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INTRODUCTION 

Welcome to issue #2 of The Utopia Chronology.  The contents include essays, fiction 
poetry and images submitted since 2014 in Humanities 260—Utopian Literature, Thought and 
Experiment—at the University of Regina.  Thanks to these student writers for allowing their 
pieces to be included here. 
 

Students in Humanities 260 consistently express disbelief in the prospect of utopia, in 
the sense of any ideal or perfect world.  This is in line with modern scholarship on utopian 
studies, which points out that very few utopias after Plato claim to be ideal or perfect. Those 
which do claim perfection are typically the dystopias rather than the utopias, and by perfection 
they mean maintaining the official power structure and crushing anything which threatens it.  
The issue most often cited for disbelief in utopia is the ancient philosophical question about the 
nature of human nature. 

 
Thomas More’s Utopia, which is ambiguous about most issues, is certainly ambiguous 

about human nature. In Book One, Hythloday proposes a progressive program for educating 
thieves so they can do honest work, which assumes that their nature is basically good and they 
would prefer to do honest work. On the other hand, the character “More” offers a gloomy 
reflection that pride and selfishness run too deep in people to be affected by education—the 
nurture is willing but the nature is not!  

 
The human nature question is one root issue in ongoing debates about progress, with 

progressive optimists on one side and prophets of doom on the other. 
 
Many people today get much of their information from the internet.  To search 

questions like “evidence for progress?” typically produces a wide variety of documents and 
websites.  Such documents and sites offer a bewildering variety of opinions and statistics, from 
traditional economic indicators like GNP, to more holistic “happiness” indexes, to social impact 
statistics about education, disease, child mortality and so forth.  Many comments acknowledge 
the complexity of the question and suggest that on the whole, or on balance, the world is 
making progress or is in decline.   

 
Utopias and dystopias set on planet Earth today are not so much about undiscovered 

places as they are about the future, or about a future.  That is part of the problem.  A utopia or 
dystopia of a possible future offers a snapshot, a still picture, of what could happen if…But our 
experience is that things change constantly, and such snapshots are obsolete as soon as they 
are published. 
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Yet, perhaps this doesn’t really matter.  We do not find Brave New World and Nineteen 
Eighty-Four to be still worth reading because they accurately project the future.  They are 
worth reading, like all literature, because in a memorable and aesthetically pleasing way, they 
tell us something about ourselves in the here and now, and about the kinds of choices we may 
be called upon to make.   

 
To borrow a thought from Jorge Luis Borges, imagine visiting a second-hand book store 

in some out of the way corner of the city, and finding there a very old, dusty volume called The 
Book of Utopias.  You open it expecting to find some antique text, but instead the lines of print 
are alive, the letters constantly changing, as this magic book updates itself to reflect new 
information, so that the utopia is not a snapshot but a constantly evolving picture.  It is a book 
of Becoming, of process, of transformation, not a book of Being, of product or of stasis.  This 
would be truer to our daily experience of the world.   

 
A utopia is frequently understood as an imaginary society which intends to do things in a 

different and better way from the mainstream of society. But suppose that we move our 
vantage point, or camera angle, further back? Suppose we see the mainstream as nature, 
characterized, as Darwin tells us, by a massive struggle for survival in which there are constant 
battles for territory, constant fears of being eaten by predators, and constant threats of natural 
disasters. Against this wider backdrop, a society which attempts to operate in a more orderly 
way, based on rule of law, might be considered as a step towards utopianism. Societies which 
go beyond hierarchical power structures by recognizing values such as equality and rights, 
might be considered utopian relative to much of human history. This is why some argue that 
the U.S. Declaration of Independence, or the Canadian Charter of Rights and Freedoms, are 
utopian documents even if they do not attempt to illustrate their principles with imaginary 
characters and settings. Societies based on such documents, even in a partial way, have 
become the “new normal.” Utopia is never really here and now, but always ahead of us, like the 
horizon, as we go. [AM] 
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Paradise Reclaiming the Parking Lot:  Sustainability Emerging from Dystopia 
By  Miekin Schoepp 
 

 The idea of utopia has stimulated the imaginations of many throughout time.  In a world full of 
intricate technologies and massive intellectual capability it is amazing that we have not yet found utopia.  
In fact, it is far easier to find examples of dystopia than of utopia.  However, whether we are imagining a 
better world or observing an afflicted one, a common theme appears.  That is the theme of nature.  
Dystopia is often characterized by pollution, environmental devastation and an overall disconnect 
between humans and nature.  As dystopia’s opposite, utopia would have to include sustainability and 
harmony with nature.  But utopia and dystopia are not completely separate things.  They are two ends 
of a spectrum.  The line between the two is sometimes a bit blurred.  Even crumbling societies on the 
verge of collapse can offer options and new beginnings.  Margaret Atwood’s novel Year of the Flood and 
the American cities of Detroit and New Orleans offer some insight into how out of the ashes of dystopia 
aspects of a better, more sustainable world can rise.  There is hope both before and after the flood. 

 A clearly dystopian society that is not merely portent of things to come but an amplified 
reflection of the state of the world today is the one described in Atwood’s Year of the Flood.  Private 
security corporations control the oppressed world.  Bioengineering technologies are incorporated into 
mainstream life and the ecosystem has been altered and nearly destroyed.  The sun blazes down and 
animal species are dying off at a phenomenal rate.  Most people complacently live in quiet desperation 
behind the gates of corporate compounds.  However, not everyone chooses to sit idly by as the earth is 
being destroyed.  As a reaction to the rampant environmental destruction, a doomsday cult known as 
God’s Gardeners has emerged.  Led by preacher Adam One, they put into practice environmentalist 
ideologies centred on the preservation of animal life through vegetarianism and abstention from 
consumerism.  Squatting in abandoned buildings in the Pleebland ghettos, they grow their own food on 
rooftops and glean what they can from the refuse of society.  They have formed an intentional 
community and strive to live sustainably within the ruined city. 

 One city that bears an eerie similarity to the world that Atwood has created is Detroit, Michigan.  
Downtown is a wasteland; streets are unlit, gangs abound and poverty and crime are rampant, 
paralleling the Pleeblands.  The once thriving city’s wealth was historically dominated by the automobile 
manufacturing industry.  Unfortunately, this industry could not profit forever in Detroit.  From the 
1960’s onward, factories began to be operated mostly by machines and were moved out of the city into 
the suburbs, or to cheaper states or countries, and many of Detroit’s auto plant workers lost their jobs.  
The deindustrialization of Detroit coupled with a failed American housing market has caused the 
population to fall to around 700,000, well below half the 1950’s peak of 1.8 million (“Decline of 
Detroit”).  The mass migration from Detroit has left thousands of homes and buildings abandoned.  
From the bankrupted city’s destitute core, a grassroots urban farming movement has sprung forward. 

 Repeatedly referred to as a food desert, downtown Detroit has no major grocery store chains.  
Access to fresh fruits and vegetables is scarce.  Independent supermarkets do exist, but many of the 
underprivileged residents rely on convenience stores, gas stations and fast food restaurants to buy their 
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food.  In these types of establishments, nutritious options, if they can be found, are often overpriced, 
over packaged, shipped from many miles away, filled with chemicals and GMOs and grown in less than 
sustainable ways.  In Year of the Flood, Adam One’s followers chose to take some control and avoid the 
unwholesome ῾frankenfoods᾽  available to them by growing their own produce.  In the same spirit, some 
black women residents of Detroit are fighting back by taking advantage of the over 44,000 acres of 
unused land within city limits and transforming vacant lots into community gardens and urban farms 
(White, 15).  The urban farming movement began as a grassroots organization, but many policy makers 
have got on board and more and more grants and land use permits are being issued, allowing more and 
more gardens to grow.  Detroit is now a leader in urban food production. 

 There is something about digging one’s hands into the soil and watching the miracle of a tiny 
seed becoming a mature plant that is extremely gratifying.  The benefits of gardening are countless.  
Many of the benefits are characteristic of utopia, including the fortification of community, relief from 
daily stress, a stronger sense of self-reliance, a deeper connection with nature and an access to an 
affordable nutritious food supply which can help combat disease and obesity.  Detroit is an extremely 
impoverished city.  Cooperative efforts in gardening have made it possible to buy seeds and seedlings 
for as low as twenty dollars per person for an entire year (Camosilver).  Poor families that may not 
otherwise have food on the table can have fresh, healthy produce.  Most importantly, in Detroit, 
community gardening and urban farming have created a local food supply.  When food is shipped cross 
country it not only costs more, it loses nutritional value and ῾food miles᾽ create a large carbon foot print.  
Food is transported many miles in gas guzzling vehicles, kept under refrigeration and soaked in 
pesticides and preservatives, all of which are contributing factors to environmental pollution.  Even with 
refrigeration and preservatives, inevitably some produce will spoil in its average 1200 km transport, 
thus, all the resources that went into cultivation, harvest, packaging and shipping were for naught.  
Eating local has become trendy in affluent North American communities, but in Detroit it is not another 
elitist fad.  It is a truly effective way of creating sustainability and lessening environmental impact. 

 Some Detroit gardens have proven to be so prolific that they feed not only the surrounding 
community but create a surplus that can be sold for profit.  In Year of the Flood the God’s Gardeners 
also try to create surplus, but not for the purpose of selling at a profit.  They wish to stock their Ararats 
for the Waterless Flood.  They keep canned and dried goods stockpiled and learn survival skills as they 
await the Waterless Flood, a plague which has been prophesied to wipe out the bulk of humanity and 
eventually allow society to be reborn in a better state.  When the Waterless Flood does come in the 
form of a horrifying and fatal engineered pandemic, only a handful of people survive.  The world 
remaining after the flood seems dismal, but rather than fall into despondence, the survivors come 
together in the end with hopes of starting anew.  The two protagonists have allied and made amends for 
their pasts.  Utopian possibility lies in the distant sounds of singing voices and an agricultural homestead 
founded at their old trading post. 

 New Orleans, Louisiana also endured an apocalyptic flood.  This one, however, was a literal 
flood.  At the end of August 2005, Hurricane Katrina made landfall in Louisiana.  As the storm surge 
rushed inland the system of levees and canals designed to protect the city of New Orleans failed.  The 
city was inundated and over eighty percent of New Orleans was left under a slough of debris and 
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standing water.  Evacuation measures were inefficient and many either chose to stay or could not leave.  
More than 1400 people died and the days, weeks and months that followed proved to be extremely 
trying on the hurricane victims.  Atwood references Katrina when she writes about Texmexian refugees 
being housed in squalid conditions in the sports arena (Atwood, 84).  New Orleans residents were 
shoved into the Superdome stadium with far from adequate supplies, many getting sick and some even 
dying.   Others were not lucky enough to make it to the Superdome and spent days trapped on rooftops 
or in attics.  Where flooding levels were lower looters grabbed anything they could get their hands on 
and residents were forbidden from re-entering their homes.  After several weeks the waters finally 
receded but so many homes had been irreparably damaged.  Those who were able to return to their 
homes lived without electricity or running water for weeks. In the aftermath of Katrina, New Orleans 
was a real world dystopia. 

 When the time came to start rebuilding there were many debates over how to go about 
reconstructing neighbourhoods.  Some people thought that perhaps New Orleans should not be 
reconstructed at all because much of the city lies below sea level and it is only a matter of time before it 
floods again, especially if sea levels continue to rise due to climate change.  For those who believed that 
the city could be resurrected the best of intentions went into planning the rebuild (Sparks, 34) The slate 
had been wiped clean in many neighbourhoods and there was an unprecedented opportunity to create 
innovative utopian designs such as incorporating greenspace, revitalizing affordable housing, building 
sustainable architecture and revamping schools.  Alas, many obstacles stood in the road to recovery.  
Often insurance money was not enough, contractors were fraudulent, affordable housing plans were 
met with resistance by community members and nightmarish bureaucracy was discouraging.  Sadly, few 
of those utopian plans were ever realized.  The idea that did manage to flourish was a rising interest in 
renewable energy. 

 A little over a decade after Hurricane Katrina, New Orleans has not fully recovered.  Many 
people were simply unable to return home.  Derelict buildings are rotting away as the wild swamp flora 
engulfs them.  Once populous areas now consist of only a smattering of homes amongst empty lots.  
What stands out most amongst the eclectic architecture of the rebuilt homes are the shiny blue black 
rectangles adorning rooftops.  Those rectangles are solar panels.  Solar panels offer energy with minimal 
environmental impact and they do not produce the harmful emissions that fossil fuels create.  They 
work silently and are fairly unobtrusive on the ecosystem because they do not require large scale mining 
or drilling operations.  Therefore, solar panels are an important resource in creating an ecologically 
sustainable community that is harmonious with nature. 

 The damage caused by hurricane Katrina played a large role in the upswing of solar energy 
(Lavelle).  There are people who debate the theory that burning fossil fuels accelerates climate change 
and the severity of hurricanes.  Nonetheless, even the possibility that fossil-fuel-derived energy could 
have been a contributing factor in the storm brought the issue of rebuilding with sustainability to the 
forefront.  The Make It Right Foundation, spearheaded by celebrity and philanthropist, Brad Pitt, started 
the solar trend.  When the actor visited New Orleans post-Katrina he saw how the city he once loved 
had been devastated.  Pitt was inspired to lend his celebrity status and wealth in an effort to rebuild 
green homes in some of the hardest hit areas.  More progress towards a sustainable city took place in 
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2007.  Government funding was gained when New Orleans was chosen to become one of 25 Solar 
America Cities.  Solar Power tax credits for homeowners were launched (Lavelle).  Residents leapt on 
board wholeheartedly and thousands of panels were installed.  The people of Louisiana now utilize a 
renewable and sustainable source of energy. 

 From the wreckage of dystopia, burgeoning utopian thoughts are sometimes able to flourish.  
Just as a wayward seed can settle in an unhospitable location and tear apart a concrete parking lot, if 
utopian thoughts become deeply enough rooted they offer new beginnings and bring hope for the 
future.  Urban farming and solar energy are not radical ideas.  They are two examples of simple 
measures that help better society by cultivating a deep connection with nature and preserving ecology.  
However, society should not wait for a major disaster before taking action.  Some version of these 
environmental utopian ideas could easily be implemented in any community today.  Hopefully the world 
at large does not need to suffer a killer pandemic, extreme economic drought or cataclysmic flood in 
order to adopt sustainable practices.  It is important that we realize what we have got before it is gone. 

 

Afterword 

 Though some elements of a utopian world exist within each city, neither Detroit nor New 
Orleans is anywhere near ideal.  In fact, they are arguably two of the worst cities to live in in North 
America and still reside in the realm of dystopia.  Both cities have murder and crime rates ten times the 
U.S.A.’s national average (“List of U.S. Cities by Crime Rate”).  New Orleans has a child poverty rate of 
about 39% and Detroit’s is an alarming 59% (U.S. Department of Commerce).  These problems run deep 
and have no easy solution.  However, some of the utopian practices that have been born out of these 
dystopias could be further developed.  Detroit has enough empty land and water to expand agriculture 
and create food security for every one of its poor, downtrodden residents.  New Orleans could 
incorporate wind and wave power in addition to solar power and become liberated from dependence 
on pollution producing non-renewable energy sources.  In my personal vision of utopia the world is a 
place where we respectfully rely on our natural environment, our community and ourselves to meet our 
needs rather than government, corporations and currency.  I believe that human beings are inherently 
good and with a greater sense of autonomy the goodness in human nature could take the forefront.  
People would then be kinder and more responsible in their actions, thus making the world a better, 
more utopian place. 
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An Exercise in Utopia 
By Steven Clow 
 
 On the face of it, there would not be many people for whom the idea of fighting and Utopia 
would go hand-in-hand.  In fact, fighting and conflict are often contrived on the whims of the rich or the 
fury of the poor within the dystopian tradition, as is seen, for example, in The Hunger Games novels or 
the Mad Max series of movies.  As is the case with anything, fighting, specifically Brazilian jiu-jitsu in this 
example, is multi-faceted and more than what it appears.  By examining the hierarchical structure of the 
typical Brazilian jiu-jitsu club and the way that practitioners can move about within that system, we can 
see that in fact a Brazilian jiu-jitsu club has the potential to competently and efficiently represent a 
Utopian setting. 

 Brazilian jiu-jitsu has recently exploded onto the world’s stage with thousands of gyms around 
the globe owned and operated by different instructors with varying claims to lineage.  Unlike most 
martial arts, the roots of Brazilian jiu-jitsu are quite recent though not necessarily so easy to trace.  As 
one would imagine, it is hard to discern the origins of something as widespread as Brazilian jiu-jitsu, but, 
there is one foundation story that takes prominence over the rest.  As the world shrunk in the early 
twentieth century due to increasing transportation and communication technologies, opportunities for 
cultural transference increased.  Such was the case when Jigoro Kano, founder of the recently 
established martial art judo, itself an adaptation of the ancient Japanese martial art ju-jutsu, sent his 
students overseas to spread the word of his newly formed martial art.  Some of his students went to 
Brazil and opened a school where one prominent Brazilian business family in particular, the Gracies, 
took interest in the sport.  The story goes that one of the sons of the Gracie family, Helio, being smaller 
and more fragile than the others in his family, took it upon himself to adapt judo to his own needs by 
eliminating firstly many of the more devastating throws and takedowns and focusing more on fighting 
from the ground as a somewhat automatically disadvantaged defender.  This system came to be known 
as Gracie jiu-jitsu and is widely considered the system to which almost all Brazilian jiu-jitsu gyms owe 
their lineage. 

 Brazilian jiu-jitsu is a crucial aspect of Mixed Martial Arts (MMA), an increasingly popular and 
arguably more brutal sport than Brazilian jiu-jitsu.  Despite this, Brazilian jiu-jitsu has not lost its 
reputation as a martial art for self defense.  Many of the techniques in the style are meant to give a 
smaller individual an advantage against a larger opponent, preferring simple physics to brute strength.  
Practitioners of Brazilian jiu-jitsu (for simplicity, hereafter known as fighters) wear what is called a “gi,” 
an outfit that is comprised of a jacket, pants and belt, all made of heavy material, and the average 
fighter will attend classes two to four times a week and may occasionally try their hand in competition.  
Different coloured belts are used to denote the fighters’ official rank in Brazilian jiu-jitsu.  Upon joining a 
club, fighters will sport a white belt to be followed by blue, purple, brown and finally black.  Teaching is 
generally reserved for brown and black belts; however, all coloured belts are expected to help out and 
occasionally teach classes themselves.  The achievement of black belt typically takes eight to ten years, 
though of course there will be some variation in this.  As a black belt, accomplishments can still be noted 
in the form of increasing degrees.  I have attended many different clubs in my time as a martial arts 
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practitioner, but for this project, I will be drawing primarily from my experiences at Pense Judo and 
Shindo Ju-Jitsu out of Pense, Saskatchewan, Black Devil MMA out of Toronto, Ontario and Queen City 
Martial Arts out of Regina, Saskatchewan. 

 The first consideration of any Utopian setting is undoubtedly societal structure and governance.  
A Brazilian jiu-jitsu club would most resemble the rule-of-the-few style of governance that modern 
political scientists would recognize as an oligarchy.  In this case, the oligarchs are not voted for nor are 
they selected for any sort of material attainment or natural charisma but rather are given their position 
due to their achievement within the Brazilian jiu-jitsu culture, namely their belt rank.  As previously 
mentioned, Brazilian jiu-jitsu black belts are expected to begin to take their role as a teacher within their 
club very seriously.  However, by the time a fighter reaches the black belt level, it is likely that he or she 
will already have some experience with teaching.  Perhaps starting at the level of purple belt but 
certainly by brown, fighters will likely be tasked with at least helping to teach higher-level classes and 
almost certainly will be assigned to outright teach some of the lower-level classes.  As a society, any and 
all people are permitted to join Brazilian jiu-jitsu clubs but should a problem arise – over-aggressiveness, 
bad attitude, inappropriate behaviour or speech- the black belts act as intermediary and, if necessary, 
judge, jury and executioner.  The last of these is of course hyperbolic but is used to illustrate that higher 
belts and especially black belts are the ones who will be looked to in order to either provide praise or 
initiate discipline. 

 Keeping the above, seemingly rigid outline in mind, it is important to say a further word about 
the hierarchy of the belt system in Brazilian jiu-jitsu.  In Brazilian jiu-jitsu, there are belts which very 
plainly and instantaneously denote your position within the club.  However important this system may 
be, it is also slightly artificial.  Belts exist to show how long, generally, a fighter has been training and to 
signal other participants that this is a person who has been practicing longer and is someone whom they 
may attain useful information and experience from.  However, a large part of a fighter’s status is also 
based on interactions with fellow fighters and the amount of work he or she is willing to put in.  For 
example, it is a very real possibility that there exists a fighter who has just started training Brazilian jiu-
jitsu and as such, sports a white belt, but, due to some natural athletic or intellectual ability, may have a 
reputation as a practitioner beyond his or her official rank.  This same rule would apply to a new fighter 
who, though no prodigy, shows an incredible devotion to training and consistently works very hard on 
their technique.  The reverse is also possible where there may be a brown belt with a poor attitude but 
who, nonetheless, has demonstrated the technical requirements of a brown belt.  This person may be 
regarded as lower than the other two examples.  We can see from the above three examples that while 
a very obvious hierarchical system exists in the form of belt ranks, there is room for movement within 
this system based on a fighter’s personality and attitude. 

 The question of attitude is hugely important to Brazilian jiu-jitsu clubs and actually contributes 
to its somewhat Utopian environment.  As mentioned earlier, any and all are allowed and welcomed to 
try their hand at Brazilian jiu-jitsu, but not all last.  In fact, only a small percentage of fighters will ever 
attain their black belt in Brazilian jiu-jitsu.  Along with the technical and physical difficulty that goes 
along with attaining a Brazilian jiu-jitsu black belt, there is an emotional and societal aspect to it.  To 
train in Brazilian jiu-jitsu is to make yourself vulnerable to other people.  When a fighter is on the mats, 
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there is always someone better and there is always a very undeniable way for this to be demonstrated.  
In the real world, persons can lie to others and to themselves about what they have done and what they 
are capable of doing.  On the mats, this is not the case.  A fighter is immediately confronted with his or 
her limitations, often witnessing the higher abilities of others, and having to accept them.  This process 
is ubiquitous amongst all members of gyms of the combat arts, be it wrestling, jiu-jitsu, judo, boxing, 
kickboxing, MMA, or whatever.  The result is a room full of people who are equally vulnerable, and 
therefore equally non-judgemental.  This is an atmosphere devoid of both the inauthentic spirituality 
and the brutal machismo typically associated with the martial and the combat arts.  Instead, the truth is 
somewhere in the middle, in a setting that naturally discourages the presence of ego and encourages 
the desire for self-improvement. 

 There do, of course, exist clubs that are the exact antithesis of the Utopian environment 
described above, where brutality is the only way a fighter is measured.  These kinds of gyms, however, 
are very much in the minority.  As noted earlier, to get to a black belt level requires hard work and most 
often a good attitude.  As these black belts turn into full instructors, the good attitude that saw them 
win their accolades will be the kind of attitude that will be encouraged and rewarded in their students.  
In order to have somewhat dystopic, “Thunderdome” – style gym, the instructor must encourage a poor 
attitude from students.  Since it is difficult for a fighter to attain a black belt level with a poor attitude, 
there exists within the Brazilian jiu-jitsu world a very organic way to weed out what would be considered 
the “bad apples.” 

 Perhaps the most difficult argument to make for a Brazilian jiu-jitsu club as representative of a 
Utopian model is the fact that, as mentioned previously, the black belts, who are as close to officials as 
are in a Brazilian jiu-jitsu club, are not elected.  It is nearly commonplace to consider democracy and the 
ability of civilians to have a say in their governmental representation as the best practice.  Given the fact 
that the duties, responsibilities and, for lack of a better term, constituencies of Brazilian jiu-jitsu 
instructors are much more specific than, say, those of the Canadian Prime Minister, it is not 
unreasonable to imagine a system in which leadership is based on achievement as opposed to election.  
Given all of the above information—that very few fighters will attain black belt level, that the 
introduction of instructing responsibilities starts fairly early in a fighter’s career, that a good attitude is 
almost ubiquitously required to attain a black belt, and that the community created simply from the 
practice of Brazilian jiu-jitsu is most often a positive one—it is equally reasonable to have faith that a 
practicing Brazilian jiu-jitsu black belt will make a good “official.” 

 While Brazilian jiu-jitsu clubs are, of course, not without their shortcomings, they still prove a 
decent model for Utopian structure.  Within Brazilian jiu-jitsu clubs, there does exist a strict hierarchy 
that is formed communally and based on merit.  Importantly, however, the hierarchical system is fluid in 
the achievements of the members of the club, allowing for exceptions to the rigidity.  This is, to my 
mind, comes close to balancing equality and merit, and the needs of the individual and the group. 

The power to move through the belt ranks is tempered by the necessity of good effort and 
attitude while the rigidity of the belt system is not so impregnable as to not allow for some exceptional 
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movement. Both respect for your fellow fighters and individual achievement are encouraged, creating a 
very close knit and active community.  This, it seems to me, is the goal of any Utopian community. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Cartoon from Punch Magazine. Image from the Wikipedia article on Suffragettes. 
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Welcome to Utopia  
By Silken Slater  
 

Chapter 1 – Before Utopia 

“Why would we live in a world where there is constant hate, and murder, and crime. Why would we live 
in a world where you can be killed or hurt? Why not live somewhere perfect? What if you could create a 
whole new world that was YOUR perfect? No crime, no hurt, no loss. Anything you want, you can have 
it! Do you wish you were twenty years younger with a full head of hair? Do you wish you had the perfect 
body and the perfect skin? Do you want your dream job, but don’t have the finances? I have the 
solution. Let me introduce to you, the world of Utopia! What is Utopia, you ask? Utopia is your answer 
to happiness! This virtual world is the newest and easiest way to happiness! In Utopia, you can have 
anything, and be anything you want. There is NO catch! It’s free! Who could put a price on happiness, 
right? Sign up today! If it’s not your definition of happiness, you can stop at any time! Bring your friends 
and family! Live together, but live in paradise.” 

“Psst, Alexandria. Do you really think this stuff is real?” says my friend Alvin.  

“Well I don’t know… it sounds pretty real. It sounds pretty great actually.” I said. 

“Sounds too good to be true to me…and it’s free? There’s got to be a catch,” scoffs Alvin. 

My friend Alvin is always sceptical; he tends to be very cautious of taking risks. But, in his defence, he’s 
right most of the time.  

As we sit and listen to this official-esque looking man describe “Utopia”, I think of all the terrible things 
in the world: death, hatred, discrimination. I think about how easy life would be with more money, 
better aesthetics, or to be just a little bit smarter. And how tempting it is, to be able to start over, and 
create a new me. Let me tell you, I would do anything to get rid of my dull brown hair, blemished skin, 
and overweight body. I mean, what’s the big deal between a virtual world and a physical world if you get 
to experience ultimate happiness…right? 

 

Chapter 2 – In Utopia 

“ALEX! Wake up sleepy head!” I hear as I drift out of my perfect slumber.  

“Alvin you’re early, my alarm doesn’t go off for another ten minutes.” I laugh. 

As I start to wake up, I smell freshly baked cookies (the scent I programmed into E.Z.—the Utopian life-
style program to smell every morning when I wake up), mixed with a hint of peppermint. The bright 
morning sky gleams through the huge windows of my house in the Hamptons. My mansion is hardly 
modest. Although it is just me here, the four-story house holds six bedrooms and five baths. E.Z. takes 
care of all household duties, so there is ultimately no extra work for me! It could not be more perfect. 
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I peer into the mirror across my room and admire myself. My beautiful long golden hair shines like the 
sun. My skin, blemish free of course, is so naturally beautiful; there is no need for things like makeup. 
My eyelashes are already long, dark, and thick, and my lips are already the perfect shade of rose. If for 
some reason, I want to change my aesthetics, all I need to do is change my profile in E.Z. I stare at my 
naked body, comparing its beauty to porcelain, or delicate china. Every inch was crafted specifically to 
my wants and desires, leaving me confident and content. 

The E.Z. program is made to ensure Utopia runs smoothly. It maintains and keeps happiness in society. It 
can make any and all changes to my world as I desire at the push of a button. There is virtually no 
service that E.Z. does not supply. Almost no effort is required to live happily unless one chooses to do 
things with effort. For example, if a person’s passion is fitness, then their lifestyle may revolve around 
working out and exercising. I, however, hate exercising; the E.Z. program keeps my body muscular and 
perfect without working out! It is incredibly worry-free and easy, compared to life before Utopia.  

“I know, but I needed to talk.” Alvin says, 

“I think I’m going to change occupations. I don’t really feel like being a doctor anymore, I feel like being a 
business man now.” 

“Well that’s the good thing about Utopia, Alvin; you can be whatever you want. Just go and change it on 
E.Z. Where is the nearest business building located?” 

“The closest one is across town. But I think I am just going to change it in the program and move it closer 
to my house, so I don’t need to worry about travelling there.” Says Alvin. 

“Oh yeah, I do that all the time. Let’s go get breakfast!” I say. 

As we take make our way towards the kitchen, I can already smell my breakfast waiting for me. The 
perfect breakfast is programmed to be made at 9:00am every morning, consisting of eggs, sausage, fruit, 
oatmeal, and yogurt. The portions amount to the exact amount of carbohydrates, fibre, and protein that 
my body needs for the morning. I realize that Alvin doesn’t have breakfast, so with the push of a button, 
E.Z. makes me a second serving for him.  

“What are your plans for the day Alex?” Alvin asks.  

“I’m not sure! I can’t decide if I want to work today, or go to school, or do something else. What do you 
suggest?” I ask. 

“Well that’s the good thing about Utopia, Alex, you can do whatever you want!” Alvin says mockingly.  

I think back to my days before we had Utopia. I was perpetually stressed and overworked from trying to 
earn enough money to pay for things. I never had time for fun, as I was either working or at school. I was 
required to be in school for about seven years to become a doctor. The best thing about Utopia in my 
eyes, is being able to be anything you want, anytime you want – no schooling required. I just program 
myself to have the skills of a doctor in E.Z. Here in Utopia, there is no money. There is no cost for things, 
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you can just have them. All you need to do is request it from the E.Z. program that is installed in all 
homes. This program meets all of our needs and wants here in Utopia. The program instantly makes you 
food and beverages, as well as prepares and brings you anything you require. It’s as simple as typing it 
into E.Z.  

Walking through downtown Utopia, there is little traffic, so getting around is quite stress free. After a 
while, I don’t feel like walking anymore. Using my handheld E.Z. phone, I request a cab; within seconds, 
my new ride is here!  

“The beach please!” I tell the driver. 

The beaches in Utopia are perfect. As I walk along the soft, sandy beach, a slight, but warm breeze wisps 
around me to combat the heat. The sparkling ocean blue waters are captivating. As I lie in the warm 
sand, I think about any life different than this. It seems unimaginable. I cannot think of a more perfect 
place to be, than here in Utopia. 

 

Chapter 3 – Back to Reality 

My body feels cold and sore. The lights above me are blinding, but I can’t turn my head; I can’t move at 
all. I feel as if my body is paralyzed, or not part of me anymore. My body is someone else’s; I will it to 
move, but it is unresponsive. I hurt everywhere, though, like thousands of knives slicing through me 
simultaneously.   

The slight hum of running machines is constant and unnerving. I am staring at a ceiling of a lab like 
room. Where am I? This is not Utopia anymore.  

After what feels like hours, my body slowly regains its control over itself and I think I can move. With 
one big movement, I roll over off the top of a table and slam into the floor. My legs give out, as if they 
forget how to stand. I feel blood running down the side of my head, but I don’t know why. Feeling 
myself, I notice tiny holes near my temples on both side of my head. They are small, but tender and 
swollen, as if they have been irritated for years. As I sit up, I finally notice my surroundings.  

Thousands of people lay around me on tables, hooked up to numerous machines around this huge 
arena. Withered away and grey, they resemble zombies. My first thought is that they are dead, but as 
withered away as they look, they are not decayed or rotten. Where the hell am I? How did I get here? It 
takes minutes for me to realize, that the vacant table beside me was my spot.  

Moving takes maximal effort. My body, in pain and rigid, has next to no strength to carry me on my feet. 
It is like my brain is unable to send signals to my body to get it to move correctly. Looking down at my 
arms, I notice two things. The first, is that my skin is sucked alarmingly tight to my bones, making me 
look like a skeleton. Looking at the rest of my body for the first time since waking, I realize that I have 
transformed into this skeleton with a thin layer of skin that hugs my bones. Water drops hit my legs, and 
I find myself crying at the sight of my body. My immaculate body has vanished, and in its absence, is left 
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a ghastly creature that is me. The second thing I see is a dark tattooed number on my wrist: 1061. I feel 
like I am in an old horror film. I need to know what has happened. Uncoordinated and slow, I crawl and 
drag my body to a wall. Near me is an office like room. Inside it, I see a calendar that states it is year 
4010. This is wrong. It’s the year 4000. I know this, because the year we signed up for Utopia was the 
year 4000. Ten years? I have not been in Utopia for ten years…have I?  I don’t understand what is 
happening. Propping myself on the desk inside the office, I look through the papers on it.  

 “Patient 1922 File”, “Tube requests”, “Patient 641 Death Certificate”, “Brain Matter Transfers”, are all 
things I see. Upon reading these files, I realize, now, what has happened to me. The documents state 
that the tubes hooked to the side of our heads slowly and carefully dispense brain matter and cells into 
sterile containers for salvage. The tubes in our arms, however, are to provide enough food and nutrition 
to keep our brains working. The transfer papers have lists of names of those to whom our brain matter 
is being given. I recognise almost all the names listed, as members of the Royal family. The Royals, all 
family descendants of the ruling King and Queen, are stealing the intelligence of other people. As the 
sole rulers of Gehenna, the King and Queen have a fiduciary duty to us citizens. They are in power to 
guide and rule for the good of the people, not their own family. I can only assume that this aims to make 
them the superior few, but undeniably at the expense of the many. As I read through these papers, I 
grow terrified. I can hardly fathom what I am reading. People are being lured into this “paradise” called 
Utopia, thinking they are receiving the chance of a lifetime; when really, they are being physically 
tortured without knowing it. This cannot be legal; there is no way humanity would stand for something 
like this. Using and disposing humans for the indulgence of those that deem themselves superior, 
sounds like the ultimate and gross historical reoccurrence. My question is, have people not wondered 
where we have been for the last ten years? Do they know this is happening? When I signed up for 
Utopia, there was no mention of staying for this length of time. In fact, now that I think of it, it feels like I 
was only there for days. What happened to everyone? We obviously had no sense of time or control.  

Why am I disconnected from Utopia? I am the only one awake in this whole arena, and I don’t know 
why. Puzzled, I remember the number on my wrist. This must be my number. Looking at the few patient 
files on the desk, I am determined to find my own. It takes me a significant amount of time to sift 
through the cabinets until I find my own file. Inside, it reads “Prone to seizures; rejects injections and 
tubes regularly. Check lines frequently to ensure proper connection for successful delivery.” So, I must 
have seized out of my connection, and no one has checked on me yet. However, this indicates that I am 
frequently checked on; so, if I am going to do anything, it needs to be done fast. I cannot just leave, 
though, I need to figure how to save the rest of the people here. Leaving without the rest would be 
cowardice and wrong. Making my way through the aisles of bodies, I recognize some of them. I stop at a 
young boy that intrigues me; I know him. I know him! But… I cannot remember who it is. I recognize 
him, however, my brain is not making the connection to who he is or how I know him. Across the way, I 
see a woman about fifty years old. I also know her; I remember her kind face. I feel as if their names are 
on the tip of my tongue, but for some reason I cannot remember. I realise that I think I know who many 
of these people are. What is wrong with me? Why can’t I remember? 
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Chapter 4 – The Escape  

I know that I have little time to make my escape. I don’t know, however, how to properly unhook 
everyone. When I seized, I forced out my connections. From this, I figure it must not be that harmful to 
just pull them out…right? Unhooking the IV for food was the easy part, but, as I pull off the first 
connection of the thousand around me, the body in front of me goes into an arrest. The body spasms 
violently and uncontrollably in front of me for minutes, until it gradually subsides, leaving the body, but 
taking the life with it. “Oh God”. I just killed someone. What have I done? My heart tells me to stop, but 
my brain tells me that by leaving these people here, I will still be killing them by leaving them. How do I 
unhook these people without killing them? My thoughts go back to the office; there must be 
instructions somewhere in there. Searching through the papers I finally notice the protocol instructions 
of “virtual connection termination” hung on the wall beside me. There is an emergency termination 
button to be pressed in order to halt electric currents running through the body before taking out the 
connections. Without a second thought, I slam my hand on the button. Immediately, alarms go off, and 
emergency lights in the arena begin flashing. My cover is blown. 

“DAMN IT!” I scream. 

I have set the alarms off in the whole building. But, not a moment later, I hear the screams and outcries 
of a thousand people. 

I had done it. I woke them up. I see the weak bodies urging themselves to move outside of the office. 
Hope rises in me, as I know that we have a chance to make it outside. 

 

Chapter 5 – Gehenna 

Stepping out into the warm and humid outdoors of our city Gehenna, I am hit with the mass propaganda 
plastered over all buildings and surfaces. Signs promoting the Royal family and the ruling of the King and 
Queen are everywhere. This propaganda promises ultimate safety through the surveillance of the entire 
city. “Secrets are our worst enemy”, “Our eyes will be your protector”, “Privacy means NO protection!”, 
“Why watch your back when we can watch it for you?”, “Do you know who’s watching you? Don’t 
worry, we do!” and more, read all over Gehenna. It occurs to me, that there is no escaping. There are 
cameras and drones everywhere, watching us, monitoring us, and recording us. They are probably 
already on their way for us. There is no hiding anymore. I am sick to my stomach, knowing that I am 
being watched. Why is Gehenna living like this now? What has changed, that we value our privacy and 
personal lives differently? Gehenna is unrecognizable to me, as the last time I was here, it was 
completely different. Everything I had known a decade ago, has vanished and been replaced with 
something new. I’m sick; this is not right. Privacy is freedom, and happiness. At this moment, things 
become clear to me. Utopia was not happiness; Utopia was not real. But, this is not happiness either.  

Standing feet outside the gates of our prison, we realize there is nowhere to go but down. Outside the 
perimeters of Gehenna is unknown and dangerous, and even more so to our weakened bodies. Our only 
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hope is to be accepted back into Gehenna through the sympathies and the hearts of the citizens. 
Through the reveal of our virtual imprisonment, they will realize the error in the ways of the 
government. We will rebel, and take back our freedom of privacy. With high hopes, we start the descent 
into Gehenna. Almost immediately, we are swarmed by men in uniforms. Within seconds, our clan of 
one thousand is overtaken and captured. 

 

 “Why are you doing this?” I scream, as a masked man drags me back into the arena. “Stop! How 
many people are you forcing to do this? How many people are you killing like this!” I plead.  

“Stop.” spits the faceless man. “Everyone that is here has volunteered. You came to us, looking 
for an easy way out of a bad life, just like the rest. You signed up for Utopia; we don’t force anyone. We 
don’t need to, we advertise Utopia, and year after year we have enough people to fill this arena. We 
don’t force anyone” says the man. “No one seems to notice. They must think that those that go missing 
just wander beyond the limits of Gehenna, and die in the unknown. All I know, is that the people are 
happy, and the government is stable.” 

Dumbfounded, I say nothing. Our city has been taken over, and no one seems to have noticed. The 
government remains unquestioned, and the secrets prevail. I am numb, as I see IVs and tubes being 
forced into my body. Surrendering myself to it all, I feel myself gradually fade out of this realm. 

My body feels cold and sore. The lights above me are blinding. I feel as if my body is paralyzed. I hurt 
everywhere, like I am being stuck with knives. The slight hum of running machines is constant and 
unnerving. I am staring at a ceiling of a lab like room. Where am I? This is not Utopia anymore.  

Using all my strength, I am able to turn my head to see the date and time on a large digital calendar built 
into the side of the building. It reads, 8:50am, year 4020.  

“What?” I whisper, “It’s the year 4020? Where have I been for twenty years?”.  

 

Additional Thoughts 

How does “Welcome to Utopia” relate to Brave New World? 

 Some relations to Brave New World that my story has, are typical dystopian features. One of 
these features is government use and control of new and powerful technologies. In my story, the 
government of Gehenna controls and enforces maximum surveillance. Typical of dystopia, high state 
surveillance is promoted through propaganda in the form of safety and comfort. This new technology 
involves maximum and total surveillance of the entire city, investigation drones that monitor the city, 
and in-house surveillance. Gehenna also discourages and eliminates privacy. Like Brave New World, the 
concept of creating an individual to pre-meditated desire is present in my story. In Brave New World, the 
government, through medical intervention, creates humans to meet their needs and desires. This range 
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of creation is vast, as some humans are created as individuals, and others replicants. In “Welcome to 
Utopia”, individuals can create themselves according to any desire they wish when in Utopia.  In both 
dystopias stability is also ensured by controlled production and consumption. These two factors keep 
the economy and usage of its facilities in line with the needs of its government.  

How does “Welcome to Utopia” relate to ‘Utopia’? 

 The virtual Utopia in my story has similar traits to those which Hythloday describes in the 
countries he has visited. One commonality is the elimination or devaluation of money in pursuit of 
reducing crime due to a hierarchy based on wealth. Money-related crimes can be due to selfishness, 
poverty, and hierarchy. Education is another commonality between the two. Hythloday describes the 
great value of education in More’s Utopia and its contribution to a better society. Although the 
contribution of education to society is not mentioned in my story, its value is. The high expense of 
education is eliminated in Utopia, as anyone can become anything they desire. Hythloday also describes 
the value and efforts to rid crime from society in “Utopia”. Crime and its related consequences are used 
as a selling point in “Welcome to Utopia” in order to persuade people to use the virtual realm of Utopia.  

The virtual Utopia in this story is a paradox. Its seemingly ideal and perfect world mirrors the definition 
of what a Utopian world is. However, as the story goes on, it is discovered to be a malicious deception 
by the government resulting in major life consequences, which turns the overall theme of the story 
dystopian.  
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These philosophical utopias by Plato and Aristotle set a pattern which has been echoed in the history of utopian thought. 
Plato's Republic values stability and top-down guidance to maintain unity. Aristotle disagrees, suggesting that the best state 
requires many separate voices to be heard and considered. Plato and Aristotle book covers from Oxford University Press 
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The Listeners – A Dystopian Short Story 
By Paisley Armstrong 
 

“Mae come on, you’re going to make us late!” Shouted her mother from downstairs. Mae 
Wesson quickly finished fixing her chocolate-brown hair into a perfectly neat bun and rushed down the 
stairs. In the living room sat her mother, father and older brother Sam, all with impatient looks on their 
faces.  

 “Ready.” Mae breathed, her hands feeling the softness of the emerald green velvet dress she 
wore. Without a word, her family rose from their seats. They all proceeded to pile into the family 
vehicle. As her father drove them through their perfect suburban neighbourhood, Mae made an effort 
to focus on appreciating the picturesque scenery around her. Better that than to think something 
undesirable like, she thought to herself, stopping herself before she could pursue the thought further. 
She feared that The Listeners might remind her that they were indeed listening. Mae had grown all too 
familiar with that painful, debilitating zap that The Listeners administered on to NeoSociety citizens if 
they thought anything prohibited.  

 Her father pulled the car into a stall and parked it. Before getting out, he shot her a glance, one 
that said, please Mae, behave this time. She prayed she would be able to behave just as much as her 
father did. While it might be embarrassing for her family when she thought the wrong things, it was 
downright agonising for her. If the punishment from the Listeners was not enough, the pitying gazes she 
was constantly met with from others certainly were. Mae Wesson: The Girl Who Cannot Think Right. 
Wherever she went, Mae was reminded of this shameful identity.  

 She and her family stepped out of the car and began making their way inside. Her parents 
paused to speak with Dr. and Mrs. Overman, who also lived on their block, and Mae and her brother 
waited silently behind them. She took deep breaths in and out, trying to will herself to think of nothing, 
like the counselors told her to. An empty mind is better than an ill-thinking one, they said.  Cedric 
Overman, the eldest son, shot her a polite grin from behind his parents. She and Cedric were of the 
same age and had a few classes together at school. Mae liked Cedric; he was one of the only people who 
did not look at her like she was broken. She smiled back at him, trying her hardest to show sincerity.  

 “Cedric here was just selected to join The Listeners and will be heading off to the Academy in 
the fall. We got the letter in the mail just this Friday,” Boasted Dr. Overman, jerking his thumb at his son 
who stood behind him, before pausing and looking to Mae. “And your girl… has she been assigned a 
vocational path yet?” Dr. Overman’s tone was overtly patronizing.  

 “Nothing yet.” Her father replied bluntly. He need not say anything else as they all knew what it 
meant. Mae would not be assigned a specialized career. The Girl Who Cannot Think Right would end up 
in an unskilled job. Maybe a cook or a janitor or a housecleaner… I think I’d like the work of a 
housecleaner. Mae allowed herself to think. It was a safe thought.  
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  At last, Mae and her family headed inside and took their seats in their assigned pew. Mae’s 
father was always certain to remind her after every service that her family used to hold seats towards 
the front of the chapel. Now they sat close to the back, all because of her. Mae looked over at her 
mother, who stared almost longingly at where their family once sat and at the families that sat there 
now. Mae could remember what it was like to sit up there when she was a little girl, before the 
Transparency Chip, which relays all her thoughts to The Listeners, was implanted in her head on her 
eighth birthday. Before The Listeners could tell that Mae’s thoughts were wrong, she remembered 
playing I Spy with Cedric when the two of them grew bored of listening to Father Glasser. The Overmans 
still held those same seats.  

 Father Glasser made his way to the altar and conversation came to a halt. All waited with 
anticipation to hear his words. “Good morning and happy Sunday to all. Continuing from last week when 
we talked about the beliefs on which the NeoSociety was built, I felt that it would be appropriate to 
speak about the creation of the NeoSociety today. Now I am sure you all know the story, but it is always 
important to remember where our society came from so that we can fully appreciate just how 
wonderful it is that we are here today.”  

 Mae could sense that dangerous thoughts were on the rise. She did her best to drown out 
Father Glasser’s words before they brought her thoughts to the surface.  Just one service without 
incident, please Mae, she thought to herself instead. She looped that thought, trying to keep any others 
from breaking through.  

 “After the Fourth World War, our planet was plunged into utter chaos. Most nations had been 
destroyed and over three-quarters of the planet’s population had been killed. The country once known 
as the United States had reigned victorious in the war and thought that they would control the entire 
world with their secretive and deceptive ways. And they just might have, had The Listeners not 
intervened. On September 4th 2132, which we know now as Ushering Day, our leaders preformed a most 
successful coup and took control of our entire society, which was destined to ultimately fail if it 
remained on the path on which it had set out. The Listeners told people that they could be saved, could 
be set on the right path, if only they would accept the terms of the NeoSociety manifesto. Only those 
who feared what might come to be known if they accepted the main term refused, such as corrupt 
politicians, hardened criminals and cheating spouses. This effectively ridded our world of any and all 
distasteful characters who felt the need to keep secrets.   

“The main term of the NeoSociety’s manifesto, as you all know, demanded total transparency 
from all of its citizens. Thus, all our ancestors accepted the terms and agreed to have a Transparency 
Chip implanted into their heads. All of the things that they had been lacking -- jobs, food, homes -- were 
granted to them, in exchange for completely doing away with privacy. And here we are today, the 
descendants of those brave souls who survived through the Fourth World War and accepted the terms. 
We know no want or need. Our society provides us with everything we could ever desire. In return, we 
follow the paths set out for us by The Listeners, who know us all just as well as we know ourselves. 
Having heard our every thought, every wish, every whim they know exactly where we belong in society. 
They know where we will be happiest.” 
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Father Glasser continued to lecture for some time, going on about the marvels of total 
transparency and the evils that privacy brought forth. He finished all his lectures with the same 
quotation, taken directly from the NeoSociety manifesto: “There is safety in transparency.” All those in 
attendance repeated the words back to him before rising from their seats and filtering their way out.  

 An empty mind is better than an ill-thinking one. Mae silently chanted to herself as her family 
made their way out. She had done it; she had at long last made it through a service without a single 
prohibited thought. Or almost.  

Just then, Mrs. Pattison, whose family sat next to the Wessons, placed a hand on Mae’s 
shoulder endearingly. “Well done sweetheart. It is nice to see that the work of those counselors that 
your parents pay for is finally starting to have an effect. How delightful it was to listen to today’s service 
without interruption.” Mae knew Mrs. Pattison meant well, but she still could not help the thought that 
arose. Well maybe next service your nauseating old husband can try placing his hand on your thigh 
instead of mine. That would be delightful.  

Not even a second passed before the pain surged in Mae’s mind, originating from the chip 
installed behind her ear. She gritted her teeth. The pain spread, until the prohibited thought was gone 
completely, replaced instead by what felt like lightning striking her brain. Mae fought her hardest to 
remain composed. If she could just keep her face cool and remain on her feet, no one would know she 
was being punished and she would not have to embarrass her family once more. She fought as long as 
she could, but soon found herself collapsing back into the pew and holding her pounding head in her 
hands. She could hear gasps of surprise accompanied by sighs of annoyance all around her, but could 
not focus on anything but the all-consuming pain that flowed through her mind.  

The pain soon subsided and Mae shamefully rose back up to her feet, leaning on her brother 
Sam for support. The shocks always made her weak. She refused to look up from the ground; she did not 
want to see all the gazes that were surely aimed at her. “Too bad…” She heard Mrs. Pattison whisper 
before hearing the old lady’s high heels clunking away.  

If you would have just kept your mouth shut, you old bit-. Another zap. This time interrupting the 
thought before she could even finish it. Mae did not fight against it this time. She slumped in Sam’s 
grasp, bringing her hands back up to her head. Sam held firm and dragged Mae out of the chapel.  

It was not until Sam placed her into the back seat of the car that the pain once again waned. For 
just a moment, Mae locked eyes with her father in the rear-view mirror. The pain she felt when she saw 
the shame and disappointment in his eyes was almost as bad as the one that had consumed her mind 
just moments ago. Her family drove home in total silence, the same as always. And like always, Sam 
reached across the backseat and took his sister’s hand in his. She appreciated him always trying to 
comfort her. She did not know what she would do if Sam was as cold towards her as her parents were 
after an incident.  
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Once at home, Mae sulked up to her room without a word. Exhausted from having her brain 
fried twice in such a short time, she collapsed onto her small bed. She ended up falling asleep, and 
waking up some time later to her mother shouting at her from downstairs once again.  

“Mae! Cedric Overman is on the porch; he’d like to have a word with you!” What could Cedric 
possibly want with me? Mae thought as she rose from her bed. On instinct, she braced herself for a 
shock, just in case. Once she was sure there was not a zap coming, she made her way down the stairs 
and out onto the front porch. As she beheld Cedric sitting casually on the porch swing, she was suddenly 
very aware that she was still wearing her dress from the morning’s service and that it was wrinkled from 
having slept in it.   

“Hello Cedric.” She said politely, trying distractedly to smooth out her dress.  

“Hello Mae.” He replied, rising from the porch swing.  

“Mother said you wanted to see me…?” Mae spoke, her tone inquisitive.  

“Yes. My father sent me actually. He wanted me to give you these.” Cedric reached into his 
pocket and pulled out a small prescription bottle with her name printed on it. “As you know, my father 
and his medical research team have done extensive work to try and permanently rid people of troubling 
thoughts, inspired by you. He thinks they’ve finally done it. He wanted you to be among the first to try 
these.”  

Cedric handed the bottle to Mae before reaching into his pocket again and pulling out a slightly 
crumpled, sealed letter. He handed the letter to Mae as well, before shooting her a genuine smile and 
taking off. Weird. She thought, again instinctively bracing herself.  

She went back into the house, and her mother was waiting by the door. “What did Cedric 
want?” Her mother asked, her tone oddly optimistic.  

“Dr. Overman sent him. He gave me these pills to try. They’re supposed to help supress 
troubling thoughts apparently.” Mae answered bluntly. She wondered what else her mother could have 
possibly imagined the conversation was about. Her mother knew full well that a nice boy like Cedric 
would never ask the Girl Who Cannot Think Right out on a date. Mae would have to wait until The 
Listeners assigned someone to her. Or maybe they won’t, and I’ll die alone. Zap. It caught Mae off-guard; 
she thought the thought was innocent enough. That was her problem. She never learned and she could 
never tell what qualified a thought as a prohibited one.  

“Society knows that at this point you could use all the help you can get for these awful thoughts 
of yours. I’ll be sure to thank Dr. Overman next time I see him. Here’s hoping those pills work.” Was all 
her mother had to say. She did not even help as Mae collapsed to the ground in pain.  

It was Sam who helped her to her room. He placed her gently on her bed and left wordlessly, 
shutting the bedroom door behind him. Once the pain reduced to no more than a subtle sting, Mae sat 
up. The pills Cedric gave her were still in her hand, and the letter in the other. She looked at the letter 
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first. There was something written on the outside, in bold letters. She recognized it as Cedric’s 
handwriting: DO NOT OPEN UNTIL YOU’VE TAKEN A PILL. 

 Doing as instructed, Mae opened the small bottle of pills and popped one into her mouth, 
swallowing it dry. Then she tore open the letter. She carefully unfolded the paper inside, and drew in a 
gasp as she read the words that lay on it:  

 Mae,  
I swapped the pills. These ones will set you free. Come and meet us when you’re 
ready.  

- Cedric  
Mae had to wonder who us referred to. A wicked grin spread across her face as she willed 

herself to think the most awful thing she could come up with. As the letter promised, the lightning was 
held at bay. The Girl Who Cannot Think Right had just regained her privacy. 
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Looking Backward first edition, and frontispiece from the first book edition of News from Nowhere. Morris's utopia was first published 
as a serial in the Socialist journal Commonweal. Bellamy's future Boston tends to reflect Plato. Although it is a democracy, the society 
is run as an industrial army with a chain of command from top to bottom. William Morris disagreed; his future London is a co-
operative anarchism with no hierarchy at all. Images from Wikipedia. 
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The Purpose of Life in Dystopian and Utopian Works 
By Michaela Frencham 

 
 

 It is very common for people to ask themselves at least once in their lives why they were put on 
this Earth to live. Some may reach an absolute conclusion regarding the purpose of life, while others 
struggle to answer this question. The truth is, there are many possible answers, which all depend on the 
social structures we find ourselves in. Literary works such as Brave New World by Aldous Huxley, “The 
Unknown Citizen” by W.H. Auden, Utopia by Sir Thomas More, and “Imagine” by John Lennon all portray 
different beliefs and values, which, in turn, can help or hinder an individual’s idea of what is the true 
purpose of life. 
  Seen in the very beginning of Brave New World is the slogan: “COMMUNITY, IDENTITY, 
STABILITY” in capital letters (Huxley 3). This slogan shows the values that this society’s citizens should 
have in order to be a part of ‘civilized’ culture. By breaking apart the slogan and analyzing how they stay 
true to these words, the main purpose of life in this book is to fulfill one’s duty as a member of the caste 
system and to find happiness. Community is important in this world as it brings people together, giving 
the citizens the impression that the government is a force that is there to help them, not harm them. 
The solidarity circle scene proves this because it encourages people to come together, drug themselves, 
and worship a god with questionable validity to help them forget all life’s troubles (78-85). Moving onto 
identity, Bokanovsky’s process, conditioning, and sleep hypnosis are administered in order to control the 
citizens’ behaviours (6, 21, 25) By being able to control a citizen’s behavior and what they like, an 
identity is formed alongside the pride that comes with it. Stability, probably the most important of the 
three, is shown by the banning of books in exchange for happiness among the citizens (220-1); 
therefore, it eliminates the possibility of resistance against the government, keeping them in power. All 
in all, this slogan and the values that go along with it are helped by social arrangements because of the 
amount of control that the government has over its citizens.       

Similarly to Huxley’s book, the citizens in Auden’s “An Unknown Citizen” are taken advantage of 
by its government. The meaning of life, portrayed by the objective, impersonal point of view of the 
poem, is for citizens to contribute to society without questioning authority (Auden 1-29). This is also 
shown by the types of people evaluating the life of the citizen: The Bureau of Statistics, who were 
satisfied with his behaviour (1), the Union, who reported that his dues were paid (10), and the Eugenist, 
who was content with the number of kids he had (25-6). These are important because these types of 
people can heavily influence how a person lives their life, helping social arrangements enforce their 
power over their citizens (28-9). The final couplet reveals how little power the general public has against 
the government in this society. Never to feel discontent about one’s government is extremely 
improbable. Because of this, one can assume that the government is simply not allowing its citizens to 
have a voice against them in order for them to remain in control. This also helps establish this 
government’s purpose, as there is no room for citizens to question authority. 

 
   While following orders and contributing to society are both important in the above dystopian 
works, Utopia by Thomas More focuses on other aspects that contribute to their society’s idea of what 
the purpose of life is. In this utopian society the citizens’ feelings are taken into account, which 
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contributes to their idea of the purpose of human life: to be happy by seeking the right kinds of pleasure 
through being virtuous and by following God:  that “happiness is found, not in every kind of pleasure, 
but only in good and honest pleasure” and how virtue is living a life that God would approve. The right 
kinds of pleasures, according the book, are ones that are not so much physical or mental, but spiritual. 
Gods in literature have an enormous influence over people, so it is not surprising that the Utopians 
strongly believe in spiritual pleasures that are deemed as ‘virtuous’ by God, which contribute to the 
amount of happiness they get. With these beliefs alongside Utopia’s view of the purpose of life, these 
social arrangements help enforce this purpose by using God’s word to influence citizens’ actions. 
 Beginning in the second verse, Lennon’s “Imagine” really starts to dive deep into the purpose of 
human life. The purpose of life, according to the message given in this song, would be to not let 
superficial, human-created items or ideologies get in the way of living in harmony with one another. This 
is revealed when Lennon encourages listeners to “imagine there’s no countries […] and no religion, too” 
(Lennon, 7-12). Countries and religions are two concepts that were created by humans and that are 
taken too seriously in this world. A second example is when he says “Imagine no possessions” (17), 
which is an idea pursued by the Utopians in More’s Utopia. A world with no possessions would, ideally, 
stop people’s greed and envy of other people. While all of these propositions sound appealing, the 
society Lennon lived in is our world in real life; therefore, Lennon’s social arrangements match those of 
the listener. These arrangements hinder the development of Lennon’s utopian ideas because it is 
extremely hard not to be influenced by capitalism in today’s world. To survive, one must conform to 
society and follow what those in power say to do. 
 Whether they be dystopian or utopian, the societies of both kinds have specific views, beliefs, 
and ways of life that contribute to some kind of purpose. This purpose may be sneakily used by people 
in power, such as in Brave New World and “The Unknown Citizen”, in order to gain complete control 
over others, or used to simply help to create a better world for everyone, like in Utopia and “Imagine”. 
However, while the social arrangements of each society influence their citizens to believe in their idea of 
human purpose by enforcing these views, beliefs, and ways of life, sometimes these social arrangements 
do not match the end goal that is aimed for by those in power, which can hinder rather than help 
establish the purpose of human life. 
 
References in this note are to: Auden, W.H. “The Unknown Citizen”. 1940; Huxley, Aldous. Brave New 
World. London: 1932; Lennon, John. “Imagine” 1971; More, Thomas. Utopia, 2002 [1516]. 
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Idealia - The Society of the Same 
By Emily James 

 

 My parents do not have parents. My parents are not orphans; they did not lose their parents in 
an accident or to a terrible disease; their parents simply do not exist. They do not exist in this society, 
that is. I mean, both sets of their biological parents are out ‘there,’ existing somewhere, in some other 
society, living some other life, somehow each having contributed to exactly one-quarter of my mom’s 
and dad’s combined genetic makeup. We know nothing about any of them, nothing of importance that 
is. Nothing that gives me any clues as to why I am so vastly different-minded than everyone else in 
Idealia, the society where every single one of us looks exactly the same. 

Some may find it sad that my parents do not have parents; my mom assures me that she does 
not feel like she is missing out or that she is ever alone. Connie, my mom’s legal guardian and the 
‘outside’ woman who Karl approved to be my mother’s surrogate, was a kind and loving woman, who 
gave my mom no reason to be sad about not having parents. My parents are also not the only Idealia 
citizens without parents; surrogates carried all of the first generation Idealia citizens, we call them First 
Gens. In fact, none of the First Gens knows anything about their biological parents. Well, they know 
nothing, except that their parents’ genes were hand-picked and genetically modified by Karl and his 
government because each and every one of them possessed the genetic characteristics that would allow 
Karl’s vision of a Society of the Same to unfold.  

Connie died years ago now; she died from cancer. Not one of Idealia’s First Gen doctors could 
treat her specific form of cancer because all of Idealia’s doctors were generalists. Doctors, and all 
occupations for that matter, received the exact same training, and their genetically modified human 
cells had the exact same intellectual characteristics. Karl and his government made sure of that when 
the First Gens were being ‘conceived’ in petri dishes. Every First Gen’s DNA consists of exactly one-
eighth of Karl’s so-called eight types of intelligence (musical, spatial, language, logic/math, physicality, 
interpersonal, intrapersonal, and naturalistic). Karl and his government believed that if everyone in 
Idealia had exactly the same IQ and skillfulness, then our population would not be in competition with 
one another and we would all be free from stress and anxiety. Apparently, according to Connie, the 
scientists who helped Karl create Idealia, discovered some kind of DNA cloning breakthrough. I do not 
understand the specifics of what that breakthrough entailed; however, it obviously worked because as 
soon as it was tested and proven, Karl and his chosen followers, including all of the surrogates, moved to 
this ‘societal bubble’ to begin his ideal utopia, which became the start of ‘Idealia, the Society of the 
Same’ (or as I like to refer to it, the society of dullness and repetitiveness). 

When Connie entered her final stage of cancer and could no longer take care of herself, my 
mom had Connie move in with our family so that she could take care of her. I helped my mom take care 
of Connie and I never considered it a chore, or resented it. During my time tending to Connie, I got to 
hear stories of how Idealia came to be and what it was like for Connie on the ‘outside’, before she 
followed Karl to Idealia. I savored every second of my time with Connie, soaking up every detail as she 
explained how we got to the place we are now and how at the beginning, Karl’s idea of sameness and 



 33 

equality was one born out of the admirable vison of a culture comprised of self-confident, non-
competitive and empowered individuals. This dream, explained Connie, saw a society in which 
depression, anxiety, and mental illness did not exist, and where suicide became practically unheard of. 

Through listening to Connie’s stories, I started to understand why she had always defended Karl 
when I said nasty things about him and (what I perceived to be) his communist government. I knew they 
prohibited her and the others, who came from the ‘outside,’ to break the law of speaking about the time 
before Idealia was formed, but I never understood why, and also I did not know how rigid those rules 
actually were and how tightly they were enforced. It was only while I took care of Connie, sitting at her 
bedside, that I learned more about the contract that she signed and about how Idealia went from being 
a utopic, egalitarian society to a society of complete dystopia and despair.  

Before Karl’s team of scientists and doctors implanted Connie with the embryo that became my 
mom, Karl made her sign a surrogacy contract. The contract stated that in return for allowing Connie to 
join Idealia, a society free from crime (punishable by death), hate, jealousy, and other pressures that 
arose from a society’s variation of beauty, intelligence, and strength, Connie would agree to become a 
surrogate for a preselected fetus.  

That contract also required that all surrogates would allow the government to surgically implant 
a monitoring chip in their bodies so that they were never tempted to stray from the terms of their 
contract. Connie agreed to eat only the foods that were listed on the list of approved prenatal foods, 
that she would exercise daily, and she would be sure to take the daily allotment of prenatal vitamins. 
She provided her developing fetus with daily exposure to Karl’s recorded positivity emotional 
intelligence messages that supposedly trained the fetus’ subconscious mind to never have feelings of 
inadequacy, and to be self-confident and positive. Not only did Connie agree to sign a surrogate 
contract, but she also signed a follow-up contract to become a legal guardian to a first generation 
Idealian; this meant that Connie agreed to raise my mother in accordance with Idealia’s political, 
economic, socioeconomic, and religious beliefs. With no tolerance for alternative ways living. 

With these contracts Connie agreed to never alter my mom’s physical appearance; this meant 
that she was not allowed to cut or colour my mother’s ‘scientifically formulated, perfect mix of genetic 
characteristics’ hair. My mom was not allowed to go into the sun without SPF 100, or to stray from the 
2000-calorie per day diet developed by Karl’s team of scientists, and her body had to remain free from 
piercings and alterations of any kind. Karl and his government never hid the fact that the government 
monitored everyone’s activity so that all legal guardians followed the rules of their contracts. I asked 
Connie why Karl was so adamant that every female and every male in every generation had to look, 
dress, and act the same. I desperately needed to know this because I was always so frustrated and 
disheartened by the fact that the government did not allow me to make decisions about my own body.  

I never really got the full story about the tragic downfall of Idealia; Connie thought I was too 
young, at that time, to understand the events that started to take place. Many years have passed since 
Connie’s death and now that I am older, I am able to put together the pieces of her stories, and make 
more sense of them. Take the neighbours across the street for example, Doug and Carla; they were like 
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every other couple in Idealia. They were content; they were not jealous of others because there was 
nothing to make either of them jealous. Carla looked like all the other women in Idealia, and Doug like 
all the Idealian men. They had the same hair colour, the same body type, face, and no one ever showed 
any physical signs of aging. Further to their physical appearance, Carla and Doug were the same 
intellectually as their male and female colleagues and there would never have been the appeal, or any 
jealousy that came with others being richer, or more successful than one another, because everyone 
earned the same salary and had the same material goods, the same goods that would furnish homes as 
well as satisfy their leisure time. With identical knowledge they did not get bored with their jobs; having 
the exact same IQ meant as long as government regulated quotas were met, either of them could do 
any job.  Karl and his supporters made sure of that. Somehow, somewhere, something started to go 
wrong with Carla and Doug (and other couples that I knew nothing about back then at that naïve age of 
8). Why could we hear their constant fighting behind closed doors? I remember seeing them coming out 
of a quaint, romantic, restaurant; they were walking hand in hand and smiling at each other. I remember 
them kissing and embracing a lot (which was embarrassing for me at that age). How could a couple who 
fought so much, be so happy and romantic at the same time? I asked myself, what was there to fight 
about in a society where everything is the same? Would it have helped them if they were allowed to 
have a belief system? Would worshipping a god of their choice have filled the void that made them so 
unhappy? Karl’s strict no-religion law made it impossible for anyone to know this. I asked Connie all of 
the questions that I had, and her answer to me was both confusing and vague. Connie was nearing the 
end of her life when she finally made her way to telling me about our impending fall to dystopia, and it 
became harder and harder for her to speak. The surgically implanted monitoring chip in her neck had 
long since been removed, but the hole that it left, coupled by the aggressive cancer cells that plagued 
her whole body, caused her much pain and discomfort. She often had to take long naps in between her 
stories. Sometimes her rests fell in the middle of her stories, which left me anxiously waiting to hear the 
endings. 

Now that I am older, I finally understand what Connie was so valiantly trying to tell me without 
confusing and disheartening me. As it happened, more and more surrogates did the same as Connie 
before they passed; they were on their deathbed and felt that they had nothing to lose by breaking the 
rules of their contracts, so they spoke freely of how the society of Idealia started and how a society built 
initially on good intentions, slowly began to end. Some surrogates did not hold back as Connie had with 
me. A surrogate of my mom’s friend was completely honest before she passed ten years after Connie. 
She spoke all about the contracts, of the outside world, how it differed from ours.  

It was through her that I learned about the computer hacks into Idealia’s main server banks, 
about the underground practicing of religion, about the government-assigned professions and societal 
roles that became abandoned by citizens because, as it turns out, humans were not all meant to be 
genetically the same, and our intelligence types somehow over time morphed into unique, individual 
thoughts and interests. These stories and others began to surface, and the citizens of Idealia embraced 
anarchy; we accepted the dangers that Karl so vehemently warned us about in return for a society of 
individualism and uniqueness. 
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No one knows exactly what happened when the first hack into the government’s servers 
occurred; rumours say it was a rebel group operating from the ‘outside’. However, the government kept 
it top-secret. Karl did not want his citizens to know that someone was able to switch people’s visual 
identity clouds, the clouds floating over all of our heads that were the only way to distinguish each 
female and each male from one another. I did learn, however; that some people paid the hackers to 
temporarily change their identity clouds to display a false identity, so that they could form new religions, 
or be with another partner. I thought back to the stories that Connie told me; I thought about the story 
of my neighbours, Carla and Doug. Did Doug, or Carla for that matter, pay to have their identities 
switched? Is that why the couple that I saw coming out the restaurant seemed so happy and in love; was 
one or both of them imposters? 

Many years have passed, and ultimately, I do believe that Karl and his government’s intentions 
were well-meaning. I mean, who would intentionally turn a functioning, although troubled, society like 
that of the outsiders into one that, by virtue of those well-meaning intentions, started crumbling at an 
alarming rate? I have to believe that their vision blind-sided them, that their vision of a society where no 
one was in competition, where everyone was self-confident and self-aware and where everyone co-
existed in harmonious love, respect, and internal happiness somehow possessed them into becoming 
maniacal dictators.   

Although Idealian citizens were able to upturn the government, we still have a long way to go 
until our society is one of free speech, individuality, and the ability to thrive, and challenge ourselves 
and one another. The dream of becoming a capitalist society is one that I believe is now primarily rooted 
in everyone’s minds; it will just take some time to achieve. I trust that once we do get to our ideal state, 
we will be able to preserve the good qualities that Karl instilled in all of us, while developing new ones as 
well. My hope is that one day Idealia will achieve a society that is is prosperous and fitting for all of its 
unique citizens. Tomorrow it will become official that the new name of our society will be Realia, to 
reflect our new understanding that the ideal is not always what is real. 
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A Perfect Dream: Utopian Ideals of Prairie Struggle Organization and the Realism of Capitalist Society 
By Andrew Ellis 

 

 The idea of a better society is something many people fantasize about. Many people, 
such as neo-liberalists and neo-conservatists, think that western civilization's capitalist society has 
created a utopian-like society. However, capitalism has many flaws, as it centralizes power to the top 
percent of income earners who earn this money by means of exploitation of the working class. Prairie 
Struggle Organization is a political organization that focuses on anarchist-communist ideology to combat 
capitalist society by mobilizing the working class. Members of the organization have a vision of a federal 
democracy, where the decision making power lies with the public, and not with the top percent of 
income earners or political representatives. One of their goals is to rid society of patriarchy, racism, and 
homophobia, among other forms of oppression. Although seemingly idealistic, they take realistic steps 
to understand and mobilize their movement by providing solidarity and offering innovative ideas in their 
position papers. However, the organization is not without its faults and has many challenges ahead of it. 
Capitalist society has created many distractions that take people away from politics. As well, the 
commodification of education has made mobilization of the working class increasingly difficult. To fully 
understand the position of anarchist-communist ideology, you either have to explore the ideology 
through post secondary-education or to seek out information that is not readily available. Although 
Prairie Struggle has radical goals for a better, less exploited society, the challenges of mobilizing the 
working class towards anarchist-communist aims are becoming increasingly difficult. 

 To understand the challenges of Prairie Struggle, first the goals of the organization must 
be examined. Prairie Struggle's website states that there is a “need ... to federate on a regional, national 
and international basis”1. Federations, although seemingly not anarchist in principle, are a necessity for 
the organization. In an interview with Shane Giminez, one of the founding members of Prairie Struggle 
Organization, he states that he is not an anarchist because he does not want governance, but rather that 
there has to be a semblance of order for a federal democracy to work. This is congruent with wanting a 
non-hierarchical system of governance because information must be passed on and delegated through 
democratic means. Where most federations contain power in delegated decision-making positions, this 
way of direct democracy has no individual decision-making representation but rather re-callable 
delegates, which eliminates higher probabilities of corruption, while still making decision-making 
efficient. Another aim for the organization is the eradication of oppression through the “domination of 
men over women”, “race and ethnic origin”, and “a specific set of gender roles”2. The capitalist system 
allows (whether purposefully or not) for systemic oppression. The issue of oppression is one of the most 
deeply-rooted problems within society – it is used to divide workers and aid politically in exploitation. 
Oppressive systems like Patriarchy have reigned longer than the capitalist society which makes it that 
much more difficult to combat. However, Prairie Struggle seeks equity and equality among all genders 
and ethnic backgrounds in society because oppression is the major dystopic repercussion of capitalist 
society, and with this, they intend to unite workers and improve the quality of life for all citizens. 

 One of the major challenges to the organization is getting people to put in the effort. 
Shane states that people have become increasingly busy, and self-interested with their lives. From 
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working an eight hour work day to taking care of children, watching television shows and going to 
football games, society has become less interested in the politics of progress. This is a large challenge for 
Prairie Struggle and for other organizations as well. Whether distractions have been circulated on 
purpose or not, they are abundant in western society. People are becoming less aware of the political 
economy around them and the effect they can have in society. This especially challenges smaller groups 
such as Prairie Struggle because mobilization of the working class becomes increasingly difficult. Not 
only do people not want to engage in political actions, they never have time or energy to do so. 
Subsequently, even people who are interested in taking political action will not do so because they are 
too busy dealing with the intricacies of their own lives. 

 The political history of anarchist-communist ideologies is another impediment to Prairie 
Struggle's success. Despite class-oriented politics being a major part of history, the words anarchist and 
communist tend to scare people. However, as Shane states, a point in history to look at where 
anarchists were extremely important was in the Haymarket General Strike in Chicago. This is where 
anarchists (alongside the Industrial Workers of the World or IWW) led a general strike for the eight hour 
work day, which would later culminate in its adoption. Before this, people worked six days a week and 
ten hours a day. This is one of the impediments because the history of successful anarchist movements 
has been hidden behind world wars and other political parties that associate chaos with the word 
anarchism. In particular, those who destroy property in hopes of having their political values heard are 
typically most associated with the word anarchist and this violence often dissuades further interest in 
anarchist politics. The political success of the Haymarket General Strike is not well known in society 
partly because of capitalist systems. Perhaps, if the general public knew information like this they would 
become more political. Fighting for workers’ rights is of the utmost value to Prairie Struggle as well as 
the to the public, but as Shane states: people are convinced their rights are being violated but they are 
also convinced that they are fortunate, and deserving of having their rights recede in times of political-
economic instability. 

 A major difficulty in mobilization of the working class also comes from education. Post-
secondary education has become a privilege within the western world and a commodity sold by the 
state that the poor must put themselves in large sums of debt to access. The history of Marxist ideology 
becomes difficult to access and understand, or even introduce for many unless they attend higher 
education. This makes it hard for working class citizens to engage with groups like Prairie Struggle, or 
imagine utopian societies outside the realms of capitalism. This also makes it difficult to understand 
concepts that organizations like Prairie Struggle discuss. Prairie Struggle's website states that their 
“activities are organized around theoretical development”3, which to some working class people may 
not make sense. The intricacy of these concepts and their lack of accessibility make it difficult to 
mobilize the working class. This becomes a challenge for Prairie Struggle members because many of the 
members are well educated in leftist political theories, but because of capitalist societies' 
commodification of education, relating to the theoretical framework of Prairie Struggle becomes 
increasingly difficult for those without the privilege.   

 Prairie Struggle has achieved functionality by bringing radical politics to western Canada. 
With membership spanning across Alberta, Manitoba, and Saskatchewan, the organization is growing 
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larger. This is a major achievement for the group because they are the first anarchist-communist 
organization in recent time to have branches set up throughout the prairies. As well, as Shane states, 
they have their politics explicitly laid out in accordance with the anarchist tradition. This is a major 
impediment to many leftist groups as they frequently disagree on major concepts such as “anarchist 
organizations ... federat[ing]”4 and “a minimum 2/3 majority to pass” but Prairie Struggle has reached 
cohesive decisions on these terms, and debate within the group focuses on strategy and tactics rather 
than foundations.5 Furthermore, a permanent organization acts as a place to organize around, and build 
small victories toward larger victories. This is typically where leftist groups fail, as in many cases, once a 
small victory is achieved for a cause, the group disbands, or the victory is lost in disorganization. The 
permanency of the group – which Shane states has been in existence since October 2012 – is a 
functional achievement for the organization that leads the organization in their future plans, scope, 
strategies, and tactics. 

 There is still hope in seeing a successful movement of radical politics in the prairies, 
despite the impediments that capitalist society imposes on Prairie Struggle members. The most 
prominent difficulty – and the biggest inspiration – within the movement are the dystopian conditions 
caused by capitalism. Exploitation of the working class, along with patriarchy, homophobia, and racism, 
have produced the need for radical politics. When asked if he would see an anarchist society in his 
lifetime, Shane responded with a doubtful maybe. There are still signs of labour and economic instability 
despite the multiple revolutions within the past one-hundred years. It is because of the dystopian 
conditions that there is hope for the future. When people are  not satisfied with their conditions of life – 
no matter the country – there will be repercussions. As history has shown, these repercussions have 
sometimes come with revolution, no matter the ideology. In Russia, the inspiration of Marxist ideas 
created the Soviet Union to combat the oppressions of Monarchy. In the days of the Haymarket Strike, 
labour unions were created to combat the suffering caused by capitalist society. It is essential for 
progress to combat the dystopian features of society, and this leaves radical groups like Prairie Struggle 
with hope for the future, as well as space to organize along their radical principles. 

 Prairie Struggle Organization's ideologies for a better society are not without their 
challenges – especially that of oppression. In an interview with one of the founding members, Shane 
Giminez, the ideas of what Prairie Struggle hopes to achieve and what impedes the movement were 
explored. With the lives of people getting considerably more busy, it becomes a challenge to organize 
and seek solidarity for a common cause. The lack of accessibility to the history and ideology of anarchist-
communist movements most likely caused by the commodification of education increases the difficulty 
of mobilizing the working class. With these difficulties also comes success – the organization has created 
itself and permanently so. There are members spread across the prairies and with increasing numbers 
comes a larger and better organized movement. With this comes the idea of hope. It is hope for a better 
society that brings radical groups like this together, especially with the dystopian features of today's 
society. This hope, along with their explicitly laid out ideologies shows that there is promise for progress. 
Whether it comes from Prairie Struggle itself, or other groups successfully mobilizing the working class, 
there will surely be continued opposition within the dystopian and oppressive capitalist system. While 
the barrier created by the distance of these revolutionary politics to the working class masses is huge, 
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and perhaps insurmountable, groups like Prairie Struggle succeed, even if their role is one of holding the 
current system accountable for its ills. 

References 
1“Aims and Principles,” www.prairiestruggle.org/aims-and-principles. 
2Ibid 
3”Constitution,” www.prairiestruggle.org/constitution 
4”Aims and Principles” 
5”Constitution”  
Note: the personal interview with Shane Giminez was conducted on April 5, 2014. 
 

[Note; The Prairie Struggle Organization existed from 2011 to 2015, ending one year after this essay was 
written. See https://libcom.org/library/prairie-struggle-dead-struggle-continues, an account of the 
movement by Juan Conatz. One key issue seems to have been a debate within Prairie Struggle about a 
revolutionary agenda based on class-struggle, versus a more gradualist agenda for social change. This 
echoes a dilemma faced by many radical organizations—to overthrow the system or to work within the 
system and risk being corrupted by it. Such concerns led William Morris to leave the Social Democratic 
Federation in the 1880s and to write his anarchist utopian dream, News from Nowhere in 1890. –Ed.] 
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An Engineered Sheep, by Britin Cote. Based on bio-engineered animals in Margaret Atwood's Year of the Flood 
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Free Will & Constructs 
By Matt Kelln 

Free Will 

Something we are said to have as Canadians  

Could it be an illusion? 

Slavery was abolished years ago was it not? 

Yet we remain slaves to society 

Our hands are forced in the decisions we make 

From the day we are born we are dependent on others 

There are those of us who are fortunate  

With great influences in our lives to push us in the right direction 

Not all of us are so lucky 

But they leave their mark on us  

It becomes a part of who we are 

We live in a world where most people never achieve their dreams 

We settle. 

Far too often we settle 

For a job we dislike  

A relationship too weak 

Or an education we disagree with  

Freedom of speech? 

Yet our tongues always offend  

When offense was not meant 

So we pretend to be content  

Yet I write this while I am supposed to be getting an education 

To educate others  

With ideas I do not agree with 

A slave to the system 
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To be punished if I speak my mind 

History repeats itself 

Just take a look around and tell me what you see 

Happy? 

We are fortunate to be free of many things that others are not 

The struggle is different 

The playing field has changed  

Money.  

Power. 

Status.  

Those who have these things still rule 

Sound familiar? 

A battle of words and ideas 

Worlds colliding 

Whether it be the old age or the new age 

We are all victim to those above us 

What do you want? 

What is your dream? 

I urge you. 

Do not give in.  

Do not settle. 

Brace for the crack of the whip 

Lick your wounds and move on  

Be the difference. 

Be the change. 

I am not the only one who thinks like this 

So what does it all mean? 

You tell me. 
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Constructs 

From the day we are born  

A name  

Religion  

Mannerisms  

Education  

So many expectations to make our parents proud 

Tick Tock 

Do we really choose our friends?  

Or are we limited to proximity 

Choose a school  

Find your career path  

Tick Tock 

Late for work again  

A job you hate sober  

Even more when you’re not  

It pays the bills  

So you can live in a home you can barely afford  

Tick Tock  

A baby is on the way  

Surely a ring must follow  

Do you really love her or is it convenient for you to? 

It won’t work  

stay together for the kids until they can understand  

Tick Tock  

Another election 

Another politician full of empty promises  

Public opinion is important  
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Cast the ballot which will lead to disappointment  

Tick Tock  

Follow the rules 

Work Hard 

Pay your bills  

Socialize  

Provide for your family 

Tick Tock  

Retire and live the life you always wanted to  

Flat lined 

A eulogy for a good citizen  

An even better man  

Tick Tock  

Tick Tock  

Tick Tock  

Welcome to the world  

Take your first breath  

Let the cool air fill your lungs   

You have a life full of expectations ahead  

Choices to be made  

Make the world proud. 
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Bloggin’ It: Views of Utopia and Dystopia from Humanities 260 Exams 
 

In Utopia, equality is an idea Raphael stresses many times in reference to multiple aspects of the 
society.  He agrees with Plato who writes “the one and only path to the public welfare lies through equal 
allocation of goods” (More 37).  Then Raphael goes on to comment that he “doubt(s) whether such 
equality can ever be achieved where property belongs to individuals” (More 37-38).  He expands on this 
idea and applies it to equality in quality of life in general with an emphasis on the justice system.  It is 
clear that Raphael’s passion on this matter is inspiring for More as he focuses this entire book on the 
stories Raphael shares with him.  They are indeed intriguing ideas but the reader is left wondering how 
Raphael and More intend to carry out the ideas presented. 

     ⃝ 

Not only in aspects of science, but also in politics and medicine, the general public is vastly 
uninformed and blindly trust what is put in front of them, similar to the fictional reality in Atwood’s Year 
of the Flood.  The reader sees the consequences of blindly trusting humanity’s fate to science.  Large 
businesses come into the mix and are more focused on profit than results.  While the small group of 
Gardeners prioritize nature, the scientists prioritize other things, such as science and medicine, which 
are corrupted by large businesses. 

     ⃝ 

 In The Year of the Flood, Atwood creates an overpopulated, corrupt, and polluted society.  
Throughout the novel, the author critiques science and demonstrates its overstepping by showing the 
direction it is heading in.  Atwood accomplishes this through the recounts of Zeb and Toby who are lucky 
enough to have survived the flood.  Atwood places the blame for the waterless flood on the wrong 
doings of mankind, to serve as a warning of what might come.  Many dystopian novels share few 
similarities with current society; however the fictional society created in The Year of the Flood is 
essentially today’s world should it continue to progress how it has been.  The novel shows the reader 
that science can overstep boundaries and have consequences on everyone’s way of life, by creating a 
world that is not all that much different from the one we currently live in, Atwood shows that this reality 
is not that unrealistic and how quickly we are approaching it. 

      ⃝ 

Pala falls to political strife in Huxley’s Island.  While the death of the Palanese way of life does 
come from the outside, some might claim the Palanese lack of action is a reason that Pala falls.  They  
should have compromised their values to prevent this event; their unwillingness to fight is a flaw in their 
philosophy.  The ending of the book does show us how dangerous the outside world would be to a 
utopia, despite any amount of isolation. 

     ⃝ 
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It is clear that it will be a long and difficult process for our planet to get to where we need it to 
be.  That said, it is necessary to try, in order to avoid a dystopian environment and strive for a utopian 
one.  An interesting path of thought is brought up by the Wayfarers in the Year of the Flood: “They knew 
so well that it is better to journey than to arrive, as long as we journey in firm faith and for selfless ends” 
(404).  To me this relates so much to what we can do as humans to help our planet.  If we focus every 
day on being the best we can be for our environment and try to be as selfless as possible we can be 
happy with knowing we did everything we could.  

     ⃝  

 Each and every day we make so many choices about everything that we do.  What we need to 
focus on now is thinking about the consequences of our actions and choosing the ones that will benefit 
our life the most.  Those choices are the ones that will help to improve our environment.  A stable 
environment represents utopia because what are we without our planet?  Who knows if there is 
anything else out there for us?  If we destroy this planet, we have no idea if there’s any way the human 
race can continue.  Our current knowledge limits us to simply knowing that at our current rate, we will 
destroy our ecosystem.  What we don’t know is what that really means for the human race and how or if 
we will be able to continue on.  At this point, taking small steps will of course always help, but we must 
be willing to make some larger changes to the way we behave in order to avoid a corrupt society where 
the world’s ecosystem has fallen apart.  I firmly believe that we as Canadians have the power to start a 
worldwide movement.  Canada is one of the most respected nations in the world, and my hope is that 
we can set an example for the rest of the population to follow.  Hopefully by educating people on the 
environmental instability of our ecosystem, we can make them realize that there are more important 
things to worry about than many of the petty issues we often get tied up in.  This issue is so much more 
than just the individual person; it will impact generation after generation to come. 

      ⃝ 

 Margaret Atwood’s The Year of the Flood never outright condemns genetically modified animals 
or forms.  However, there is a very strong cautionary motif throughout.  Not only does it show the 
creatures being made in a dystopian society by those abusing their power, but it also shows how poorly 
these creatures would do by themselves.  The lack of distinction, post-Flood, of what defines animals 
and humans brings a sense of similarity with the animals. Toby and Ren are not that different from the 
animals, nor would we be.  While not a new question, “The Year of the Flood” compellingly revisits the 
question of “what gives us the right to make this?”  Power itself will not be an accepted rationale.  
Power falls away, yet the creatures remain and suffer.  In the end, we will all be complicit, in some ways, 
with what happens to the future of our own planet.  For good or ill, there will be defining moments to 
come.  Will we, ourselves, serve as a cautionary tale to others? Or will we be forgotten – lost in the 
instinct to survive? 

      ⃝ 

 In utopian societies the major focus is often on maintaining the harmony and continuity of the 
community, and this responsibility is mainly handed to the overall ruler of that society.  As an example, 
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the President of the Amaurot Skating Club was the main cause of the conflict and problems within the 
club.  As the president of a community she failed miserably, causing the community to nearly disappear 
because of the stress and frustrations and pressures she was putting on the other members of the club.  
Although something could have been done about the matter by the board of directors, they chose not 
to take any action towards Coach N and her negative actions.  The concept of utopia relates to this 
because the original plan for the Amaurot School of Skating was to escape that destructive dystopian 
environment of the London Skating Club and build our own fair and harmonious club so we could escape 
the corruption of the original.  What could have and should have gone smoothly turned into an equally 
large mess and was ultimately a failed utopia. 

 

 

 

 

 



 48 

 

A.M. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 49 

Contributors 

Miekin Schoepp is a University of Regina student, Bachelor of Arts 

Steven Clow is a University of Regina graduate, Bachelor of Arts & Bachelor of Education 

Silken Slater is a University of Regina student, Bachelor of Education 

Paisley Armstrong is a University of Regina student, Bachelor of Human Justice 

Michaela Frencham is a University of Regina student, Baccalaureate in Education & Bachelor of Arts in 
French 

 
Emily James is a University of Regina student, Business Administration 

Andrew Ellis is a University of Regina student, Bachelor of Arts 

Matt Kelln is a University of Regina student, Bachelor of Education, secondary 

Sam Kozun is a University of Regina graduate, English Education. 

Britin Cote is a University of Regina student, School of Journalism. 

 

This edition of The Utopia Chronology has been edited by Alex MacDonald  
and formatted for the web by Carl Shields. The editor takes full responsibility for bibliographical 

inconsistencies; he apologizes that his dog chewed certain items beyond recognition. 
 


