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 The job was not really what I thought it would be. As it turns out, it’s really just a ton of clerical 

work. My official title is “Junior Cancel Associate,” but everyone who works for the Department of 

Cancellations usually just refer to themselves as cancellers. 

 My first day went okay I guess. I only worked a few hours before my boss, Mz. Cooper, let me 

off early. That gave me a chance to have lunch with my dating partner, Riley Johnson. After that, not 

much else. It never feels like there’s anything to do. Maybe it’s just an aging thing, but it seems like 

there was more stuff to do when I was younger. I remember going to the movies sometimes with my 

family. Of course, I shouldn’t look back on those memories with pleasure. Most movies are canceled at 

this point. A lot of them were even being canceled then. One of my parents used to tell me how there 

were thousands of movies when they were growing up. I know that they are canceled for good reason, 

but I would sacrifice so much to get that kind of entertainment these days. You would be so surprised at 

how many of those Hollywood people got canceled. I haven’t been there, but why would I? I’ve heard 

it’s practically a ghost town now. 

Luckily, Riley and I are going on vacation in a few months, so that should bring us some pleasure. 

For now though, there’s just work. 

The second day at the Department of Cancellations was actually a little more eventful. Around 

noon, Mz. Cooper sent me a file labeled: “ANTI-CANCELLATION CONSPIRACY.” It contained a list of 

names in alphabetical order. Mz. Cooper’s message only said to do thorough research on every person 

on the list and to report all of their close contacts. 

It was a thrilling afternoon. I actually got to actively work towards cancelling people. Apparently 

that is very rare these days. 

I ended up working an hour longer than I was scheduled for, but I really didn’t mind. I was still 

able to leave the office in time for my date night with Riley. 

I picked Riley up at about 6:30 from their house. On the way to the restaurant they asked, “How 

was work today?” 

“Actually really interesting,” I responded. 

“Oh yeah? What happened,” they asked reciprocating my excitement. 

“Well,” I said, “The day started off pretty boring then what do you know? Right around the 

middle of the day I get this intrafile sent to me from my boss and it has all these names on it. Turns out, 

they want me to look into the associates of these people and maybe get them canceled.” 

“Wow!” Riley said. 

I replied, “I know! Can you believe it’s only my second day on the job and I’m already getting to 

help cancel people? I thought I would just be doing some low maintenance stuff, you know? Like making 

sure that the history texts stay up to date with the latest cancellations.” 

“You never do hear much about people getting canceled anymore,” Riley said. “Do you know 

who all is getting canceled? You said there was a list, so it must be quite the event.” 



I had to stop and think for a second. Riley was right. There had to have been some sort of huge 

event to trigger such an abundance of cancellations. 

“Hello! Are you there?” Riley asked sarcastically. 

I totally had forgotten to answer them. I just replied, “Yeah, sorry. I was just thinking about what 

you just said. I have no idea what caused this sudden influx of cancellations.” 

“You don’t?” they asked. 

“Not the slightest clue,” I said. Then I remembered something. “Actually,” I said, “I do know one 

thing. The file I was sent was labeled, ‘ANTI-CANCELLATION CONSPIRACY’.” 

Now Riley wasn’t responding. I suddenly had the sense that something was wrong. Something 

really big was wrong. “Riley, are you okay?” I asked. 

Riley slowly turned toward me. I took my eyes off the road for a brief moment to glance at them 

and I could see that their eyes were starting to tear up. 

I pulled over to the side of the road. “Please tell me what is going on,” I said in as calm a voice as 

possible. 

Riley just looked back at me with fear in their eyes. 

I began to grow more and more concerned. My voice grew hoarse as I softly said, “Just tell me.” 

After about a minute more of silence, Riley finally spoke up asking, “How far did you get down 

that list?” 

Unsure of where this could be going, I responded, “I’m only about a fourth of the way through. 

I’ll definitely be working on it all through tomorrow.” 

“Tomorrow,” Riley said, “You will see my name on that list.” 

I wasn’t sure if I had heard them right. “I’m sorry,” I said, “What?” 

Riley was now clearly ashamed. They could barely look at me when they said, “I thought I was 

safe. It was years ago.” 

“What was years ago?” I asked unsure if I really wanted to know. 

“The conspiracy,” they said, “It was a group that started on an internet forum following the 

creation of the Department of Cancellations. I joined because… well… uh.” 

“You joined because what?” I said. I realized that I was starting to sound panicked. 

Riley let a flood of tears escape her eyes before they said, “I didn’t support the creation of the 

department.” They paused before they said, “Luckily, my opinion has changed.” 

I was shocked. “What made you change your mind?” I asked. 

“My opinion as well as the opinions of the other members of the group were incorrect, so we 

canceled the group before the government could,” Riley answered, “I don’t think any of us really 



understood the impact that the Department of Cancellations would have on our society until people 

started getting officially canceled. Then we knew that we must conform to the mass opinion.” 

Riley seemed relieved to put all of that on the table, but I was really freaking out. “What do you 

want me to do, Riley?” I asked. “I can’t just… I can’t just get rid of the file.” 

Riley didn’t answer. 

I began to raise my voice a little as I demanded, “Answer me, Riley! You have to tell me what to 

do here!” 

“Don’t do anything,” Riley said solemnly. 

“I… I… I… Excuse me?” I stuttered. “I can’t do that either. Even if I wanted my dating partner to 

take a bullet for me— which I don’t— I’m still associated with you and now that I know about this whole 

conspiracy I will be targeted for cancellation as well.” 

“So now you see,” Riley said. 

“What? What do I see?” I screamed at them. 

Without screaming, Riley raised their voice to match mine as they said, “We can’t live under this 

oppression. Now that the system isn’t in your favor, you can see the unfairness of it all.” 

I was taken aback. It all made perfect sense. The only thing I could think of to say was, “You’re 

right.” 

“Go into work tomorrow,” Riley said. “We will deal with whatever comes next.” 

“I love you,” I said. 

“I love you too,” Riley said before we shared a passionate kiss. 

As I walked into the office the next morning, I approached my desk cautiously. I was deathly 

afraid of what may await me there. 

The morning went be normally. That was not a comfort. It only built up the anticipation of 

finding the name I knew was on that list. 

Then, the afternoon came and went. By quitting hour, I had gone through every single name on 

the list and not one Riley Johnson was to be found. 

I let out an audible sigh of relief as I leaned back in my chair with a thankful smile across my 

face. I began to make plans in my head of how I would surprise Riley with the news. 

First though, I had to deliver my report to Mz. Cooper. 

“Very good job,” they said when I transferred my research document to them. However, before 

I could leave their office, they said to me, “You didn’t find anything out of the ordinary about that list, 

right?” 

“No. Everything seemed alright,” I replied. 



“There weren’t any missing names on the list or anything?” Mz. Cooper asked. 

My heart jumped. What could I do? Did this mean they knew? Deciding to remain ambiguous, I 

decided to say, “I don’t know how I would know something like that.” 

Mz. Cooper clicked their tongue. “That is a shame,” they said. “I was hoping you were better 

than that. We would have kept you on if you had done the right thing, you know?” 

With no other options, I decided to lay my cards on the table saying, “Okay, look. I can explain 

why—.” 

“Don’t waste your breath,” Mz. Cooper said to me. Then, into a com, they said, “Get them now.” 

Three people in body-covering black armor burst through the door of the office. Two of them 

seized me by the arms and the third one placed a cylindrical box over my head and locked it shut. I then 

felt them cuff my hands together behind my back. I was forced outside into a vehicle where I felt a 

needle enter my arm. I was out within seconds. 

When I woke up, I was no longer restrained and the box was no longer on my head. The room I 

was in was pitch black, but it felt large and cavernous. I realized I was naked. It also sounded like there 

was at least one other person in the room with me. 

“Hello?” I weakly said. 

Almost immediately, I heard an authoratative voice say, “You are currently in the process of 

being canceled under the authority of the federal government of the United States of America. By the 

time I finish this statement, the process will be complete as this is the last time any legitimate person 

will ever speak to you. All of your possessions including the clothes on your back have been seized from 

you. All physical record of your existence has been destroyed. You no longer have a home. You will live 

out the rest of your days in nonexistence. Any oversight will be corrected as soon as it is brought to the 

attention of the Department of Cancellations.” 

I heard footsteps walk away. Then, a door opened, shut, and locked. There was silence for a few 

seconds before I heard scraping metal and saw a tiny sliver of light at the bottom of the wall in front of 

me. I realized a garage door was opening to let me out. 

To my right, I heard someone cough. When I looked in that direction, there was just enough 

light for me to see that it was Riley who was also naked. 

I ran over to them and worriedly asked, “Are you okay?” 

“Yeah,” they said, “I’m fine. It’s just the dust I think.” After a pause she added, “I’m so sorry.” 

I instinctually responded, “It’s okay.” I realized that was a lie though. Nothing was okay in that 

moment. 

When the large garage door was completely opened, we slowly walked out into the vast desert 

landscape that awaited us. In the distance, we saw a hooded figure approach us. 

I realized how hungry and thirsty I was, so I turned to Riley and said, “Do you think they will help 

us?” 



Riley looked down at their naked body and said, “I wouldn’t get our hopes up.” 

However, the figure did eventually reach us and dropped clothes at our feet. “Congratulations,” 

the stranger said. 

“Congratulations on what?” I mumbled bitterly as I began to pick up the clothes. 

“You two just got canceled, right?” the stranger asked. 

Riley looked at me and I looked back. It was as if we were both unsure whether to tell the truth 

or not. 

“It’s okay,” the stranger said, “I am canceled too. I will take you to others if you will follow me.” 

Without exchanging any more words, the stranger turned around and Riley and I followed after 

we finished putting on our new clothes. About ten minutes into the trek, I asked in a raspy voice, “How 

much further?” 

“Not much,” the stranger said without turning around. “I’m Peter by the way.” 

“Your name is Peter?” I asked confused. 

“Yes,” Peter responded. 

“I don’t believe that is on the list of federally approved names,” I said. 

“Why does it matter?” Peter said. “We don’t exist to them. That’s the beauty of cancellation. By 

cancelling us, they have removed the burden of expectation to conform from our shoulders.” We 

continued walking briefly before Peter stopped. “It’s just ahead there,” he said as he pointed to a distant 

building. 

“Do you have water there?” I asked. 

“Of course,” Peter said. I think you’ll find that our lifestyle is better than you may have 

supposed.” 

Peter was right. I thought the building would be some rundown abandoned warehouse, but as 

we entered, I realized that the concrete walls looked relatively new. Inside, I discovered a well-kept 

dining hall, a swimming pool, and a place that Peter told me was called a bar. 

“We were able to construct this facility thanks to generous donations from the Ugandan 

government,” Peter said as he took us into an elevator. “There are other places similar to this all 

throughout the area, but this is the newest.” 

“Are we going to live here?” Riley asked. 

“You have somewhere else to go?” Peter responded. 

“I guess not,” Riley said. 

“In time, you’ll discover that the people here are like your family,” Peter said. 

“Where exactly is here?” I asked. 



“They used to call it Hollywood,” Peter said. 

When we exited the elevator on the fifth floor, Peter took us down a hallway of many doors and 

finally stopped in front of one of them. 

“This will be your apartment,” he said to Riley and me. Then, he handed each of us a white card. 

“These are your room keys. I know it’s a bit old fashioned, but we don’t have phones out here.” 

“There’s water inside?” I asked. 

Peter chuckled and replied, “Yes, there is water.” 
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FREEDOM 
(2301 AD) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 “Nothing will go wrong,” I kept telling myself. “This is all just a formality.” 

Finally, inauguration day had arrived. The first day in 261 years that the president of the United 

States of America is someone who was truly elected by choice of the people. On the inauguration day, 

all eyes, hearts, minds, and souls were truly fixated on me to not only be the one to bring freedom back 

to our glorious nation, but to also maintain it. Nothing could go wrong. There were still plenty of ex-

cancellers and cancel supporters out there and if something did go wrong, they could use that as 

evidence that the lack of cancellations breeds anarchists or something like that. I prayed to God that it 

wouldn’t happen. Who knows if the big man is even around anymore though? After all those centuries 

we went through without his presence in society, even he may have given up on us. 

 As I swore my oath of office, I wondered if it was even the same one that the old presidents 

spoke. There really could be no way to know for sure was there? How could we even be sure that the 

entire constitution had been properly restored? How do we know we are teaching our children the right 

history? 

My attention turned to the bible my hand was resting on. It probably came from Uganda. I 

couldn’t imagine that we were manufacturing any in America yet. That’s probably where a lot of our 

knowledge of the old America came from too. I guess we just have to trust it’s accurate. 

 After I took my oath, I moved to begin my inaugural address as follows, “Citizens of the United 

States of America, you are free.” At that point, I had to stop for at least a full minute of thunderous 

applause reassuring me that this truly was what the populous wanted. As the applause died down I 

continued, “For centuries, we have been challenged by the tyranny of the Department of Cancellations 

as they sought to destroy our individual cultures, beliefs, ideas, and even our shared history as a nation. 

We may be flawed, but it is from our flaws that we learn.” Once again, the crowd erupted into applause. 

“I want to thank you all, whether you are here with me at this glorious display of democracy or watching 

this at home  or at work, for choosing me to be the woman…” I was interrupted by a short burst of 

applause. I knew this would happen after society had lived gender free for a while. “…the woman who 

will lead our nation into the future. However, I also have a message for those who did not vote for me or 

who did not even support the restoration of the Constitution. You are heard and you are seen. I do not 

seek to take anything away from you. That is the beauty of freedom after all. You are allowed to have an 

opinion that isn’t the popular one. You will not be counter-canceled, that is my guarantee to you.” After 

some light applause, I continued to talk about national and foreign policy and there were a few more 

moments of applause throughout the rest of the speech. 

 The thing is, I really meant what I had said about recognizing and understanding those who did 

not want this. I grew up disagreeing with my parents about everything until I was eventually old enough 

to be canceled, but I still loved them. One of the main reasons I helped lead the fight to reintegrate with 

society is because I wanted to see them again. I thought about them too as I made my speech. They 

supported the Department of Cancellations, but their support for me came above all else. I knew they 

were probably shedding tears as they watched their little girl give her first inaugural address. 

 When my speech was over, I was relieved for a few reasons. Obviously one of the reasons is 

because I didn’t make a fool of myself during the speech, but the most critical reason was that there was 

no display of terror interrupting it. However, it was as I was walking toward the newly constructed 

White House with my husband that I heard a bomb explode. I didn’t realize at first that the bomb had 



come within the building. I soon found out that there were no casualties, but a few injuries. It was clear 

that whoever had set this up was not intending to kill anybody. They were merely radicals trying to send 

a message. 

 My first move as President of the United States ended up being the creation of an initiative to 

hunt down radicals like this and preventing further attacks on our freedom. 

 The next few months were full of even more domestic strikes mainly concentrated in the 

eastern part of the country. It was the west that was easiest to win over. The east was a challenge. 

There were even those who said that the capitol should be moved further west to prevent uprisings, but 

in the end tradition won out. I will admit now though that it made my job a lot more challenging when 

there was the constant jeer of protestors penetrating the walls of my workspace and home. Some nights 

I couldn’t even sleep. I let them proceed though. They didn’t realize it, but they were using their newly 

earned freedom of speech. It was only the violent ones that needed to be stopped. 

 That’s what I thought in the beginning anyway. I would soon realize that the perpetuation of this 

cancel ideology is what encouraged such heinous acts to happen as the tragedy of April twenty-first. The 

French were gracious enough to return their gift of Lady Liberty to New York after taking it back 

centuries ago, but it only stood tall for about a month before an organized group brought it toppling 

down. The worst part is that the process killed twenty-seven civilians and injured eight more. 

 I wept when I heard the news. I really did. I knew I had to do more, but I could not let them win 

by becoming the dictator that they wanted. Nevertheless, I decided to mobilize the National Guard of 

every state east of Missouri to protect their respective capitols. 

 I began to hear things on the news like, “President Rand becomes the very thing she swore to 

destroy in major power grab.” I won’t lie, hearing those things hurt. If only they knew I was trying to 

protect their freedoms. 

 Regardless, I was able to achieve reelection in 2304. Unfortunately, that only added fuel to a fire 

that I thought was much smaller. 

 In February of 2305, an organized army attacked the capitol building. Perhaps I would not have 

made the same decision twice, but perhaps I would. I really don’t know. The only thing that is clear to 

me is that the decision I made was made by passion alone. I commanded the National Guard to 

eliminate anyone attempting to siege the building. I commanded them to kill my people. 

 We succeeded of course. We are America after all. There hasn’t been any massive insurrection 

since, so that’s good news. Freedom comes at a cost. I will never forget that. I will also never forget the 

sight that awaited me in front of the White House when I woke up the day after the conflict. It seemed 

as if thousands of citizens had lined up along Pennsylvania Avenue. When I left the residence, they 

cheered and applauded. Somebody started chanting, “We stand with Rand! We stand with Rand!” Soon 

the whole crowd had joined in. 

 I was truly humbled by the magnificence of the display I had seen that day, but nothing can top 

the call I received from my dad that very night when he said, “I’m so proud of you.” That gave me the 

assurance I needed and I slept a little easier from then on. 
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SLIPPERY 
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 The preceding accounts were found in the journals of an unknown victim of twenty-second 

century cancellation and President Jennifer Rand respectively. These documents were selected for your 

reading, representative, because in the opinion of the Board for a Better Society, they provide unique 

yet realistic perspectives on the issue of cancellation that your society is facing. 

 In addition, we (the board) hope that you will gain an understanding from the selections that 

the issue will only continue to grow with time. 

 We hope that this message has gotten to you on time, but we apologize if the warning has come 

too late. Regretfully, this may be the case as inter-temporal shipments are still new in our decade. 

 The reality is that, our timeline has effectively become a loop. The peace that President Rand 

helped to usher in was long-lasting, but by no means permanent as we are now seeing an increase in 

cancel sympathizers. It seems that the only way to break this loop of never ending cancellations may be 

to send this message from the present (your future). 

Now, the choice is yours, representative. Will you change our course? 


