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Utopian Dream & Dystopian Nightmare, by Gabriela Ponzer 
 

Utopian Dream 

Gabriela Pozner 

 

Birds are chirping, sunny days ahead, 

So much to look forward to, why not get out of bed? 

Little kids running with ice-cream in hand, 

The architecture and streets look lovely.  Quite grand! 

Free to run around and do as we wish, 

People have everything, no point for a birthday wish. 

A parade to the left, 

Lemonade stand to the right, 

Neighbour hugging neighbour 

All are loved, and all have rights! 

“The people know best!” 

Politicians yell, while townspeople bliss, 

Some people long for this kind of life, but undeniably… 

We’re lost in a dream. 
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Dystopian Nightmare 

Gabriela Pozner 

 

The wind is howling, dreary days ahead, 

Everyday a nightmare, why get out of bed? 

Homeless people walking down garbage-filled streets, 

Begging for coin so that they can finally eat. 

Too sick and poor to run around carelessly, 

Wanting a birthday wish would be thinking selfishly, 

An execution to the left, 

Police brutality to the right, 

Neighbour fighting neighbor, 

Blinded from seeing who’s wrong and who’s right! 

“The government knows best!” 

Politicians yell as a way to scare, 

Many people wish to escape this life, but sadly… 

We’re trapped in a nightmare. 
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Utopian Puzzle, by Stephanie Meuchel 
Stephanie Meuchel 
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Language is Not Power: Linguistic Oppression in George Orwell's 
Nineteen Eighty-Four, by Emily Lints  
Emily Lints 

 

In George Orwell's Nineteen Eighty-Four, the Party attempts to reduce the English language into 
a new form called Newspeak in order to prevent the population from being able to think or 
express rebellious thoughts. However, there are many instances in the novel by which 
expression and communication happens without language. This is seen at the beginning of the 
novel when everyone participating in the Two Minutes Hate shows their anger and hatred 
through body language.At the end Winston makes eye contact with O'Brien, which sets the 
stage for the rebellious thoughts against the Party that he is not alone in thinking. Later in the 
novel, when Winston and Julia are in the Golden Country, a thrush' s song shows Winston that 
melodies can also be an expression without language, showed also by the physical act of Julia’s 
tearing off her clothes and participating in an illegal act. At the end of the novel, O'Brien 
tortures Winston into thinking the same as the Party but reveals that the Party always needs 
someone to fight against in order to have power in both ideology and language. Body language 
can express thoughts that are either with or against the Party's ideals and the invention of a 
new reduced language does not reduce the scope of communication through the body. The 
Party is not successful in preventing expression and communication by reducing the language 
through the invention of Newspeak because there will always be a degree of communication in 
body language and song. 

At the beginning of Nineteen Eighty-Four, during the Two Minutes Hate, Winston and others in 
the room express feelings, emotions, and thoughts through their body language and eye 
contact. O'Brien is described as flushed and “was sitting very straight in his chair, quivering as 
though he were standing up to the assault of a wave” (16). This shows that anger and 
frustration, be it towards the Party or towards Goldstein as intended by the Two Minutes Hate, 
can be expressed not only through words of hatred spat at the screen but through body 
language and tension. Throughout the Two Minutes Hate, body language communication is 
seen in every character in the room:  faces flushed, people leaping up and down, bodies thrown 
over chairs as if in prayer. All of these movements express feelings without the use of words. 
The most important moment in this scene is after the Two Minutes Hate is over when Winston 
looks at O'Brien. O'Brien is seen settling his glasses back on his nose but there is a moment 
when he makes eye contact with Winston and he is convinced that O'Brien thinks the same as 
him. He thinks that “an unmistakable message had passed. It was as though their two minds 
had opened and thoughts were flowing from one into the other through their eyes” (17). This is 
the catalyst for the plotline of the novel involving Winston’s being in contact with O'Brien for 
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information on the Brotherhood, which ultimately leads to Winston’s capture. The eye contact 
between these two characters involves an unspoken language which the Party's invention of 
Newspeak could not extinguish. 

When Winston and Julia are in the Golden Country, a thrush starts to sing and Winston 
questions why it is singing when there is no one around to hear, such as a mate, and realizes 
that expression can happen through melody and not through the construct of language. 
Language itself is human-made, and thus alterable by human society, as seen in the invention 
of Newspeak and the destruction of the current English language. The bird, however, knows no 
words and communicates concepts through the various tones of its song. Winston “stopped 
thinking and merely felt” (130) in that moment. Words are not necessary for one to feel or to 
express emotion; it can be done through melody. Later in the novel, Winston reflects on his 
experience with the bird. He says that the people of society would become conscious of the 
Party's oppression and while that developed “they would stay alive against all the odds, like 
birds, passing on from body to body the vitality which the Party did not share and could not kill” 
(229). He then asks Julia if she remembers the thrush singing and states that “the birds sang, 
the proles sang, the Party did not sing” (230). This passage proves that Winston understands 
the power of melody in expressing thoughts and feelings and that the Party did not follow this 
concept but could not destroy it like language either. 

Also, while in the Golden Country, Julia takes off her clothes in such a way that Winston sees so 
much more in the gesture and believes that with that movement she proves her rebelliousness 
and symbolically destroys the Party. It is described that “when she flung them aside it was with 
that same magnificent gesture by which a whole civilization seemed to be annihilated” (131). 

Winston interprets that gesture as her disregard for the Party's ideals not because she is getting 
naked before such a rebellious sexual act, but that her clothing with her Anti-Sex League sash 
represents the Party and she flings them aside like it meant nothing. The blatant disregard for 
what the Party expects of someone like Julia ignites another rebellious spark in Winston and he 
sees the gesture symbolize so much more than just the removal of fabric. The sex itself also 
represents an act of expression and communication of thoughts against the Party, but in a more 
obvious way. In Newspeak, good sex is defined as: “normal intercourse between man and wife, 
for the sole purpose of begetting children, and without physical pleasure on the part of the 
woman” and “all else is sex crime” (319). Winston and Julia defy this definition and go against 
the Party by committing the act of sex for pleasure. Rebellion can be shown through things 
other than words and conversation, which is something the Party cannot change through the 
implementation of Newspeak. 

At the end of the novel, O'Brien tortures Winston and discusses the Party's mission of 
reprogramming every citizen to think as the Party wants including changing the meaning of 
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words and phrases to represent the Party's ideals. O'Brien mentions that one cannot have 
power without keeping someone to have power over. This means that the Party must always 
have an enemy and cannot completely control everyone all at once; a rebellion must be present 
in order to have a dictatorship. O'Brien says that “one does not establish a dictatorship in order 
to safeguard a revolution; one makes the revolution to establish the dictatorship” (276). If there 
is no one to hold power over, power does not exist. The Party's mission is to make the word 
“power” only a collective thought and that no individual power exists, only that of orthodoxy to 
Big Brother. O'Brien wishes to change what the word power means to Winston; however 
language is just a construct and even without the actual word, the concept of individual power 
is always there and will always be felt and expressed in ways other than words, such as the 
individual power of Julia tearing off her clothes in the clearing. A word only means to people 
what society tells them it means, thus the invention of Newspeak to change this; however 
communication of a feeling does not have to be done through a word, but can be done through 
body language. For instance, the Newspeak Appendix references that the word “free” in 
Newspeak does not mean anything political, but the feeling of oppression versus freedom will 
always be there, whether a person is able to express it through words or if they must use their 
body or another means of communication (313). 

Body language is still important, even when used to express things that are in line with the 
Party's beliefs. For example, at the end of the novel Julia and Winston see each other again and 
Julia looks at Winston with a look of disgust and stiffens when touched by him. Even though it is 
by the Party's design that Julia does not feel about Winston what she did before, she is still 
expressing this without language and therefore has power over the communication of her 
feelings. Even the look and feel of her body tells Winston everything he needs to know; this is 
not the same Julia as she once was, nor is he the same Winston. All of this is expressed without 
the use of words and therefore, if Newspeak is successful in wiping out the English language 
and any rebellious expression, there are still ways of communication besides speaking, whether 
that is for rebellious purposes or for the purpose of furthering the Party's plans. This is 
referenced in the Newspeak Appendix, which states that “It  was intended that when Newspeak 
had been adopted once and for all and Oldspeak forgotten, a heretical thought [...] should be 
literally unthinkable, at least so far as thought is dependent on words” (312). The Appendix also 
states that “in Newspeak it was seldom possible to follow a heretical thought further than the 
perception that it was heretical: beyond that point the necessary words were non-existent” 
(319). Both of these show that the complete destruction of the English language is the final key 
mode of oppression by the Party but does not take into account the fact that people can 
express thoughts and communicate without a written or spoken language. That, the Party 
cannot control. 
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The Party's attempts to prevent expression and communication by the destruction of the 
English language and its replacement with Newspeak are a failure by not taking into account 
the use of body language and song. Throughout Nineteen Eighty-Four, various characters 
communicate or feel emotion through body language, whether intentional or unintentional. 
During the Two Minutes Hate, characters yell and scream, but they also leap up and down, 
faces flushed, and they use their bodies to express their anger. In the Golden Country, Winston 
is profoundly moved by the song of the thrush, which uses no language at all. Julia removes her 
clothes in this scene and symbolizes flinging aside the ideals of the Party, expressing her 
rebellion without the use of words. At the end of the novel, O'Brien shares with Winston the 
hope of the party to reconstruct the way the citizens think and says that through changing the 
meaning of words such as “power”, the Party can oppress society in a whole new, effective 
way. This, however, does not take into account the expression of thoughts through body 
language and the feelings that come with melody. Newspeak integration is a valuable tool of 
oppression in Nineteen Eighty-Four but the Party underestimates modes of communication that 
do not involve words.  
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StonePierre: a City of Fulfillment, by Jacques Charrier 
Jacques Charrier 

 

With no moon to guide the way through the forest, feeling around for the trunks of the trees 
was enough to keep me on the overgrown path. Around the last bend, the city lights flared like 
a bonfire.  

The steam and smoke, mixed with the grit on the ground, was a welcome reminder that I was 
back home; I took a breath of relief. My unexpected return drew the attention of many, and a 
small crowd began to form--a mixture of concerned and amused faces. As I looked back, my 
trail disappeared as big men fell in behind me. There was no need to worry, though, as I was 
resolved in my decision and had no plans of turning back.  

The crowd began to dissipate, until I was alone with my police escort. On the road I passed 
scruffy looking people who offered smiles and, sometimes, a few kind words. 

 “Hey, Friend…” 

“How is it going Man” 

“Good,… just polishing my lamps” 

“They look nice” 

“Yeah, well, best of luck.” 

“Thanks” 

The cobblestone streets of StonePierre, my city, were narrow but served their purpose well. We 
kept them in good condition: not one stone protruded; perfect smoothness was our obsessive 
goal. More than this, even the most remote paths and trails were well lit by carefully tended oil 
lamps. Each lamp was obsessively kept filled, and the glass was polished to perfection. The 
city’s lamplighters were a determined bunch: they buffed and polished and rubbed away the 
yellowy smoke and dust that choked the city even though their victories were fleeting and 
largely pointless. To a lamplighter the state of his block of lamps was a reflection of his civic 
pride. 

Even by the usual standard of industrial cities, StonePierre was something to behold. Not only 
was there no skyline; there was no sky. Smokestacks and smoke were all the eye could see. No 
one really hated the smoke though. It symbolized production and hard work, and that is what 
we valued. We were mostly poor, overworked, uneducated, and hungry, but we had a sense of 
purpose and heart. We didn’t complain and neither did we go home angry. The elders told 
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stories about the great wars and reformation; they remembered StonePierre and Mount 
Bronton before the Separation. But we didn’t care about the old times. We didn’t compare 
ourselves to others. 

An old ragged man with a bag full of tools stumbled out into my path and gave me a strange 
greeting. 

 “Friend, (cough) how was your time Outside?” 

“Not that great Paul, which is why I came back. Haha” 

“It’s a shame (cough cough), you’re a great welder. The best.” 

“Gotta let that go man. Can’t be helped. 

“Hate to see you in chains like that.” 

“Paul, just let it go. Seriously. God bless.” 

Paul Taylor, a city Gardener, lived a couple of apartments down from me. Like the Lamplighters 
he was an unsung hero. StonePierre was surely the worst place on earth to grow plants and 
shrubs. They got no air, no light. But Paul and the other Gardeners never lost hope. Like the 
lamplighters they fought an impossible battle against the putrid smoke and grit. Paul was a dear 
man who worked day and night patiently shouldering his persistent cough like a parent carries a 
sick child. Unfortunately his only son died in the mines adjacent to the city, from acute 
bronchitis. Like a true man he refused to take days of rest and kept at his duties right up to his 
sorry end. The doctor had warned that it was rest or die. But he was a headstrong kid who 
carried on a full year before eventually collapsing: 100 feet below ground, shovel in hand. Paul 
took the loss like a bullet to the heart. But what choice was there but to go on? Now he waved 
me on with a pained look on his face, my chains rattling ominously with every step. 

One of the soldiers became excited at a stray cat and fired off a few quick rounds with his Ruger 
SR1911 pistol. The cat ducked into a crumbling arena that once served as a horseracing track, 
but now just sheltered rats and pigeons. 

 “God damn it. I thought I got it.”  

“That’s what you get for wasting bullets.”  

“Oh shut up.” 

In our puritanical city gambling, prostitution, bar crawling, and even smoking were associated 
with weakness, and scorned by many. Bars and casinos were regularly vandalized, and their 
employees abused on the street. To avoid such hassles, or worse, people generally behaved 
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and kept a low profile. Serious crimes were an extreme rarity. The Stonepierre Police were cold- 
hearted and brutal, and people avoided them as much as they could. The wives and children of 
policemen suffered inordinately from law enforcement’s strictness and violence: there was a 
rumour that two police kids were shot dead by their father for smoking cigarettes—better that, 
he said, than see the family disgraced.  

A firm hand gripped my shoulder and I saw that we had arrived. The execution platform was 
unusually worn and dirty by StonePierre standards. A tidy official was there to greet me. He was 
short with curly hair and a stylishly cut beard. His beady eyes were wide open, as if in fear, and 
his white suit was beginning to show its age. Beside him was a tall trench-coated man with a 
rifle and a cold stare. 

I was ordered over to The Wall and told to present myself, face forward, for the Pre-Execution 
Statement: 

“ My Dear ___________, the famous welder who has done many works that have benefited the 
country. You realize that abandoning your position, and the city, is a crime punishable by death. 
You have brought shame upon yourself, your family, and your community, and have thereby 
earned a first class ticket to a meeting with the Grim Reaper…” 

The short bearded man went on with his speech, but I was too busy looking at the small ants 
that were crawling about at my feet. I knew my fate already: it was sealed with my decision to 
return home, and I was fine with it. Suddenly a question floated into my mind. 

 (Are you happy?) 

 (How can I answer that? I have known the pleasure of hard work, of completing a difficult task, 
of friendship, of waking from a deep sleep. But happiness? Had I witnessed any happiness 
around me?) 

 (They say you can feel the bullet before you hear the sound. I wonder if it’s true?) 

 

Afterword 
This short story explores the problem of the exploitation of labour and the manipulation of 
thought in poor, industrial cities. It emphasizes how success as measured by the construction 
and maintenance of grand buildings and boulevards, public gardens, and sprawling factories 
and mines, can in fact be an illusion—at least as far as the poor are concerned. All is not what it 
seems. 

Inspiration for the story came from William Blake’s poem “London” and Ray Bradbury’s novel 
Fahrenheit 451. I wanted to create an atmosphere similar to the industrial revolution as 
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represented in Blake’s poem. Also, just like in Bradbury’s novel, I wanted the characters in my 
own story to seem emotionless and sort of robotic. 

Additionally, I wanted my main character to loosely resemble Alexei Ivanovich, the main 
character in The Gambler by Fyodor Dostoevsky. Both are smart and aware; however, they are 
also blind to the invisible system that controls their actions and thought. In the case of my short 
story, the protagonist fails to escape the city of StonePierre (he leaves and then returns of his 
own free will) because the system that he grew up with has become so much a part of him that 
he cannot contemplate life anywhere else. 

In an animated series called Psycho-Pass, by Gen Urobuchi, there is a very interesting take on a 
utopian police force. The officers have special guns that analyze the threat levels of criminals. If 
the level is low then the gun will fire a taser; however, if it is high (signifying, for example, a 
psychopath) then the gun will fire deadly explosive bullets. As a result the police force is 
emotionless and the officers are total slaves to their devices. Inspired by this I included an 
emotionless police force like the one in Psycho-Pass.  

In the first book of Utopia, Raphael criticizes the current state of England for taking “away a 
man’s life for a little bit of money” (11). In my short story I was hoping to show a similar twisted 
justice system that allows for the execution of the main character solely because he temporarily 
broke away from the city and customary values and traditions tied up with it: in StonePierre, 
“shame” can quite literally become a death sentence. The explorer Wilfred Thesiger explains in 
his travel account The Marsh Arabs that in some Middle Eastern countries the simple rumour of 
a woman having had an affair is sufficient basis for her murder. This is a truly terrifying idea, 
one that I wanted to somehow integrate into my story.  

Like Aldous Huxley’s Brave New World, my story has a general population that is conditioned to 
think and act in certain ways. The lamplighters exemplify this problem in that they obsessively 
clean the lamps on their block even though the effort is totally misplaced. The social criticism 
here is not that the lamps always get dirty again, but rather that the lamplighters believe that 
they are fulfilling their civic duty by wasting their time on them. It is illogical, and quite tragic, 
that their pointless work makes them feel fulfilled and happy. In Huxley’s book the children in 
the London breeding facilities are conditioned from an early age to hate flowers and books in 
order to prevent them from being distracted by such things in their future work.  

My intention when imagining the city of StonePierre was to create an industrial city that could 
be seen as somewhat ‘steam punk’ and also reminiscent of communist utopias. Borrowing from 
the ideas of an ‘intentional community’, StonePierre was fashioned to be a city of productivity 
and ‘Grit’. The concept underlying StonePierre (as understood by its inhabitants) is that a 
perfect world is a place where everyone feels fulfilled. This is why the virtues of hard work and 
commitment are emphasized and enforced within the system. The reader quickly realizes, 
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however, that the ideals of labour-based fulfillment derived from commitment, effort, and a 
kind of productivity can create an illusory happiness that, as shown by the situation of the main 
character, is not true happiness. 
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Platoon 
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The Land of Cockagne 
Derek Mullen 
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They Move, by James Park 
James Park 

 

The sun hung in the sky, much as it ever did. Likewise, the clouds stayed nearly motionless. It’s 
not true of course, they did move, but their motion was nearly imperceptible. In order to see 
any movement in them at all, one would have to stare at them for several minutes, and in the 
hustle and bustle of city life, who had the time to do that? 

William had been staring at the clouds for several minutes. This was how he spent most of his 
hour long lunch break. It was one of the few occasions in the day when he could find some time 
truly for himself. He worked at the Ministry, as most people in the city did, and it was his job, a 
very vital job he was often told, to sort incoming requests. Requests were mostly for services 
such as the connection or disconnection of various city run utilities. “I’m being relocated to 
Ward F, please disconnect my electricity today, and reconnect it tomorrow.” That sort of thing. 
Vital. 

The Ministry building was, like most other constructs in the city, shortish, squatish, and very 
utilitarian. It was Huxleyan in appearance, though no one in the Ministry or the city as a whole 
would have understood that reference. There was no time in the day for literature; it was seen 
as frivolous, and therefore unnecessary. All frivolity was unnecessary, and so it simply did not 
exist. The building, like the people, and everything else, had a purpose, and that purpose was 
served satisfactorily. As there was no room, nor need for frivolity, what William was doing was 
all the more strange. Passersby and others eating their lunch looked at him with concern and in 
some cases, derision. He was not eating his lunch. He would return to work ill nourished, and so 
be less effectual at his tasks, if only marginally, which could, in theory, disrupt the work of the 
entire ministry staff. It didn’t bear thinking about, and so, people didn’t. After the glance of 
concern or derision, they returned to their respective meals. 

There was no whistle or clock to let people know when it was time to return to work; they went 
when their meal was done. The time required to leave the Ministry, sit, eat, and return to one’s 
station had been calculated down to the second, and so time-keepers were deemed frivolous. 
William placed his uneaten lunch back into its container, and stood up, all without taking his 
eyes off of the clouds. He had done this so many times, this automatic motion, that it could be 
done without thinking, which was the point. He finally returned his gaze to the surrounding city 
as he joined the ranks of the workers from his section. They paraded back to the Ministry with 
the cadence of the condemned approaching the gallows. No one spoke, no one looked 
anywhere other than where they needed to.  
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William tilted his head imperceptibly to the woman walking on his left. “They move.” He said 
softly. She did not respond, or even seem to acknowledge him. He spoke a bit louder. “They 
move.” Her eye darted quickly toward him, and just as quickly back. Beyond that, there was no 
indication that she even knew he was there. William looked at her, turned his head, and really 
looked at her. She was the same height as him, of course. Same basic shape, size and colour, of 
course. She looked the same as every other woman in the city, just as he looked like every 
other man. Everyone in the city wore the same uniform. Monochrome coveralls with a zipper 
up the front. Different colours denoted different occupations. Ministry coveralls were blue, 
Department of Education were green, and Utilities were brown. The only noticeable difference 
between the men and the women, was hair. Men’s hair was short, women’s was longer, down 
to the shoulder, but no further.  

  

When William looked at her, the first thing he saw was her hair. Blonde, like everyone else’s, 
and wholly unremarkable, except that today, for reasons unknown, the sun seemed to shine on 
it just a bit differently. Perhaps it was just that William noticed it for the first time, but 
whatever the reason, he could not look away. She finally turned her head to him, and in a harsh 
whisper asked, “What are you looking at?” 

“Your hair.” He replied simply. 

“What? Why? What’s wrong with it?” She was suddenly self-conscious. 

“Nothing.” He said simply, “It’s just really….nice.” 

Not knowing how to respond, she didn’t. Instead, she returned her gaze forward and did her 
best to forget him. He was feeling emboldened now, and asked her, “What’s your name?” 

She continued forward, no longer acknowledging him at all, at least outwardly. 

“What’s your name?” He asked again. The Ministry building was looming above them. Soon 
they would enter, return their lunch containers to their receptacles, and be separated.  

Finally she turned ever so slightly toward him, and whispered one word. “Julia.” 

A small smile danced at the corners of his lips. As they entered the building, and turned to go 
their separate ways, he leaned toward her and whispered back, “They move Julia. The clouds, 
they move!”   

With that, she was gone; swept up in a sea of identical bodies in identical coveralls. William too 
moved with his crowd, back to his cubicle. One of thousands, all exactly the same. He 
approached his desk moving in lockstep with everyone else, and in unison, everyone pulled out 
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their chairs, and sat down. Thousands of individuals moving as one. The movement was akin to 
a flock of birds, or a school of fish, though this reference would also have been greeted with 
blank stares. Fish and birds, like literature, were deemed frivolous, and so did not exist.  

William returned to his duties, his vital duties of sorting requests. Today however, was different 
from any of the countless days that had come before. Today, William’s thoughts were not on 
his oh so vital work. Today, and for many days to come, his thoughts were only of clouds, and 
sunlight, and Julia. 

 

* 

The sun hung in the sky, much as it ever did. Likewise, the clouds stayed nearly motionless. It’s 
not true of course, they did move, but their motion was nearly imperceptible. 

William sat again in his customary place eating his customary lunch. The Ministry provided 
meals for all of the workers. Prepared every day in some far off place and shipped, presumably 
overnight to the Ministry building to be dutifully distributed to the employees at meal time.  
The Ministry provided everything: food, clothing, even accommodation. There were barracks 
provided for every employee. At the end of each work period, everyone left their desks, 
proceeded as one to the elevators, and descended below ground to the barracks to sleep, only 
to repeat the process in reverse upon waking. So it was, so, as far as anyone knew, had it ever 
been, and there was no reason to assume it would not always be so. 

She was there. Sitting directly opposite him across the paved walkway, on an identical bench to 
his, eating the identical meal. Though neither of them was eating. He stopped as soon as he 
saw her, and smiled. She didn’t smile, not precisely, but she wasn’t frowning either. She 
looked… hopeful? There was something different about her; something he couldn’t quite 
isolate. The coveralls were the same of course, the face, the body.  The hair. Her hair was tied 
up and back, revealing more of her face. It was such a small change, but so radically different 
that it wasn’t immediately recognizable. It didn’t appear that any of the others had noticed. His 
smile broadened, and this caused the corners of her own mouth to twitch. Before anything 
could be said or done, before any rash impulse could be acted on, hundreds of workers stood in 
unison, Julia and William included. The act had been performed so frequently, in exactly the 
same manner and time for so long, that it was done without thought. As intended. Meal time 
had concluded.  

William fell into step beside Julia, but did not speak at first. They walked for several steps 
before he whispered, “Hello Julia.” 

“Hello William“ was her hushed reply. 
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They continued in silence until nearly into the building.  

“I like your hair.” 

“I saw them move.” 

This time, as they parted, their hands touched, only briefly. 

 

 

At the next meal break, there was an empty spot on Julia’s bench. William quickly moved to it, 
and sat. They smiled briefly at each other, but otherwise passed their meal time in silence, 
knees touching. 

The walk back to the ministry saw them walking more closely together, not grasping hands; that 
was impossible due to the necessity of carrying their meal boxes, but arms, shoulders, legs, 
touching as much as possible. 

They had been so swept up in the newness of what they were doing, that neither of them had 
bothered to ask even the simplest of questions about each other. What they were doing 
seemed so clandestine, so, forbidden. Perhaps because it had not been done before. 

“What do you do at the Ministry?” William finally asked one day at meal time.  

Julia put her spoon back into the bowl of protein and set the bowl on the bench beside her. “I 
file.” She said. 

“File what?” William asked 

“Files.” She said simply, as if that were explanation enough. 

“What’s in the files that you file?” William persisted. 

Julia felt something she had never felt before, a vague unease. It had never occurred to her, or 
to anyone she knew for that matter, to question what she was doing or why, it was simply what 
she did. “I… I don’t know “she said quietly. A cloud seemed to cross her face for a moment, and 
then it was gone.  

 

“What about you? What do you do?” 

“I sort incoming requests” he answered with very mild pride. 

“Requests from where?” She asked, smiling slightly, hoping to catch him as he had caught her.  
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He did something then that she did not expect, nor did anyone around them, and nor did 
William. He laughed. He laughed out loud. Everyone, en masse stopped eating and turned.  If 
any of the workers had been asked, they would each have said they had never heard such a 
sound. And they would have been correct, for never in the history of the city or the ministry, or 
anything, had such a sound ever been made or heard. It was at once an historic, and world- 
altering noise.  

“I have no idea,” said William, still chuckling. “Do you ever wonder what’s in your files?” he 
asked. 

“No.” said Julia quickly, “It is not for us to know.” 

The other workers, satisfied that the strange noise would not be repeated, had returned to 
their meals in silence 

William thought for a moment. “Who says?” He asked. 

“What?”  

“Who says it’s not for us to know? I want to know. I want to know where my requests come 
from, and what’s in your files.”  

 

Julia became frightened. “What are you going to do?” 

 “Just follow my lead.” He said. 

“But…” 

“Don’t you want to know too? Don’t you?” 

“Yes!” she said, before she could stop herself. 

When meal time was done, they stood as they always had, and walked as they always had, only 
this time they waited until all the others had walked past, and fell in at the end of the line. They 
entered the ministry building, as always, and returned their trays as always. At this point 
though, they did something they had never done; they waited. They waited until everyone had 
gone to their respective places, and entered the elevator. The elevator was only ever used at 
the end of the work, to go down to the barracks. It was all automatic, you got in, and the door 
closed, and you went down. As the doors closed, William looked up at the ceiling of the 
elevator, something he’d never done in as long as he could remember. There he saw a small 
hatch. In an instant, he knew what he was going to do. 

“Help me up.” He said.  
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Without thinking, Julia bent and laced her fingers together. Before he knew it, he was up and 
the hatch was open. The elevator was moving downward, toward the barracks, but it was 
moving with its customary slowness, and so William was able to climb through the hatch and 
pull Julia up after him. Along the wall of the shaft, William saw what he was hoping he’d find. A 
service ladder, used presumably by maintenance crews, though come to think of it, William 
could not remember ever seeing any maintenance crews, nor could he remember the elevator 
ever being out of service. 

He grabbed a rung of the ladder, and began to climb. “Come on!” he said.  

Julia followed his lead, and began climbing. She was too overwhelmed by everything to either 
question, or protest. Together they climbed and climbed for what seemed like days. Finally Julia 
asked, “Where are we going?” 

“I’m tired of always doing what I’m expected to do, never questioning, only working. 

Why are we working, who are we working for? Think about it for a minute, when did you start 
working here? What did you do before?” 

She stopped. It took him a minute to realize she was no longer following, and he stopped too. 

“I’ve always worked here. I’ve always filed.” She said. 

“I felt the same.” he said. I can’t remember not being here; there’s no ‘before’. I want to know. 
I want to know why we’re here, I want to know why we’re working, and I want to know who 
we’re working for.” 

“But why up here,” she asked. 

“Well, I figured whoever is in charge would want to be kept as far above the work as possible, 
so this seems the most logical route.” 

They finally reached the top of the ladder, and found a set of closed doors before them. William 
moved to the side, so that Julia could climb up beside him. He reached out to try and open the 
doors, and to his surprise, they opened as soon as his fingers brushed them. 

Neither he nor Julia were prepared for what was on the other side. As the doors parted, there 
was what appeared to be a giant sheet of glass, like a window, and beyond it, a room. There 
were windows in the room through which light shone, and on the other side of the room, a 
white board with strange markings on it, next to a door. As they stared, dumbfounded, the face 
of a man loomed forward until it filled the elevator doorway from side to side. He had a full 
beard, and thinning hair, and there seemed to be food crumbs around his mouth. His mouth 
was moving, but the glass between them prevented William and Julia from understanding what 
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he was saying. Before they knew what was happening, the elevator doors closed, and did not 
open again. 

 

* 

The sun was streaming through the Venetian blinds, filling the lab with more light than was 
customary. An overweight man with a full beard and thinning hair sat staring at a computer 
monitor, his glasses pushed high up on the bridge of his nose. Coffee and mustard stains shared 
equal billing on his lab coat, and there were crumbs of indeterminate origin around the edges 
of his mouth. He was cursing under his breath. 

The door opened, and a second man entered, carrying a disposable tray with two paper cups. 
“Coffee Time!” he proclaimed. 

“I can’t,” said the seated man, “not right now anyway.”  

“What’s this? Are you feeling ok Tom? I’ve known you for 20 years, since freshman year, and 
you have never, not ever, refused a cup of coffee.” 

“Oh it’s just this stupid program.” 

“Are you still fiddling with that? I thought you’d given that up.” 

“I just can’t get it to do what I want.”  

“Funny, my ex-wife used to say the same about me.” 

“I’m serious Raphael, I’ve tried everything. I’ve changed the algorithm more times than I care to 
admit. I’ve used all the different models we talked about, everything. It always starts out fine, 
everything runs exactly as it should, perfect, no glitches, and then… Damn it, I’ve got to present 
this model to the committee in three days, and if they aren’t happy, then we could lose our 
funding. We could lose this lab, our fancy company cars, everything!” 

“You have a company car?” 

“Jesus Raph, will you be serious for 5 minutes?” 

“Okay, Okay, keep your shirt on. Please keep your shirt on.” He set the tray on the corner of the 
desk and leaned in over Tom’s shoulder. The words PROJECT UTOPIA covered most of the 
screen.  

 

“Run it again.” 
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Tom sighed. “Fine, whatever.” He pressed enter and sat back. 

 An animation appeared on the screen, a sunny day outdoors, a long paved walkway led to a 
very utilitarian building, shortish and squatish. The sun hung in the sky, much as it ever did. 
Likewise, the clouds stayed nearly motionless. Along either side of the walkway was a row of 
benches, every one of them occupied by tiny human figures dressed in blue. 

“Looks fine to me.” Said Raphael, sipping his coffee. 

“Oh sure,” said Tom a bit sarcastically, everything’s just tickety boo, a perfect little Utopia. Very 
Thomas More isn’t it?” 

“So?” asked Raphael. 

“Watch this.” Tom reached over and pressed the W on the keyboard.  

“What? I don’t see anything, what did you do?” 

Tom pointed at the row of benches. “There, see that?” 

“No.” 

“There!” said Tom, tapping the screen. 

There was a small animated figure that looked indistinguishable from all the others, with one 
exception. Its head was tilted upward. 

“I don’t get it.” Said Raphael. 

  

“Watch” said Tom. 

The simulation played itself out over the next several minutes, exactly as it always had. 

“See?” asked Tom. “Everything goes perfect, the perfect city, the perfect world, the perfect 
universe. Every piece of the puzzle, every cog in the machine working perfectly, performing its 
function, fulfilling its destiny even. Doing exactly what it’s supposed to do. Until I press one 
button, and introduce one little change, one little variable.” 

“What’s the variable?” asked Raphael. 

Tom looked at him, almost disappointed. “Don’t you get it?” he asked. “It’s Will. Everything is 
great, the perfect utopia, until you add Will. As soon as you do that, it goes from perfect society 
to Brave New World, or 1984, in no time flat.” 
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Raphael laughed. “There’s the answer then.” He said. “You can’t have a perfect society if you 
have free will.” He straightened up and headed for the door. “Come on, I have to get going; I 
got a hot date tonight with that new girl from HR, Julia.” He didn’t wait for a response, but 
tossed his empty cup in the trash can by the door as he left. Tom stared at the screen a bit 
longer before dejectedly turning the computer off and rising. He closed the blinds, and locked 
the lab door behind him. 

Afterword 
In my story “They Move,” I have made reference to a few utopian and dystopian texts through 
scenery, situations, and character names. I have also referenced the fact that in nearly every 
text on the subject of Utopia, there is always mention of a class system; the lower classes are 
invariably doing the majority of the work to make the society better, even though it may not 
always be better for those doing the work. I’ve also included the idea covered in class, that 
what constitutes a Utopian society is purely subjective. In Nineteen Eighty-Four particularly, we 
see a character rebelling against the establishment, with dire consequences.  
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The Diversity of Human Nature in a Utopia 
Hailey Unrau 
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A Discussion of Utopia 
Piers Hill 

 

The Owner made his way across the material-strewn yard, flagging down the Contractor from the gaggle 
of men in protective equipment. “We may have to make a slight change of plans”. 

“What seems to have occurred?” the Contractor questioned, stepping away from his men. 

“Well the city didn’t approve all of my building permits. Apparently, some of the land is public property 
that can’t be used for private construction.” 

“How do you want us to adjust the plans?” 

“I may have to make some major adjustments to the plans so I’m not too sure yet. Honestly, if I truly 
had it my way I would have you and your crew build me a whole new city where setbacks like this 
wouldn’t happen,” the Owner jested. 

The Contractor laughed “If you’re willing to pay us, we’d build you an island.” 

“That would be perfect. That way everyone who lived there could do what they want with their own 
property and we could do away with this silly notion of private property.” 

“Well wait a minute.” The Contractor objected “Private property is nice and all, but public property is 
still important for our community as a whole. We share some industry and property to survive together 
as a whole, rather than every man fending for himself.” 

“But sharing property removes motivation for one to work. Take me for example. Everything that I own 
and will own,” the Owner said, gesturing to the construction project around him, “is entirely because of 
the hard work I put in to get it. If I was to share all of this with a community of people, not only would I 
not work as hard but almost everyone in the community won’t work as hard. People need tangible 
materials to work towards. Something that would show how some have more because of where they 
stand. I feel private property is a great example of what some may work for.” 

“I think you need to have more faith in people.” The Contractor remarked. “If everyone is in a willing 
agreement of what is to be shared then they will all work equally as hard for the collective whole, 
regardless of their position in class.” 

“How so? They have nothing of their own to work towards. Without private property…” 

“I’m not saying get rid of private property all together.” The Contractor interrupted “I’m merely 
suggesting that private property and possessions shouldn’t be the only thing people work for.” 

“Then why would people work?” 

The Contractor rubbed his temple. “To gain other things than just possessions. Some people clear their 
heads through work and get a content mind. Take my men for example.” He turned their attention to 
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the workers, laboring away in the sun. “Sure, they are getting a pay-cheque, but they are also getting so 
much more than that. They are gaining knowledgeable experience as well as the joy a day of hard work 
brings.” 

“And what joy could that possibly be?” 

“Well there is just something pleasurable in a good day of work. It’s a feeling you get when doing a job 
you enjoy, as well as the contentedness you feel when you come home from a day of work where you 
know you’ve made an impact somewhere.” 

“I see.” 

Both men stood there in silent contemplation for a moment. The Owner was the one to break this 
silence, asking “What if, in this community you suggest, someone takes more than their fair share? 
Aren’t others then working for someone else’s gain?” 

“There may be some people who do that. But they may need it more than the others do. It’s up to them 
to decide what they need and it’s up to the community to collectively trust one another and keep 
order.” 

“That sounds like it would get hectic fast, and it would also be easily abused. Without enforced laws and 
punishments for breaking those laws the whole society will fall into ruin.” 

“Ok,” The Contractor paused “then going back to this concept of an island we are building you; if you 
had your island built, how would you suggest it be governed so laws are enforced?” 

The Owner thought for some time. “I’m not too sure. It would have to be some way that maintained 
social standings but allowed people freedom to do what they wanted with their private property.” 

“I think if you are wanting to structure it to maintain some sort of social standing you will need a thinker 
at the top.” 

“Why is that?” 

“A thinker would understand how to properly run the island because they could see the truth about it. I 
feel they will ensure that people aren’t structured under economic class if you are still wanting things to 
be structured based on social standings. Education would be the divide for structure making sure 
important values, or at least values that would be important on your island, would be rooted in the 
culture and social standings.” 

“Ok, but how would one be able to see the difference between social…” 

“I’m sorry, but I think both of you are wrong.” A nearby worker interjected. “It doesn’t matter how 
anyone governs this place because no matter what form is applied it will only do an average job.” 

“So how do you think you should structure society on this island?” the Owner asked. 
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“I think that you shouldn’t be trying to make paradise on earth, but rather wait for your reward.” The 

Worker answered “Personally, I don’t know if it will be Heaven, Valhalla, or something else entirely. But 

we should get rewarded for how much we suffer in life when we die.” 

“Rewarded more than property?” the Owner questioned. 

“And more than a calm mind from an excellent day at work?” the Contractor added. 

“I think so, yes. Paradise would come after all the struggle of this life. We go through a lot of shit in the 
world, so it just makes sense that we would be rewarded after it. There would be no work there, but it 
would have an abundance of everything you could hope for. Food, drink, relaxation, even sex.” 

The Owner raised an eyebrow “So if all of that is to come after we die, then what do you suggest we do 
to ‘better’ the earth while we are on it?” 

The Worker thought for some time and then shrugged. “I’m not too sure. The world will always stay in 
pretty rough shape I feel. The best thing we could do is just look out for one another. We are all humans 
after all, we should help one another out.” With his point made, the Worker removed himself from the 
conversation and promptly went back to work. 

For a second time the Owner and Contractor were left in a quiet moment of contemplation. This time it 
was the Contractor that broke the silence, “I think that’s a load of rubbish.” 

“Agreed. There has to be some way that we could make a paradise on earth without having to wait for 
it.” 

“Yeah, it would be easy through education and community.” 

“No. Private property that allows freedom for those who own it and laws that protect that freedom is 
how to make that paradise.” 

“If that’s how you are wanting to run it, I don’t think I’d be willing to build you that island.” The 
Contractor remarked. 

“Well I’m sure another contractor would. One that may actually share my vision.” 

Another silence permeated the air, this one not of contemplation but of an awkward impasse. This 
silence lasted longer than the other ones, as the men both questioned themselves on how to proceed. 

The Owner caved first “Well, I’m going to redraw the plans so we can avoid the public property the city 
won’t let us build on.” 

“I’m going to go inform my men of the change then.” 

The two men parted ways, never discussing the hypothetical island again. 
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The Great Fire of Rome 
Andrea Jaenen 
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Blogs: “The Big Rock Candy Mountains” 
 

The song is all about illusion. However, there are moments where we see the childish 
representation masking some of the implicit meanings. For example, “the birds and the bees” is 
an idiomatic phrase used to describe sexual intercourse in a manner children won’t 
understand… 

       Emma Ball 

 

 

Utopianism parades around as perfection, but it’s dark deep down.  It’s highly glamourized but 
there’s nothing glamourous about having your freedom suppressed.  Simultaneously, the Big 
Rock Candy Mountains seem a beautiful place, with a wide variety of nature, but it’s a dark 
place with empty streets, the smell of cigarettes in the air and people sleeping outside every 
night. 

       Amina Salah 

 

 

The poem reminds me of the short movie called Plutopia (1951), where Pluto the dog enters a 
fantasy dream: every time he bites the cat he hates, food will appear. 

       Jacques Charrier 

 

 

The “Big Rock Candy Mountains” is designed to be a homeless person’s utopia, which is 
significant since most writers of utopian literature are middle class and above. It’s a unique look 
into how the lowest class view utopia. 

       Duncan McCormick 
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It’s the roaring 20s when business is booming in America, but leaving many behind to live a life 
of poverty and despair.  I think the piece takes a satirical look at the way this hobo is forced to 
live.  He just makes simple requests and wants a fair life. 

       Jesse Braden 

 

 

This passage represents a utopia that appears happy, almost perfect…for a child.   

       Heather Chipp 

 

 

In “The Big Rock Candy Mountains” readers are exposed to a Cockagne-like paradise, with 
lemonade springs and sleeping out every night.  It was released at the end of the roaring 20s, a 
time of economic prosperity. 

       Joseph Derksen 

 

 

McClintock talks a lot about positive outcomes of things that people have negative associations 
with.  For example, “where the handouts grow on bushes/And you sleep out every night” (3-4). 

       Morgan Fleury 

 

 

The word “Candy in the name of the place implies a sweetness and childhood innocence.  The 
state of childhood is often considered a utopia without the concerns of adult life and a naïve 
affinity for sweets and games. 

       Rachel Geis 

 

The poem was written in 1928, just before the stock market crash which led to the Great 
Depression.  During the Great Depression, many people were left homeless and destitute.  The 
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poem also mentions “cigarette trees” and “lemonade springs;” in other words, nature is 
providing for the people.  “The Big Rock Candy Mountains” paints a picture of fantasy where life 
cannot be so bad because everything needed is being provided.  However, when you strip away 
the images of candy and sunshine it is really a poem about homelessness. 

       Emily Heisler 

 

 

Utopia in “The Big Rock Candy Mountains” is about convenience; consumer goods like 
cigarettes and lemonade are found in nature. 

       Haley Van Buekenhout 

 

 

Although seemingly simple, it is quite complex, for it is directly describing the ideal world for a 
person living on the streets. 

       Madison Theissen  

 

 

The bright colours, calm nights, soothing noises and beautiful wildlife are some of the natural 
features that a utopian society would strive to have.  If the nature and surroundings look this 
beautiful and happy, then it would positively affect and reflect onto the people living in that 
environment.   

       Gabriela Pozner 

 

 

There are some concerns about this utopia, especially health wise.  If people are not working 
and just relaxing and smoking from the cigarette trees, then one would imagine that the life 
expectancy might be fairly low if other things aren’t implemented to make sure people get 
adequate exercise and more nutrients than just lemonade. 

       Jermain McKenzie 
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McClintock, describes a utopian place that seems to be the ideal.  The land is “fair and bright” 
(2), which may mean not only that it is sunny and a good temperature but also that the people 
of this society are just and smart. 

       Emily Lints 
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A Dialogue Between Ants and Grasshopper  
Philip Anyuon 
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The End 
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Because we should all experience utopia* 
Bushra Burki 

 

 

 

 

 

*based on a community volunteer experience 
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Handmaid drawings: work in progress* 
Avery Hunt 

*initial sketches, for a student stage production of The Handmaid’s Tale 
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Disney’s Plutopia and Yellowstone National Park:  

Civilization Versus Unspoiled Nature 
Kelle Hirsch 
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