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WHEN IT WAS ALL OVER:

THE END OF THE AUTOMOBILE
A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR: This work of fiction (loosely based on current events) was inspired by a short story called "A Nice
Morning Drive" written by Richard Foster for the November 1973 issue of Road and Track. The article was later immortalized by the
Canadian rock power trio Rush in the song "Red Barchetta," which was written after the late percussionist and lyricist of Rush, Neil
Peart, was inspired by the article. This short story is dedicated to the memory of Neil Peart (who recently passed from brain cancer)
and is meant solely to be for entertainment purposes. I hope it is as provocative and thought-inspiring to you as both Foster and
Peart's artistic contributions to a turbulent world were to myself. Please enjoy it with an open mind. - Kevin J Parker

The pandemic? I remember it
like it was yesterday - even though
it’s been over for quite some time.
The "fortunate" were spared by the
plague of the Coronavirus of 2020
-2022 (only most would lose their
jobs and eventually become homeless), but many more lost their
lives - not just to the virus, but to
the economic collapse and the
ripple-effect that followed. There
were riots, shortages, and starvation, not to mention the crime. It
came in waves and spread over
seasons; just when they thought it
was safe to start opening up all of
the businesses, they closed for
public safety all over the world, it
would start springing back to life.
A cluster here, a cluster there.
Then they'd have to start closing
things all over again. It seemed

Up Coming Events
Unknown at this time...

like a bad dream that would never
end.

that thought the whole thing was
just a hoax. Well, it wasn't.

Some say the blame belonged
mostly those driven to the streets
in protest of the loss of their liberties for the continuing spread. The
movement began in the Motor
City, where auto plants shut tight
at the first sign of the outbreak.
The protesters called themselves
the Freedom Fighters. Their opponents pointed out that most of the
protesters did so without personal
protective
equipment;
which
during the beginning of the
outbreak was in short supply, if
not entirely impossible to find if
you were a private citizen, causing
the virus to proliferate among the
masses - and just when those in
power had convinced us that they
were on the verge of a breakthrough. I'm sure many not wearing them was just another form of
protest - a protest within a protest,
if you will. Hell, there were some

Those of us who were "forced"
to stay quarantined (or chose to,
like myself) in the very beginning
cried foul and cursed the Freedom
Fighters, whom we believed were
being irresponsible and spreading
the disease; for the mantra for everyone back then was "Stay home,
and stay safe." Still, The Freedom
Fighters believed their cause was
just. They thought the virus was
folly, and that they were being lied
to by the "fake media" due to the
barrage of fatality numbers that
were being splattered all over
news 24-hours a day. Plus, they
said, the media virtually never said
anything about those who survived
it. What about all the survivors?
Many of the 'loonies' pointed out
the fact that the media weren't being truthful about those who were
actually dying from pre-existing
Continue on Page 2

Mac’s Corner….
Having said that, the improvements that we’ve made have revealed further
improvements that need addressing – particularly with the need for additional shelving (which is an ongoing issue for the Library), which is why
I’m using this opportunity to appeal to you during this season of giving
and once again seek your help in getting the library to the next level.
With your generous donation, we can continue to move forward and pursue our goal of being the finest automotive research library in the country.
Obtaining the tools and supplies that we need to accomplish that starts
with you and your donation. Please consider including the HCFI Library when going through
your list of charitable donations this holiday season.
On behalf of all here at the HCFI Library, I want to wish all of you and yours a heartfelt
Happy Holidays and a safe, healthy, and prosperous new year. Again, thanks you all for your
continued support. See you in 2020! “Mac”

Continued from Page 1

conditions and old age; simply
lumping them into the total number of the virus victims without
explaining the whole story - simply to boost the numbers and instill
the public with fear. This infuriated the Freedom Fighters, and inspired mass protests and gatherings. I mean, even I thought at one
point that the U.S., with the
world's third largest population (at
under 330 million people at the
time), 800,000 cases didn't seem
all that big of a deal. Then, in another form of protest, those Freedom Fighters refused the mandatory testing - and then later, the vaccine. That proved to be a dire miscalculation on their part.
The truth was that these Freedom Fighters were the people that
were convinced that there was a
small, ultra-wealthy group of conspirators using the outbreak to grab
even more power from the people
and facilitate their goal - globalism
- in an election year, of all things.
These conspirators, they said, were
known as the "New Order." It was

said they ran everything: the government, the media, you name it.
Those people that believed in the
New Order were usually looked
down upon as 'conspiracy theorists,' or just plain lunatics with tinfoil hats. At the time, I wasn't sure.
Of course, that was twelve years
ago. I know better now.
But, was avoiding the virtual
death of the world's economy and
the preservation of individual freedoms more important than the loss
of human life? After all, they said,
"We've survived worse, and we
will survive this!" Meanwhile,
small businesses all but disappeared. Food shortages that hadn't
been seen since the Great Depression had become the "new normal." That was the media's catchphrase then - "The New Normal."
The freedom Fighters weren't buying it. Their jobs, businesses, and
livelihoods were being stripped
away from them by some faceless
enemy. There was fighting and
rioting in the streets. The oil industry went bankrupt. Alas, the
worst and hardest hit industry (as it

seemingly always has been) was
the automotive industry. Little did
we know that this time, it would
never recover.
The timing of the pandemic
couldn't have been worse for the
automotive industry, which was
already suffering huge losses due
to lack of interest in the current
trend of technology and gadgetry
over drivability and durability. By
April, production had ground to a
standstill. That's when auto workers in Michigan took to the streets
as the first incarnation of the Freedom Fighters, shouting for their
jobs and livelihoods. "Liberty or
death!" they cried. Little did they
know. Soon, others nationwide
(and shortly after, worldwide)
joined the movement. "What good
is survival if we have nothing to
survive for?" they shouted. "We
need our jobs back! If we get sick,
we get sick!"
There were other dark forces at
play, however, that were beyond
their control. The globalists known
as The New Order really did exist
and were taking full advantage of
the situation. See, their plan was
actually brilliant: posing as the
'environmental lobby,' they started
to point out that humans and cars
were the main reasons that the
planet was dying, and the unforeseen results of the Covid-19 pandemic gave their argument a great
deal of credence.
You see, the world in essence
had shut down, and the results of a
world without humans trampling
over nature were becoming blatantly obvious - and the rate at
Continue on Page 3

which the planet was healing itself
was proving to be undeniable even to the naysayers. Within a
matter of weeks, the air around major cities were showing up on satellite images as clean. I mean, Los
Angeles at one point reported to
have the cleanest air in the entire
world! The empty streets, freeways, waterways, and beaches
were showing signs of recovery
that hadn't been seen for decades,
even centuries. There was sea life
spotted in the once filthy canals of
Venice, Italy. Coral reefs were
multiplying in the Great Barrier
Reef in Australia. The Ganges river in India was as blue as the sky
above.

the U.S. had used the template implemented by a single CEO in the
1970's to save a company from
bankruptcy that many believed
should have been left for dead.
They called it a 'bailout' from the
government; loans given to the
massive companies to keep the
economy afloat during the financial crisis. In 08', all of Big Auto
got them. many people were simply not happy that the government
was getting involved with industry
again, and with taxpayer money.
Two of the three would eventually
pay the money back with interest.
The third did not.
This time, during the Covid-19
Pandemic, these bailouts were given primarily to workers and small
businesses first, followed by hospitals and medical personnel. By the
time the coffers were empty, and
Big Auto came to Washington with
their hands out once more, they
were turned away - and for arguably the biggest one, the loans they
were given ten years before that
were largely ignored, ironically
came due that very month. When
they defaulted on the loan at the
end of the month, one of the largest
and most powerful auto manufacturers in the world - one who had
been around for more than a century - was no more. The other two
were soon to follow.

To the New Order, now masquerading as the Environmentalists, the pandemic was a signal that
the world was resetting itself; that
Mother Nature, they explained,
was putting things back to rights.
This was the moment they used to
capitalize on the unprecedented
opportunity for change that they
had desperately needed. It was
simply a matter of quietly legislating their agenda while everyone
else was looking in the other direction. It didn't hurt that nature was
proving them right in real time, or
that the automobile and gas industries (both seen by the Environmentalists as the biggest enemies)
were imploding all by themselves.
The 'environmentalists' of the
The stage was set. I remember how New Order were overjoyed, and
it all went down, too.
pounced on the opportunity to
For those who can remember, make certain that the automobile the financial crisis that had oc- at least any new automobile curred a decade earlier, the three would never again roll off an
major automobile manufacturers in assembly line. By adding adden-

dums and pork to bills that were
flying fast and furious through
Washington as politicians tried
desperately to appease their ailing
constituents, the New Order's minions were able to sneak legislation
by that essentially outlawed the
manufacture of gas-powered and
even electric motor vehicles,
whose lithium batteries they
claimed were just as hazardous as
emissions when it came time to
dispose of them. In doing so. they
sealed the fate of the fourth and
final player in the U.S. automobile
manufacturing industry, which
ironically only months before had
become the biggest auto manufacturer in the country. By the time
their foul deeds were discovered, it
was too late for anyone to reverse
what had been done. There were
hearings, lawsuits, the whole nine
yards. All to no avail.
There was a new globalist cabal, and they had managed to cover
every possible angle. The New
Order was now in complete control. They wasted no time, either.
The new laws were put into place
as quickly as the big auto giants
disappeared. They were known as
the New Motor Laws. The rules
were quite simple but put a definitive expiration date on the automobile as we knew it; the ultimate
goal was to phase out the automobile altogether. My memory is a bit
foggy, but the laws read something
like this:
A family consisting of at least
two people can only legally own
one single automobile. Credits will
Continue on Page 4

be given to those who turn over
existing surplus vehicles to the
government in lieu of fines and
imprisonment for violations of the
new motor laws. The surplus vehicles will be recycled. There will be
no exceptions.

even more so than back in the automobile's heyday, when only the
rich owned them. The affluent
quickly bought or built private repair facilities and hired professional mechanics, who were paid handsomely to falsify records to pass
any of their vehicles through the
bogus government "inspections."
Those that had friends in high places (like Hollywood Actors and famous television personalities)
found creative financial ways to
convince their influential friends in
order to keep their coveted collections (via campaign contributions,
no less). It was all a boondoggle.
We'd been had.

Any vehicle manufactured prior to the pandemic outbreak of
2020 could still be driven legally until such time as any catastrophic
failure of any major drivetrain
component occurs, upon which the
vehicle must be reported to the authorities and recycled, and cannot
be replaced by another vehicle.
Once a family has exhausted its
automobile, public transportation
or man-powered vehicles will be
Dealerships around the world
the only transportation allowed.
had closed their doors forever.
It is legal to do regular mainte- Those who were car collectors and
nance on any given vehicle to keep fell short of the "financial guideit in running condition, but any re- lines" were forced to choose only
pair must clear inspection by the one of their beloved vehicles to
authorities. Any violations will be hold on to. Classic vehicles weren't
prosecuted to the fullest extent of even kept in museums for posterity
the law. Those that didn't pass in- in the event that they would
spection would be confiscated and "inspire 'criminals to break the
recycled, and the owner fined and/ law." Countless millions of historical vehicles were sent to their
or imprisoned.
This last subsection was all a doom, never to see an open road,
fallacy of course, because the pow- car show, or museum ever again
ers that wrote the laws had no in- (although I personally believe that
tentions whatsoever of letting any many of the classics ended up in
vehicle pass any government in- the garages of the aforementioned
spection save their own; only the elite, but I couldn't prove it even if
very rich and powerful would be I wanted to).
able to own and maintain vehicles
(yes, plural) by design - because of
course, it was also written that politicians were exempt from the New
Motor Laws, as were those who
were ultra-rich - making the automobile the ultimate status symbol -

Their remains would soon reappear as skyscrapers - built to
house the wealthy and affluent,
who now preferred to reside high
above the squalor of the now dilapidated streets below; their collections of vehicles taking up entire

floors of high-rise buildings after
being smuggled up in purpose-built
freight elevators. The city streets,
once bustling with the sound of
commerce, now were simply cluttered with makeshift encampments
as far as the eye could see - occupied by those who were left behind
to scrape for the crumbs dropped
from on high by the wealthy. This
positioning by the powerful was
not only intentional, but symbolic and was not lost on anyone.
The poor now knew their place
in the world without question, and
the upper-class were determined to
keep them there. Even our vast
freeway system was now littered
with shanty towns, mostly because
the forests, beaches, and waterways were all now federally protected sanctuaries, and could only
be accessed by - you guessed it the rich and powerful. If you weren't a politician or already part of
the elite, the only way to get
wealthy was to A) own stock in
public transportation at that time;
B) own and operate a bicycle shop
or C) turn to crime.
And there were those who did
break the law. I was one of them. I
mean, there were still some cars at least for a while, anyway. After
all, once people realized that there
was a need for auto parts, and there
was money to be made, inevitably
a black market appeared that operated much like drug cartels did
back in the early days. Of course,
the consequences of being caught
with contraband were equally severe if not more so. That didn't
stop the bold from profiteering and
Continue on Page 5

keeping some cars running for a illegal - which made it fun for us.
prolonged period of time.
It was a living, and it was a big
Mechanics had become revered middle finger to the elite. Restorand highly sought-after, and most ing cars was no longer a hobby. It
ended up making a decent living was everything to me.
doing clandestine repair work (off
the radar of the New Order) before
cars virtually disappeared. There
would always be loopholes to
exploit. Hell, the government did
it, why couldn't we? As a result,
there were still people driving, but
it didn't last very long. Between the
corrupt police confiscating every
car they could for any reason they
could, and homeless people seeking shelter on the freeways - well,
driving
without
consequence
became an unreality that most
people couldn't overcome.
Plus, it was pointless to continue to rise up against a government
that clearly had the upper hand.
Rioting and unrest continued well
into 2024, but when the New Order
finally got tired of the skirmishes,
they realized there was really nobody to answer to if they began
using live ammunition to quell the
uprising. Doing so quickly put an
end to the 'resistance.' We'd lost so
many people already; it was time
to make the best of what little we
had. I lost a lot of friends during
that time; I was looking for
payback. I wanted revenge. If I
wasn't going to be out in the streets
kicking the teeth out of some New
Order cop's face, I was going to
stick it to them where it hurt the
most. The underground auto parts
& repair market became the easiest
way to make quick money - and as
an added bonus, it was highly

I can remember back to a time
when there used to be car clubs
and concourses back in the old
days; people would gather in parks
or parking lots or golf courses and
show off their restorations as a
form of recreation. Now it was a
way of life. It was dangerous for us
to gather anywhere, so the trading
was done online on what once was
known as the "Dark Web." Now
people called it the "Highway" (a
return to when the internet began,
when it was known as the
"Information
Superhighway").
Drop-offs and pick-ups were usually done by "runners" - teenagers on
bicycles who were usually trying
to make money to support their
families. It was lucrative, but highly dangerous; if you got caught,
well - you could probably figure
out that those kids were never seen
again. Most of them networked and
knew their way around the cameras
and drones that patrolled the
streets, so that only happened to
rookies who didn't know what they
were doing.

afforded me access to what would
be absolute gold in my very near
future and didn't even realize it. I
worked at an automotive research
library. This meant I had access to
service and parts information for
virtually every kind of vehicle for
the last century - and they were all
digitized, which meant that I didn't
need a vast library to store the
books. Best of all, I could sell copies upon copies on the Highway,
and never lose my originals. People who weren't mechanics came
from all around the world to purchase my wares - at ridiculously
high prices. Nobody seemed to
mind. It was brilliant.
It was brilliant - right up until
the time I got hacked, anyway.
Man, they stole everything.

By then, it didn't really matter.
I never got on the 'Highway' again.
I dropped off-line forever after
that. I was already a relatively
wealthy man, and highly respected
as a member of the underground
(having been a fair trader and made
lots of connections), which meant I
was protected, safe from the prying
eyes of the New Order. They didn't
even know I existed. I look back
now on the hacking as a kind of
blessing in disguise. The Order
were always one step behind me,
but could never reel me in. Now,
even if they did know who I was,
they couldn't tie me to any of my
crimes; they'd be chasing a ghost
with no evidence to support their
case - I mean, not that it ever
stopped them before.

Me? Well, I was too damned
old to be riding an old ten-speed
through the shanties. I did, however, manage to make my fortune
another way. Ironically, when the
outbreak occurred, I was considered to be right on what they called
the 'poverty line;' it was only after
the plague that I became a rich
Now in my twilight years (I'm
man. You see, I had a job that 61 now), I retired comfortably

compared to most people, but I
never imagined that things would
end up this way. Nobody did, I
would imagine. I never thought I'd
end up with my dream car, either a perfectly restored 1967 Shelby
Cobra 427 - the fruits of my labor.
I got it for one single stinking
book, if you can believe that. It
was an old Haynes manual that
covered Weber Carburetors. The
New Order was all over this guy,
and he needed to lose the car he
had stolen fast before he got raided. I was just in the right place at
the right time. It took some doing
to get that car out of the city, too. I
tried to get several runners to retrieve it for me, but two things
stopped them: the main thing was
what would happen if they got
caught. Secondly, none of them
knew how to drive a stick. Damn
millennials...
I was forced to make the dangerous run on my own. I managed
to get satellite and drone reports
from the underground, and had my
route planned for weeks. Then
came time for my night flight. That
beauty was waiting for me in a
storm drain not far from the house
owned by the guy I got the car
from. Fully fueled up, I fired her
up at midnight on a Sunday night.
Sundays were traditionally a slow
crime day, so the New Order's police force had a shortened staff,
and I knew it. So, with no headlights on and the brake lights disabled, I hit the road; no sooner than
I got onto the expressway that two
drones began to follow, barking
out orders for me to stop over their

loudspeakers. Even though drone
technology had come a long way
in the last decade, speed was
something they still hadn't perfected yet. As a result, by the time I hit
the county line at 126mph, the
drones were nothing but a distant
memory. That car moved so fast
that even though I know the Order
had alerted ground units to intercept me, I was long gone - headed
for my newly completed compound in the desert. On the way, I
did manage to see some activity
from the Order leaving the city
limits and entering the dunes, but
with no lights and going as fast as
I was, they probably just shrugged
it off and went on about their business. I was free. More than that, I
can tell you with all honesty that
despite the fact that I was more
scared than I had ever been in my
life, that was the most exhilarating
drive I had ever taken. I revisit it in
my mind almost daily; the adrenaline, the wind in my face, the twilight of the desert sand and freedom in my windshield, and the
past quickly disappearing in my
rear-view mirror.

late-night joyrides until I can't handle the old girl anymore. Or until
they catch me. I doubt they're ever
going to catch on, honestly. They
don't pay much attention to the desert these days.

I think it was Benjamin Franklin who said something like:
"Those who sacrifice liberty for
safety deserve neither." Were the
Freedom Fighters, right? It sure
seems that way now. Who am I to
judge? I mean, in the old world,
the most trouble I'd ever been in
was a moving violation that I went
to traffic school to take off my record. Now? Now I'm a retired career criminal, former black
marketeer and a multi-millionaire.
These days, that doesn't buy much,
but it's all I really need to get by. I
don't suppose I have much time
left anyway. I do miss my old
friends, though; it gets lonely out
here in the middle of nowhere. I
think if the Order ever did come
after me, I'll just keep on
driving...I mean, what a way to go,
huh? In a vintage 427 Cobra!
Catch
me
if
you
can…
The Cobra was a millionKevin J Parker
dollar car in 2020; now it's priceless. Fortunately, I can take it out
after midnight when I know the
satellites are on the other side of
the world. See, I live in an underground bunker in the desert southwest that's about five miles from a
two-lane highway that used to be
the famed Route 66. I was fortunate to have made enough cash
over the years to have stockpiled
enough fuel to keep me on these
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Chronicles of the Automotive Industry in America, For 1940
Production this Year: 3.717,385 passenger cars, 754,901 trucks and buses.
Wholesale value of replacement parts and accessories produced this year: 553,004,020 — a
20% increase.
Nash “600” was introduced.
Hudson set 121 m.p.h. A.A.A. record at Bonneville, Utah, as company celebrated 30th
anniversary.
William S. Knudsen, President of General Motors, went to Washington at invitation of
President Roosevelt to direct production for national defense.

HCFI 2018 Board of Directors

Willys Introduced the Americar.

President Roberta Watkins
Vice-Pres John Wilkinson
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Director Gail Garrison
Director Nick Fintzelberg Ph. D.
Director Greg Long
Director Terri Cuthbert Proffer
Director James Nicoloff

War closed many U.S. automobile branch plants in Europe.

Director Emeritus David Gast Ed. D.
Executive Director D. A. “Mac” MacPherson
Newsletter Editors
D. A. “Mac” MacPherson
Established 1984

Packard took contract to build Roll-Royce aircraft engines.
Automotive Committee for Air Defense was established on Oct. 30 to facilitate
aircraft production.
Ford took contract to build Pratt & Whitney aircraft engines.
Cadillac discontinued LaSalle, made “Hydra-Matic-Drive” available on all models.
Chevrolet produced a million cars in less than ten working months.
“Fluid Drive” became available on Dodge, DeSoto and Chrysler cars, and Chrysler
introduced safety-rim wheels.
Dodge built 20,000 special trucks for U.S. Army.
In March, Col. Arthur W. S. Herrington invited a group of automotive engineers to Fort Benning to witness demonstration of a small, armed vehicle designed and built by Capt.
Robert G. Howie. This demonstration resulted in the development of the “Jeep.”
Innovations: sealed—beam headlights, speed warning light in speedometer.

From: A Chronicle of the Automotive Industry in America, Published 1949.
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