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CHAPTER 1
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Paper

Why did I pick it up? To this day that still puzzles me. Not like I made a habit of picking up litter from the pavement. Put it in a bin the regime's advertisements parroted, but last time I looked I wasn’t a trained bird. It caught my attention from several paces away, the paper cream, not the crisp white the authorities preferred, and then one pace further and the decision was made. I could always say I was doing my civil duty. Hardly pausing, a hand down and grabbing the stapled sheaves, then holding it in my hand as if it was my own document being hand-delivered somewhere ahead. Pacing on without looking left or right. No one called out. No black helmet tapped my shoulder. Maybe it was safe to look. Cautious glance down in time with my arm lifting that paper up a little, and my heart missed a whole heap of beats while I cursed my foolishness. In that instant I’d read the first of the two lines on the cover page.


A Handbook for the Urban Guerilla.


My hands were holding dynamite, old and oozing with oily beads of nitroglycerine, waiting for one small bump to explode my life into millions of minute pieces. I was a dead man walking.

If I let my grip loosen, maybe the pages would flutter away and disappear behind a parked car. Or more likely, they would scatter into the path of a black helmet, and if he hadn’t seen that it had come from me, he would soon call up the cameras to prove my guilt.

Of course a good parrot would go up to the next bin and just poke it in, and continue with his lunch break. No one would know, although there were rumours there were cameras in the bin to film everything that came in, and there were always the street cameras overhead to prove who had done the dropping. Would they believe I hadn’t read it? In fact that brought up the real question: Was it really a trap to check my loyalty to the regime? If it was, the file would be marked: Fail.

Even with my heart thumping insistently in my temples, I tried to act cool and calm, holding the papers by my side as though they were only a shopping list as I walked through the scanners at work. No beeps. No alarms. No one following me close behind. Toward the lunchroom, where the pages were slipped into the plastic bag that acted as my lunch box. No one said anything and no one seemed to be paying any more attention to me than normal.

The minutes slowly turned into hours and nothing happened other than my work output was judged low and below standard, and as a result, my wages would be docked for the afternoon. Reaching to pick my lunch bag bought another pang of fear. Sometimes there were surprise inspections for contraband, but if I tried to move anything now, the room cameras would notice the change and mark me out to check for sure. Fortunately, today was not our section’s turn to be checked. Safe still.

Takeaway for dinner. That was a rare treat. Not only the cost but the regime didn’t like the waste of packing. Well for us workers anyway. All those collaborators lined up as well as the black helmets, so there were plenty of customers for the takeaway shops. Several patrons and the shop assistant all gave me sour looks, but the assistant still took my credits.

There was no way I was going home with that paper. There was no guarantee there were not cameras everywhere, now so tiny as to be almost invisible, the regime loves hiding them. It’s an easy way of keeping the slaves under control. A walk to a park would be much safer. Not to hide amongst the trees but toward a lone seat out in the clear grass, as far as possible from any camera hiding place. A place few would want to venture so publicly. Then sitting facing the way any visitor would come, the meal bag open on my lap, and then that paper fetched from my lunch bag as if it was a memo from work to adsorb ready for the morning. One bite and I was ready to read. The second line said...


Winning for the People.


The type stood out. This was real type, not some copied page. Letters embossed with a writer, the dot for the period punched deep into the paper. I didn’t know anyone who still owned a typewriter, and I marvelled at the writer who could type it in one go without mistake. That skill had been lost along with countless others. We’d become too soft. Turning the cover page on its staple, there was a full page of type with some close spaced paragraphs having headings. Riffling the pages I counted nine in total, all tightly typed. All the pages showed signs where others had read them, smudged marks and some lines underlined in pen, but nothing that would identify who made them. Another bite and I began reading.

I read it all in one go, my dinner cooling on the bench alongside. It was clearly an old text, some of the words seemed quaint and some of the ideas suggested would only have worked in a time before mobile phones and internet, but then some ideas were as valid as all time. After the reading I paused to finish my meal, then better prepared, I read it all again to fix the ideas in my mind.

Now I needed to lose that paper, but in a way that someone else had a chance of finding it. My plan might not be the best, but it was better than simply leaving it on the park bench. That idea was abandoned when I realised that no other people come near and that would leave the camera’s pointing to me if the paper was found by the black helmets. Holding the paper in the same hand that held the packing from my meal, I slowly made my way toward the bin at the entrance to the park. As I was about to drop the lot into the bin my grip loosened and the paper and packing fell on the ground. When I bent to pick it up, it was only the packing that went into the bin, the paper still on the ground in clear sight for anyone passing. Job done, I made my way home, trying to keep my legs from turning to jelly as I walked.
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CHAPTER 2
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Glue

The screen was on as usual but I couldn’t tell what program was playing if my life depended on it, all my thoughts were on remembering the book. The story was simple but powerful. It began with setting the scene. In any area, very few people actually ruled the land. Even including police and military, only maybe one percent of the population were in positions of power over the people, and that was even more so in an occupied land like ours. Nearly all the population were content to be ruled with a large percentage not even bothering who was in control, providing they had food and shelter and entertainment. Anyone trying to oppose the ruling regime needed to realise that most of those people will not want to be involved in any uprising to free the land. But those figures gave the way forward for those who want freedom. If only one in a hundred were involved in ruling, then only one in a hundred are needed to eliminate those rulers completely. The book proffered the question: Are you one of those one in a hundred?

Lying sleepless I thought more on that question. There was no point going further if I wasn’t prepared to stand up, but then there was never any question really. I was ready to do my part.

If one in every hundred people took action the book said, the world would be changed, but there was one very important condition. Any action you took had to be only done once and never repeated. The reason was simple. Say you took action to disable a military vehicle. Providing you only did it once and then took no more action, there would be no pattern of similar attacks for the regime to focus toward you. Make only one action that was completely out of your usual pattern and then resume your life as though nothing had ever happened, and if enough people took one action each, the regime must fall.

Many of the actions suggested involved things that were impossible for people to get in this land and this time. There was no way we could get guns or explosives or mortars. Even fuels for fire bombs were hard to get without permits. That left only a few simple things and one big one. By midnight I had decided on one of the simple things. Something that was possible with materials I could find, and even though it would not cause a major disruption, it would create an annoyance. I would disable a black helmet’s vehicle. I’d work out how they worked and decide a plan of attack. It might not seem much, but if fifty other people attacked fifty more vehicles, the regime would quickly lose their ability to respond to further trouble and this might allow others to carry out bigger actions against the regime. But what exactly could I do?

Next lunchtime I visited a car dealer with my cover story ready. “It looks like I might be getting a promotion and...”

“You’ll need a reliable vehicle,” the salesman continued for me. “Cash or lease?”

There was hardly any need for me to speak again, my arm led toward a nearby car and the salesman’s patter began. “What about one like the Police use?” I managed to get in.

“I can see you have a good eye for quality,” the salesman said, and launched into a thousand reasons why he should lease me a new vehicle nearly the same. Apparently I couldn’t get the exact same model because the regime’s cars were made special. Bulletproof glass and armoured sides and puncture proof wheels. When I managed to get away, my hand filled with brochures, it was just as lunch break was ending. I didn’t dump the brochures at work, maybe there would be some useful information to be gleaned amongst that glossy paper.

It was on my way home after work that the opening I needed appeared. While aimlessly walking past a black helmet’s car, I was taking particular notice of the streamlined sides that extended over the wheels, leaving only the bottom part of the puncture proof tyre visible. Other than the door, the only other opening was the flush flap for the charging point. Unlike the cars in the time of the book, there was no fuel tank to puncture and set light to. No mechanical motor with spark plugs to
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