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 The hackers were basking in self-satisfaction: they had nearly single-handedly 

taken down a powerful, autocratic government. Now, they were wondering what to turn 

their attention to next. 

 Woodgold – characteristically unkempt – slouched through the doorway. 

 “Hey guys,” he said by way of greeting. 

 “Hey yourself,” they replied. 

 “I need your help again.” 

 “Oh yeah,” they replied, “so what else is new?” 

 “Tell me, is there something you’d really like to get your hands on?” 

 “You mean besides women?” they replied. 

 Woodgold looked annoyed. “Yeah, besides that.” 

 “Sure. Money.” 

 “I think I can help you,” pensively stated Woodgold. 

 One of the hackers tossed Woodgold a comb. “Here. Comb your hair first.” 

   *  *  * 

 “Welcome to the Downtown Eastside,” said Woodgold to the hackers, to whom 

he was giving a guided tour. 

 They looked around apprehensively. “What happened to this place?” 

 “This place – as you call it – is one of the poorest neighbourhoods in Canada, but 

it also happens to be the soul of Vancouver.” 



 Puzzled, the hackers peered at Woodgold. “You said there was money to be had 

here.” 

 Woodgold grinned an evil grin. “Oh, but there is. I’ll be getting to that.” 

 The hackers looked doubtful, but they didn’t walk away – Woodgold hadn’t 

steered them wrong yet. 

 Woodgold continued the tour. “Notice,” he pointed out, “the expensive 

condominium towers plunked down right in the middle of this poor neighbourhood. You 

see, the Downtown Eastside is located on prime real estate, so the developers vultch in 

here like carrion eaters and gobble up anything that’s been killed off. Then they erect 

these massive condo towers resulting in jacking the rents in the rest of the neighbourhood 

sky high, forcing the original residents out of their homes. What they really need is more 

social housing.” 

 “We still don’t get it,” said the hackers. “Where’s the moola?” 

 Coaxed Woodgold, “Wouldn’t you like to see justice done here?” 

 “I suppose so.” said one. 

 “Good. Then all we do is follow the money.” explained Woodgold. 

 “You mean… the developers?” 

 “Bingo!” affirmed Woodgold. 

 “You’re saying commit a crime?” 

 “Guys,” said Woodgold, “ask yourselves: who’re the real criminals here? 

Secondly, is it wrong to rob criminals?” 

 “C’mon Woodgold,” they said, “stealing is wrong in any sense.” 



 “Not in my books,” said Woodgold. “Did I tell you I came back from the dead? 

Well, I’m passing you this message: you need cash to pay the ferryman, and he doesn’t 

give credit.” 

 “Woodgold!” they said. “You went to the Underworld?” 

 “Why, did you think I’d end up somewhere else?” 

 “Well, how’d you get back?” 

 “I won the return fare in a poker game with Hades.” 

 “So now you’re telling us crime pays?” 

 “No,” said Woodgold, “those developers are telling you that.” 

 They looked at each other and came to a silent agreement. “We’re in.” 

   *  *  * 

 Bob Monnie was looking out of his penthouse bay window at his specially 

designed sign. It was supposed to read, “Everything’s going to be alright.” But when he 

read it now, it said, “Crime’s going to be alright.” Beside it was an upside down 

Canadian flag. 

 What the— thought Monnie. 

 He scurried over to his computer and quickly logged onto his online bank 

accounts. A cursory examination revealed his worst fear: they were empty. 

 He hurriedly called Terry Louis to find out if anything unusual was going on 

there. 

 Louis answered the phone in a desperate-sounding voice. Yes, he confirmed, all 

his liquid assets were drained. 

 “Who could have done this?” they asked each other, “and why?” 



   *  *  * 

 In the South Pacific, on a remote, beautiful island, Woodgold and the hackers 

were partying it up. 

 “Well men,” said Woodgold, “time for me to split. Thanks for a job well done. I 

think you’ve set back gentrification in the Downtown Eastside for quite a while, and, as 

an added bonus, you’re all somewhat better off, too.” 

 “Hey Woodgold,” said one of the hackers, “feel free to call us again if you need 

us.” 

 “Great!” said Woodgold. 

 “Oh, and Woodgold,” said another hacker, tossing him a comb, “comb your hair.” 


