Y2What??…

Come December 31, two scenarios are possible.

Scenario A: The clock strikes 12:00 midnight and, after a moment of hushed expectancy, people look around and realize the lights are still on, planes aren’t falling from the sky, telemarketers continue to annoy,  TV stations still broadcast their mind-numbing drivel and, in general, life continues on in the somewhat aberrant fashion we consider normal.

  In this case, all the Y2K gloom-and-doomers will be quick to take credit for having motivated us in time to avert the day of reckoning.  The business and technology consultants, while totally up the bazillion dollars they raked in, will congratulate each other for having saved civilization while fueling a spectacular economic boom.  The politicians, ever alert to a high-speed trend, will declare themselves our savior because of their courageous leadership in the face of impending disaster --  and, don’t you forget it when it comes time to cast your vote in November.

Scenario B: The Times Square ball ticks off the final seconds of the old millenium, while ticking off the final seconds of civilization as we know it.  

  The doomsayers will be the first to jump up and down and happily declare, “I told you so!  I told you so! “  The consultants will claim they should have been hired sooner with a larger budget.  The politicians will, naturally, draw a line in the sand --  Republicans on one side, Democrats on the other --  and spend most of the next millenium pointing fingers, appointing Special Prosecutors and being generally irrelevant.

My money, that which isn’t buried in coffee cans around the yard anyway (can’t take chances, you know) is on Scenario A.  It won’t be the most entertaining, but it is the most likely.  However, just in case, I’ve verified that my snow shovel is Y2K-compliant.  I’ve also picked up some candles that are “guaranteed to burn in 2000”  and  a supply of 2000 Flushes toilet bowl cleaner.

  While Scenario B has made interesting fodder for pundits and prophets, and offers a once-in-a-millenium break from the usual bleak winter doldrums, we’ll probably never know if it was really ever more than the product of someone’s imagination. 
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