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 “Did you know that none of Woodgold’s books are in the library?” asked my 

friend. 

 “What?” I replied in kind, surprised. “Why not?” 

 “They’re online: ebooks.” 

 “What does Woodgold think of that?” 

 “Didn’t you hear? He’s dead. The income from the ebooks wasn’t enough to live 

on. He starved to death.” 

 Dead? Dead?? I was shocked! 

 “Is he… I mean, was he the only one this happened to?” 

 “Oh no. There’ve been lots. And you know the really strange thing? They were 

mostly—perhaps all, I’m not sure—political writers.” 

 “How did you find this out? There are no more Librarian – Teachers now. Too 

many cutbacks. We need more prisons and jets, don’t you know,” I said, sarcastically. 

 “I dug deep online,” replied my friend. 

 “Why didn’t the writers get other jobs to sustain them?” 

 “C’mon, you know that’s not possible under our benevolent dictatorship. Any 

dissent from anyone gets swift retribution – that includes employers who hire dissenting 

writers.” My friend looked around nervously. “We shouldn’t even be talking about this. 

OBD’s minions might overhear us. Dangerous.” 



 “Hey,” I exclaimed, “where’d you get the money to go on the Net? That’s a lot of 

moola.” OBD had slapped exorbitant taxes for using the Internet some years back, in yet 

another attempt to stifle freedom of information and thus further consolidate his grip on 

power. 

 “Shhh!” My friend shushed me. “Let’s just say I have my ways.” 

 “You mean you’re a… a… hacker?” I breathed the word with the same reverence 

one holds for a worthy saint’s name. 

 “Here, write down these names. George Orwell, Aldous Huxley, Sinclair Lewis, 

Margaret Atwood. Go look and see if you can find their books in the library. In fact, see 

if you can find them anywhere. And here’s the thing,” he confided,” Woodgold was – at 

best – an obscure poet. These other writers: they were immortal! So ask yourself why you 

can’t find their works anymore.” 

 “OBD?” I queried. 

 But my friend just turned and left. 

   *  *  * 

 I had difficulty sleeping that night, and not just because I had been unable to 

locate the works my friend told me about. He’d also said these were books about 

dystopias. 

 Dystopia? I went to look the word up in OBD’s officially sanctioned dictionary, 

but there was only a gap between “dysfunctional” and “dystrophy.” 

 But I also had trouble sleeping because they came for someone down the hall. He 

was screaming something incoherent which sounded like “Writing isn’t a crime!” and 



then I heard tasers go off, followed by his feet bumping down the stairs. I never saw him 

again. 

   *  *  * 

 I picked up my ereader in the morning to read the Daily News, the only news 

publication left in the country and totally under the control of OBD. 

 One story caught my eye; headline: “Gentrification Totally Wipes Out Downtown 

Neighbourhood.” But the entire story itself was totally redacted, so I had to guess what it 

was about by reading a letter to the editor. Captioned “It’s about time!” it read: 

“To the editor: Good riddance to all those lowlife scum who have been using 
up our oxygen all these years. I hold down five jobs and barely get by, while 
those freeloading bums drive to the welfare office in their Cadillacs to collect 
their cheques. They even have children! What happened to our eugenics 
programs for these people (who have amply proven that they are morally and 
physically inferior)? Razing that neighbourhood to the ground to build 
condominiums for the rich, while getting rid of the poor, was the best thing 
that could have happened. All hail OBD! In all sincerity, Goetz von 
Berlichingen” 
 

 I was walking to work while I was reading this, and I passed the government’s 

Fraser Institute Ministry. (The Fraser Institute had started out decades ago as a 

conservative think-tank which quickly grew to infiltrate every single news media outlet in 

the country at a time when there was more than one source of news.) On top of the 

ministry was its non-stop garish glows-even-in-daylight sign: “Don’t laugh, you’re next.” 

Nobody was quite sure what the Fraser Institute Ministry did, but some people said that 

its sole task was to produce the Daily News. 

 Couldn’t be that difficult, I thought, considering nearly all of its news stories were 

blacked out. 



 I arrived at work. My job consisted of packing boxes with some anonymous meat 

product, then shipping them to various parts of the country. 

 It was all automatic and mechanical to me. The day ticked steadily by, until, like 

clockwork, it was quitting time. A whistle went off to signal this. I went home. 

   *  *  * 

 I’d never written much beyond the odd email before. By this time, however, I had 

procured a new notebook and sat down to write. At first nothing happened. No words 

came. Then I found myself writing over and over — 

Down with the tyranny of ignorance. 

Down with the tyranny of ignorance. 

Down with the tyranny of ignorance. 

 I filled several pages with these lines. And then I wrote my first poem ever. And it 

was titled — 

“Down with the Tyranny of Ignorance” 

 And it was about a plan to overthrow OBD. All that was required was to start a 

samizdat. 

samizdat  n.  (in the former Soviet Union) the secret copying and distribution 
of literature banned by the state. 
 

 I had an idea how to proceed. 

   *  *  * 

 I arranged to meet my hacker friend. I explained what was needed: access to the 

literature, and a means to reproduce it. 

 “What’s in it for me?” he naturally asked. “I mean besides free access to the 

Internet. C’mon, can’t you sweeten the pot a little?” 



 I knew what he was getting at. I had come prepared. 

 I said, “You know my friend Katrina? How would you like me to introduce you to 

her?” 

 Yes, I knew he’d had his eye on her, but was too shy to say anything. Of course, I 

had okayed this with her beforehand. 

 It was all he could do to stop from drooling; he agreed so fast it almost went right 

over my head. 

 “All right,” he said, “what books are you looking for?” 

 “We’ll start with these,” I replied, 

 “The Handmaid’s Tale — Margaret Atwood 

 Brave New World — Aldous Huxley 

 1 9 8 4 — George Orwell 

 It Can’t Happen Here — Sinclair Lewis” 

 “Then we’ll move on to more as needed.” 

 He told me how to copy the documents, then asked, “So when do I get to meet 

her?” 

 “She’s not a computer, you know,” I groused, “You have to give her some time.” 

 “I can do that,” he said. 

   *  *  * 

 Here’s how I carried out the distribution. I slipped bound copies of the book 

collections into the bottoms of the anonymous meat boxes I was packaging, then 

surreptitiously sent them with no return address to random parts of the country. 



 My hacker friend had provided me with an untraceable email address which I 

included with each document, along with a copy of my poem 

“Down with the Tyranny of Ignorance” 

plus an invitation to “join the resistance” via the email address. 

 Slowly, “the resistance” started to form. 

 Only once, a close call: I was putting a bound copy in a box when I dropped 

it. My supervisor had catpawed up behind me, and called out to me, startling me. I 

turned, and he handed me back the copy, saying, “You dropped this.” 

 “Thanks,” I said, and waited for him to leave before placing it in another 

box. 

   *  *  * 

 Our benevolent dictatorship is no more. 

 OBD is banished. 

 The tyranny of ignorance is ended. 

 The Internet is free again. 

 We owe all of this to those visionary writers who provided us with warnings 

of the worst humankind could become. 

 Sine qua non our free society. 


