruining the country permanently. The annual average of unsolved murders
         was running around 30,000 in a population of under fifty million. In the eyes of the inhabitants of the Sulu Archipelago,
         where most of them were committed, the offence for which they revolted against and ultimately assassinated President Sayha
         was that he interfered in their traditional right to slaughter and steal. This was unforgivable.
      

      
      “Oh, doubtless there were some among the people who gave that celebrated majority of eighty-eight per cent in the plebiscite
         on secession who hoped that being policed and governed by Big Brother in Washington would ensure them a quieter life, free
         them from the need to fit bullet-proof shutters and plant man-traps in their gardens. Far more, however, seem to have hoped
         that the bait on the hook (full States’ rights and a billion dollars of aid) would offer another and fatter cake of which
         they could snatch their slice.
      

      
      “Which of these parties saw its dream fulfilled? Dear reader, you must be joking. That vaunted billion-dollar aid budget went
         nowhere near the natives’ pockets. It was spent on roads, airfields, port facilities and fortifications. And, while it’s true
         that the smugglers and black-marketeers who had hitherto rampaged unchecked had their hinder ends smartly kicked, to get rid
         of them the new owners imposed martial law and it hasn’t been lifted since 1991!
      

      
      “Dubbed ‘Isola’ on the grounds that Montana was a mountainous territory and the new acquisition was an island territory, the
         Junior State went from the frying-pan into the fire. However, the Americans had been desperately in need of bases closer to
         the Asian mainland than what they currently had, and they were reasonably well satisfied.
      

      
      “The Chinese, on the other hand, when they tried a counterstroke by wooing Yatakang, were disappointed. The Yatakangi are
         descendants of the former dominant people in South-East Asia and firm believers in the traditional military dictum that the
         first thing you do after contracting an alliance is prepare plans for the day when your ally welshes on you. Just because
         they’re Asiatics it doesn’t follow that they’re going to invite their yellow fellows into their beds. Nor, because they haven’t
         performed the Peking kotow, should it be assumed (as some blockbottoms I know in Washington have assumed) that they are all
         set to become the second Isola. Why should they? Things are peachy down in Yatakang; it’s among the world’s great nations,
         by Asian standards it’s fabulously wealthy, and it can enjoy the game of playing off Washington against Peking until doomsday, on present evidence.
      

      
      “Until doomsday? Well, perhaps that’s a slight exaggeration. There’s one bright spot in the generally gloomy picture known
         as the Pacific Conflict Zone. According to my calculations, by the year 2500 or so we should have killed off every last member
         of our species who is stupid enough to take part in so futile a pastime as this war between ‘ideals’, and with luck they won’t
         have left their genes behind because they’ll typically have been killed at an age when society thinks they’re too young to
         assume the responsibility of childbearing. And after that we may get some peace and quiet for a change.”
      

      
      —Better ? than ? by Chad C. Mulligan
      

   



      
      context (9)

      
      GUNCRIT

      
      
      “People who feel the need to foul up their perceptions with hop or Yaginol or Skulbustium simply aren’t turned on to the essential
         truth that the real world can always be identified by its unique characteristic: it, and it only, can take us completely by
         surprise.
      

      
      “Take two lumps of greyish metal and bring them together. Result: one wrecked city.

      
      “Could anyone have predicted or envisaged that until they knew enough about the real world to calculate the properties of
         a substance called Uranium-235?
      

      
      “People are going around marvelling at the fact that there’s a solid scientific basis for palmistry. Anybody with a grain
         of intelligence could have said, directly the notion of the genetic code was formulated, that there was no a priori reason why the pattern of the folds in the palm should not be related to a person’s temperament by way of an association
         of genes sharing the same chromosome. Indeed, there were all kinds of reasons for assuming this actually was so, because we
         aren’t totally stupid—as I’ve pointed out before—and unless there was in palmistry some element of relevance to real experience
         we’d have given it up and gone chasing some other will-o’-the-wisp. There’s no shortage of them.
      

      
      “But it took forty years for someone to conduct a properly rigorous study of the subject and demonstrate that the suspicion was well-founded. This I do find remarkable—or disheartening might be a better word.
      

      
      “All right: what should you be surprised at, these days?

      
      “The fact that, having learned so much about ourselves—the designs on our palms being just one example of the way we’ve analysed
         ourselves down to the constituent molecules, so that we can claim to be in sight of the day when we won’t merely be able to
         ensure the sex of our offspring (if we can afford the fee) but also to choose whether we’ll have a math genius in the family,
         or a musician, or a moron (some people might like to breed a moron for a pet, I guess …)—having got to this state, then, we
         know less about our reactions in the mass than we do about the behaviour of non-human things like a lump of U-235.
      

      
      “Or maybe it’s not so amazing. Without being totally stupid, we do display a tremendous aptitude for it.”
      

      
      —You: Beast by Chad C. Mulligan
      

      
      (HISTORY Papa Hegel he say that all we learn from history is that we learn nothing from history. I know people who can’t even learn from what happened this morning. Hegel must have been taking the long view.
      

      
      —The Hipcrime Vocab by Chad C. Mulligan)
      

   



      
      context (10)

      
      THE BABY AND THE BATHWATER

      
      
      “All right, I’ll grant you that it’s ridiculous to spend years training highly-qualified medical personnel and psychologists
         and so on and then set them to a job that’s going to show no tangible results because the material they’re working with is
         hopeless from the beginning, like imbeciles. I’ll even concede the bit about such people having a nasty power complex and
         liking to lord it over helpless human vegetables, though that’s something I really need to be convinced about before I’ll
         swallow it entirely. And I certainly won’t contest the fact that there are too many of us—the news is evidence enough for me, what with all these famines they’re having in Asia and plague still cropping
         up in Latin America and the development of this seasonal nomadism in Africa because half the year the land won’t support the
         people who are on it. All this I’m giving you without argument.
      

      
      “But are we adopting the right measures to cope? Look at haemophilia, for example; it didn’t stop victims of it being the crowned heads of Europe, and most
         of them showed up pretty well compared to some of the right bleeders who’d kept their thrones warm before the gene put in
         an appearance. You’re not going to tell me that Henry VIII of England or Ivan the Terrible was a descendant of Queen Victoria.
         Or take the way some of the states have banned people with web-fingers and web-toes; you’ll find plenty of doctors to argue that’s no more than an adaptation that got started in the days when men were beach-creatures inhabiting swamps and
         shallows and living mostly off weed and shell-fish.
      

      
      “And how about schizophrenia? They’re still trying to settle it for sure whether the chemical symptoms are due to a stress
         reaction or whether they’re innate and some people are merely more prone to it but can be kept safe in the correct environment.
         I don’t believe there’s a genuine hereditary effect at all—I think it’s just that we tend to copy the behaviour-patterns of
         our family, and it’s one of these in-group extended responses like infanticide being higher among the children and grandchildren
         of bad, affectionless families regardless of their genotype. You have schizoid-prone parents, you learn the action pattern,
         and that’s that.
      

      
      “And how about diabetes? It’s crippling, admittedly, and you have to lean on a chemical crutch. But—well, my own name’s Drinkwater,
         which almost certainly means that some of my ancestors, like French people named Boileau and Germans named Trinkwasser, must
         have been hereditary diabetic polydipsomaniacs.
      

      
      “And if there’d been eugenic legislation back in the days when people were adopting surnames, they’d have been forbidden to
         have children and I wouldn’t be here now.
      

      
      “Don’t you understand? I wouldn’t be here!”

   



      
      context (11)

      
      COME OUTSIDE AND SAY THAT

      
      
      “To my mind the most frightening book ever published is Lewis F. Richardson’s Statistics of Deadly Quarrels. You’ve probably never heard of it even though its relevance to the mess you’re in is at least as great as that of Darwin’s
         On the Origin of Species, which you learned about in fourth grade. And that’s because it’s so completely terrifying only those ‘experts’ who are adequately
         armoured with preconceived contrary ideas which will enable them to disregard Richardson’s work completely ever get to study
         it.
      

      
      “The subject, of course, is one which you think you’re an expert on, too—just as was the case when Darwin started stirring
         things up. People knew they were conscious, intelligent beings and apparently if they conceded the resemblance between themselves and the animals
         they were well acquainted with they attributed it to a lack of imagination on the part of the Creator—or perhaps even lauded
         a proper Puritan parsimony in His unwillingness to waste a good working design after it had been field-tested by the apes.
      

      
      “So you believe that it’s in the interests of your family, friends and compatriots when you doll yourself up in uniform, take
         the gun you’re issued and go off to a messy death in the swamps of some place you wouldn’t visit on vacation even if you were
         a centenarian who’d been every place else bar Mars.
      

      
      
      “What Richardson demonstrated in essence (and what has been reinforced by the small handful of people who’ve followed up his
         work over the past half-century) was that war follows a stochastic distribution: that’s to say, it’s neither absolutely random,
         nor yet is it definable in a systematic pattern, but something between the two. The pattern is there, but we cannot attribute
         one-for-one a causal relationship that would account for every specific case.
      

      
      “In other words, the incidence of war is independent of the volitional element. It makes no odds whatever whether a rational
         decision has been taken—war, like the weather, just happens.
      

      
      “Much earlier than Richardson, before World War I, in fact, Norman Angell had shown that the idea of fighting a war for profit
         was obsolete. The victors would pay a heavier cost than the losers. He was right, and that First World War proved the fact.
         The second one hammered it home with everything up to and including nuclear weapons. In an individual one would regard it
         as evidence of insanity to see someone repeatedly undertaking enterprises that resulted in his losing precisely what he claimed
         he was trying to achieve; it is not less lunatic to do it on the international scale, but if you’ve been catching the news
         lately you’ll have noticed it’s being done more than ever. The Chinese go on bleating about the withering away of the state
         and never stop conducting a series of harassing skirmishes on their neighbours’ territory that compels them with true Marxist
         inevitability to regiment and regulate their population. The Americans and their allies—what few we have left—boast of their
         unprecedented degree of personal freedom and submit their sovereignty to a computer in Washington, known as the draft selector,
         which every day condemns several hundreds of them to a death as pointless as that of the Roman gladiators. Put it this way:
         suppose there were a mindless idiot on your block (and until GT produces proof that Shalmaneser really can develop intelligence
         I shall go on regarding computers of whatever breed as idiots savants), and once a week his mental condition cycled into a state where he needed to tear someone else apart with his nails and
         teeth—and the consensus among your neighbours was that every family in turn should detail one of its members to stroll along to where this idiot lived and lie down for him to slaughter …
      

      
      “There: I told you you were an expert on this subject. This is exactly what the draft does, except that it doesn’t take the
         sort of member your family might spare—grandma aged 107 who’s been senile for years, for example, or that baby who somehow
         crept through the filter of eugenic legislation and wound up with phenylketonuria. It takes the handsomest, healthiest, most
         vigorous, and nobody else.
      

      
      “Remind you of something? It should do; the folk imagination has occasional curious insights and one of them has been repeated
         for uncountable millennia. From Andromeda chained on her rock to the maidens offered up to the dragon St. George slew, the
         theme of destroying the most precious, the most valuable, the least replaceable of our kinfolk recurs and recurs in legend.
         It tells us with a wisdom that we do not possess as individuals but certainly possess collectively that when we go to war
         we are ruining ourselves.
      

      
      “But you’re an expert on this, aren’t you? You know very well that it’s thanks to the Confederate dead, or the victims of
         the Long March, or the heroic pilots of the Battle of Britain, or self-incinerated kamikazes, that you’re here, today, enjoying your wonderful daily life so full of pleasure, reward, love, joy and excitement.
      

      
      “Actually I’ll wager that it’s rather more full of anxiety, problems, economic difficulties, quarrels and disappointments,
         but if you’re so attached to them I shan’t be able to shake you loose. Love and joy are incredibly habit-forming; often a
         single exposure is enough to cause permanent addiction. But I have no doubt you steer clear as much as you can of anything
         so masterful.”
      

	  —You’re an Ignorant Idiot by Chad C. Mulligan

   



      
      context (12)

      
      THE SOCIOLOGICAL COUNTERPART OF CHEYNE-STOKES RESPIRATION

      
      
      “If you want to know what’s shortly due for the guillotine look for the most obvious of all symptoms: extremism. It is an
         almost infallible sign—a kind of death-rattle—when a human institution is forced by its members into stressing those and only those factors which are identificatory, at the expense of others which it necessarily shares with competing institutions
         because human beings belong to all of them. A sound biological comparison would be the development of the fangs of the sabre-tooth
         tiger to the point where the beasts can’t close their mouths any more, or the growth of armour that’s indisputably impregnable
         but which weighs so much the owner can’t support his bulk.
      

      
      “On this basis, it’s fairly certain that Christianity won’t last out the twenty-first century. To take but a couple of prime
         instances: the hiving off from Rome of the so-called Right Catholics, and the appearance of the Divine Daughters as an influential
         pressure-group. The former exhibits a remarkable deviation from the traditional attitude of the Catholic Church as an institution
         that above all concerned itself with the family, Western style; the Right Catholics have become so obsessed with the simple
         act of fucking that they appear to have no time left for other aspects of human relationships, although they issue pronunciamenti
         galore on them. None of these bears even the slight relevance to contemporary reality which a sympathetic eye (not mine) can detect in similar statements
         originating from the
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