
Whip it 
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Crack that whip 
Give the past a slip 
Step on a crack 
Break your momma's back 
 
When a problem comes along 
You must whip it 
Before the cream sets out too long 
You must whip it 
When something's goin' wrong 
You must whip it 
 
Now whip it 
Into shape 
Shape it up 
Get straight 
Go forward 
Move ahead 
Try to detect it 
It's not too late 
To whip it 
Whip it good 
 
When a good time turns around 
You must whip it 
You will never live it down 
Unless you whip it 
No one gets away 
Until they whip it 
 
I say whip it 
Whip it good 
I say whip it 
Whip it good 
  



“At Biotech Cybernetics we believe in the power of people to make a change. Help us to 

help you W.H.I.P it into shape. It’s not too late. There’s never a better time to move ahead. 

Touch two on your bioconsole now for more information . . .” 

I press the power key on my arm pad and a small flat screen monitor in my living cube 

flashes off. Sighing, I flex my arm and grimace. My arm pad has started to ache again. The 

Biotech customer support line says it’s normal for all new upgrades. I explained to them that it’s 

never hurt before, but they give me the same automated response: new unit, some discomfort is 

to be expected.  I trace my finger down the edge of the scar tissue that has formed around the 

small panel. It looks angry and red, possibly even inflamed, but I have no credits left for pain 

tablets. There is nothing for it except to wait it out.  

The transport pod will be here any minute. I grab my geothermal quad jacket hanging 

from a small peg before pressing another key on my arm pad that extinguishes the overhead 

light. Once at my hatch door, I press my thumb into the recognition keypad. The door opens and 

shuts without me having to do anything. I don’t even bother to wait for the lock to engage. It’s 

automatic like everything else in my life. It’s been this way since the end of the Purge. 

I walk the one block of Sector TZ406 to the northwest perimeter of my zone. This is 

where the transportation pod will pick me up, as well as the others on my shift. The street is 

spotless, scrubbed clean of graffiti, trash, or anything else that would betray its human 

inhabitants. It is all concrete and glass and steel. Grey buildings, grey roads, grey skies. Our 

world is black and white and grey now. There is no organic matter anymore except for us 

humans. And of course, there is the army of androids, part of W.H.I.P. This is a by-product of 

the Purge, and I hardly recognize the difference anymore, which disturbs me.  

A message displays on my arm panel: 



Citizen 022485-XY2290: Biotech Cybernetics would like to wish you well on your 140th 

name day. Do your part for W.H.I.P. 

For me, the irony of this statement doesn’t go unnoticed. Today is my birthday, but no 

one calls it that anymore - nor do we have names anymore either, only numbers. In fact, to use 

one’s old name in public is a criminal offense. 

I scratch at the edge of my panel before I realize that it actually hurts to do so. Trying not 

to swear under my breath, I look past the menacing pair of droids posted at my stop and catch the 

eye of another citizen waiting on the transportation pod. Harold. How I know his name doesn’t 

matter, but like me, he’s older than he should be and time hasn’t been kind. He slouches, his 

flabby gut just barely hanging over his issued khaki trousers. His hair, too, like his eyes seem to 

have shrunk on his frame and he still wears glasses even though corrective lasik is something 

that is forced on most citizens these days. But Harold isn’t like everyone else. He works for 

Biotech Cybernetics. I do, too, but I’m on the janitorial floor unlike Harold, who’s a big fish - an 

engineer. He’s given a leniency that most are not, and it’s almost like he wears the glasses as a 

badge of honor, a historic artefact from another time. I nod my head at him. I like Harold. 

“Hello XY2343,” I say as I approach him. I hold my hand out and pull my sleeve up. 

Harold takes my hand, swiping his finger across my arm pad. I try not to hiss when he 

accidentally hits my arm as well. I quickly swipe his pad in return. 

“Perhaps you should have that looked at, xy2290.” A look of concern passes over 

Harold’s face. 

“I’ve tried,” I reply. “Support says it’s normal. This new unit hurts like hell though.” I 

pull my jacket sleeve back down over my arm as gingerly as possible.  



“There’s some discomfort to be sure,” Harold says, “but I’d say that that looks more 

infected than uncomfortable. Come up to R2 and I can get someone to look at it.” 

“It’ll be fine.” I turn my face away from him in case someone should be listening to us. 

Being a Biotech employee doesn’t make you popular. Harold shrugs his shoulders at me. “Suit 

yourself, but if you don’t get something for that soon, you’ll end up in the hospital quarter. 

That’s the last place I’d want to be.” He’s right. More citizens went into the hospital zone then 

came out. Even with all the technological progress, it’s a crap shoot. I don’t say anything else as 

the transportation pod shows up.  

It’s a short ride out of our sector and into the technology district where Biotech is. We’ve 

dropped off most citizens by the time we reach the mirrored megacomplex that is home to the 

largest bioware company in the new world free zone. Bigger than Macrocorp and Cyrogentrix 

combined, Biotech Cybernetics looms in front of us blotting out the morning’s grey sky. Harold 

and I don’t speak again as we make our way into the building, parting ways at the reception 

kiosk before we take separate elevators to our own floors. My ride is uneventful and as I pass my 

arm briefly in front of the door to the janitorial suite, the light above the door goes green before 

the beep alerts me that access has been granted. I make my way over to my station. Like 

everything else in this life, I don’t need to clock in. My arm vibrates like an alarm and I know 

my timer has been switched on. This is how I make my credits. The same way every day. 

If I thought about it too much, I might go crazy, but I’ve learned to turn that off, too. I sit 

and stare at my screen re-routing wastes as one reservoir gets full and another empties. It seems 

like the simplest job in the world, but it’s what helps keep our way of life going. Civilization 

cannot occur without order or rules. I don’t make the rules, but I create the order . . . even if it’s 

only to expunge the shit from the system. 



By the time my arm vibrates again, I am ready to leave. The pain has become intolerable 

and as I make my way to the transportation pod, I pull up the sleeve of my jacket. It’s getting 

worse just like Harold has predicted. I can see pockets of fluid that look like small sacs of milk, 

and know it’s probably pus. I assess my chances of getting help in the hospital quarter and 

quickly dismiss the idea. It gives me little comfort as I sit awaiting my stop.  

I exit the transportation pod and head directly to Harold’s. This is not normal, but then 

my arm isn’t exactly normal either. For a moment, I wonder if he will turn me away, but my arm 

throbs cementing my decision. Reaching the outer hatch of Harold’s geohab, I wave my arm in 

front of the monitor. I’m surprised when it opens up on the first try and step inside. 

Harold’s quarters aren’t much different from mine except for the mess: electronic parts, 

wires, and an array of things that I can’t even name strewn about the place. I stand speechless, 

trying to think of something to say. Luckily, Harold interjects first. 

“How can I help you, xy2290?” asks Harold as he steps back to a computer console that 

appears to be hacked into the geohab’s main control panel. He works furiously as he motions to 

me to speak. I don’t know what he’s doing, but the fleeting thought of Harold being a mad 

scientist briefly crosses my mind. Without Harold for guidance, I choose the ultimate neutral 

topic, the weather. 

“I wonder when the rain drones will be scheduled next,” I say making small talk as I go 

along. “The last time, they were allowed to drop nearly two inches. The outside of my hab was 

positively filthy. It did a great job of cleaning things up though.” I look over at Harold who’s still 

motioning at me to continue and I start to feel slightly disconcerted. 

“Not that I mind rain. It’s better than the storm emulator. I’m not sure why we have to 

keep -” 



 Harold interrupts me.  

“It’ll hold for about two hours, maybe a little bit more, but long enough to do what we 

have to do. You’ve come sooner than I would’ve liked, but I can see we have to do something 

about your pad immediately.” Harold walks over to a table that is relatively clean. He beckons 

me over. 

“Did you just hack into your mainframe?” I ask. There are things worse than using your 

name in public. This is one of them. 

 “We haven’t got much time, Jason,” he says using my true name. “I must change out 

your pad quickly and then we can talk.” 

 Harold pulls up the sleeve of my jacket, unable to hide his chagrin. “Yes, I overdid it a 

bit. You’ll need at least 4 cubits of anti-serum. Luckily, I‘m prepared.” He reaches over towards 

a box on the table. 

“What are you talking about, Harold?” 

He turns and stares at me, his mouth set in a thin line. “I’ve poisoned your pad, not 

enough to hurt you seriously, but enough to cause an infection. I will explain as I remove your 

old one for the modified one here.” He lifts a small white towel out of the way to reveal another 

device similar to my own, but subtly different. It’s smaller, darker, and the metal reminds me of 

the droids that stand guard at the transport stop. 

I stand speechless, feeling the anger creep up my spine. “Why would you do that?” 

Harold is non-plussed as he tinkers with his box removing something I can’t see. Before I 

can complain further, he jabs a needle under my skin, injecting me with a bluish fluid. Suddenly, 

I don’t feel very well. 



“Sit,” says Harold patiently. He leads me to a chair and places my infected arm on the 

table. “The anesthetic will dull your senses as well as diminish most of the pain. It’s best if you 

shut your eyes. You don’t want to see this.” His words are a command that I can’t ignore and so I 

close my eyes. He is right. I can feel the tug of metal before I feel the pus sacs burst, a hot, 

slimey fluid dripping down my arm. There is pain, but it’s not what makes me panic. It’s the pull 

on the pad, the wet ripping sound of my flesh being separating from the machine. 

“Don’t look,” warns Harold. “Almost done.”  I can hear the smug self-satisfaction in 

Harold’s voice, and then the sound of a small microdrill before a final grunt from Harold. 

“There.” 

I open my eyes and look at my arm. It is still red, but less so than it was before. It isn’t 

painful anymore either, but I’m unsure as to why. I turn back to Harold. 

“What the hell is going on?” I ask. 

Harold pulls out another chair from under the table and sits. He takes his glasses off and 

rubs his eyes before he returns the frames to the bridge of his nose. His dark blue eyes stare 

directly at me, unwavering. 

“What do you know about W.H.I.P.?” 

“I know what everyone else knows,” I reply. 

W.H.I.P. stands for Western Homeland Integrity Protocol. It was put in place shortly after 

the Purge by the government of the new world free zone. Its primary purpose was to clean up the 

mess after the Purge and ensure that every citizen was an integral part of the new system – there 

would be no unemployment, no homelessness, no anything. W.H.I.P assigned you a job, a 

geohab, and your number. You were in the system whether you wanted to be or not.  



“But you don’t know anything,” says Harold. He’s pale now and the fear in his eyes is 

unmistakable. “Every day you live your life in ignorance like every other number in the system. 

You don’t know the truth. The Purge, Biotech, the new world free zone . . . it’s all a sham. It’s 

not evolution, it’s genocide. W.H.I.P. is nothing more than a death sentence dressed up in fancy 

clothes.”  

“Have you ever wondered what happened to the poor, the homeless, the dissenters? 

Think, Jason. How did they implement W.H.I.P. so quickly and effectively?” 

It’s a no brainer. The droid army. Once they were in place, everything changed. I say this 

and Harold nods his head. 

“Do you know how much money goes into each mechanical droid? Calculate the amount 

we dropped on the space race and the last trans-continental war before the Purge. Now raise it to 

the tenth power. That’s what we’re talking about.” He pauses, but I can see the sweat on his 

brow, the stress in his shoulders. “We couldn’t make them cheap enough. There would never be 

enough of them to police the entire zone unless we thought outside the box. Unless someone 

could come up with a more efficient way.” Harold takes a deep, shuddering breath and looks 

away from me.  

I don’t like where the conversation is going, and I can feel the hairs on the back of my 

neck stand up. There is something foreboding about Harold’s story. Something bad is coming, 

but I can’t stop now. I have to know. 

“Just say it, Harold.” 

“We used humans. At first, it was easy. The homeless, criminals, immigrants, the poor 

minority, the people that society deemed unfit. But it wasn’t enough. We needed more bodies, 



more organic matter to fit into each droid. Biotech started bribing officials in the hospital quarter. 

It became a body farm.” 

“Jesus Christ,” I whisper. Biotech is turning humans into droids for their robot army. I 

feel like someone has punched me in the gut as I look at Harold, horrified.  

“I can’t live with it anymore,” replies Harold, the resignation plainly written on his face. 

“There is no salvation for me. They will come for me shortly . . . They know I’ve stolen 

information from Biotech.” 

“What have you done?”  

It is starting to dawn on me – the true extent of what is going on here. I stand up abruptly 

knocking my chair over, my eyes full of dread. I stare down at my arm.  

“I needed someone who I could trust in the janitorial sector. You have access to the Rim. 

It’s the only way. You need to get out of the free zone as soon as possible. The information to 

blow this thing wide open is in your modified arm pad.” 

I continue to look at my arm in horror, digesting the implications of what he has done. 

“I’m dead as you,” I say panicking. “As soon as I don’t show up at work, they’ll send a 

bot to my geohab. You know the rules.” 

Harold shakes his head. “I’ve bought you some time. Tomorrow morning, your arm pad 

will go off grid, your GPS tracker, too. It’s not much, but it’ll give you a head start. They won’t 

be able to find you unless they can manually see you, which eventually they will as you work 

your way through the tunnels. Once you start, you mustn’t stop. You should be able to make it.” 

“But the Rim? There’s nothing out there but wastelands and desert. I’ll be dead before I 

get a quarter of a mile in.” This can’t be happening to me.  



Harold shakes his head. “You’re wrong. There are others there. Seek them out. They will 

know what to do.” 

I start to protest, but a high pitched beep distracts me. I stare at Harold and see the grim 

determination in his eyes. “It’s the alarm. They’re coming. You must go. Do not leave your 

geohab under any circumstances until tomorrow morning. Whatever you hear, stay inside.” 

“Come with me.” The thought of doing this thing alone is more than I can handle. 

“I can’t.” Harold shakes his head sadly. “I have forfeited my life, Jason. This is the way it 

has to be. Please. Just go. Pack what you need and be ready to leave in the morning. There is 

nothing you can do now.” 

* * * 

The commotion emanating from Harold’s sector sounds like a small airstrike. I wonder 

what my neighbors think as another explosion goes off – strong enough to cause my food rations 

to tumble out of a storage cupboard. I’ve been up for hours trying to sort out my supplies; I pack 

and unpack my bag until I have whittled it down to the bare essentials: water, food, a multi-tool, 

and a medi-kit. As tempted as I am to take a small hand-held portable light, I choose a head 

mounted one instead. If push comes to shove I can always use my arm pad, but the less I use it 

the better. My arm is not healed yet and it will be hard enough to use it for the maps. 

The noise has stopped now. I doubt that Harold is still alive, but I try not to think about 

him as I duck out of my conclave and take the road directly to my right. At this time of the day, 

it’s crowded with a large cross-section of citizens. Although the mass of people is large enough 

to hide in, I pull the hood up on my jacket and walk briskly to the next block where I have to 

back track on my route. I need to head southwest out of my sector and towards the closest 

inspection hatch. Turning down another street, I shuffle through the pedestrian traffic as swiftly 



as I dare. Drawing unwanted attention to myself would be a bad move and it takes an exorbitant 

amount of control not to run the rest of the way. 

I see the hatch as I turn off the main road into a deserted alleyway. The outcome of 

W.H.I.P. is that the streets are empty of distractions – no debris, no vagrants, nothing to hide you 

from the all seeing eye. I can feel my pulse quicken as I glance around anxiously, licking my 

lips. I have the codes to get through the door, but will it alert those back at Biotech? It’s 

something that I’ll have to risk. I swipe my finger across the panel on the hatch. As quick as I 

can, I tap in the code and press my thumb into the recognition device. I hold my breath and wait. 

Just when I think that I’ve been caught out, the hatch makes the familiar beep that I know means 

that I’m through. I take a deep breath and pull the door open. 

In the tunnels, it seems almost too easy, too casual. It is pitch black, of course, and I have 

to use my headlamp to light the map on my arm, ensuring that I’m making my way down the 

right tunnels. I’ve made good time so far, but I could’ve been quicker if I’d worn my technician 

boots. In my rush to get out of my geohab, I forgot them. Now, I stand knee deep in a brackish, 

smelly water with things floating in it that I can’t identify.  

I wade through the liquid waste towards the first set of locks located on either side of the 

reservoir, which I must cross in order to reach the spillway to the Rim. The reservoir locks are 

not a complicated mechanism. Their purpose is to build up waste water in order to create enough 

pressure to sluice the waste through to the next lock and so on and so forth until the waste finally 

overflows through the spillway and into the Rim. The problem for me is that while there are 

manual override controls located at each lock, I will actually have to be inside the reservoir in 

order to be pushed through to the adjoining tunnel. That means I will no longer be safely 

grounded – I will have to float in the waste as it rises up to the right height to induce the locks. 



It makes me squeamish thinking about my arm being submerged in the stuff, but it will 

be the least of my worries if I don’t hurry up. My arm pad has begun to vibrate in an alarming 

manner. I don’t need to look at it to know that I’m out of time. I am no longer off the grid. I have 

minutes before my exact location is pinpointed. If that happens, I will be trapped as the system 

overrides my manual commands.  

I can’t let that happen. 

I take a deep breath and wade over to the lock on this side of the reservoir. Without 

hesitating, I punch in the code to open the reservoir and slip inside. My heart is in my throat as 

the reservoir hatch begins to shut behind me, its monotone beep resonating over and over again 

against the steel walls of the reservoir. It’s shuts with a clang that sets my teeth on edge, but I 

don’t have time to dwell on it as the chamber begins to fill with waste water. The inflow pipes 

are doing their job effectively and I feel myself rising up off the bottom of the tank. Feeling 

uneasy, I stare at the fill line of the tank waiting for the water to reach it and disengage the next 

lock. It should be any minute now. 

Except it doesn’t happen. 

The water has passed the mark and is still rising in the tank, pushing me towards the 

ceiling. I stare at the fill line in dismay as if somehow I can will the water away, but I know 

something has gone wrong. 

They’ve found me. 

I stare wildly in the darkness, my arms flailing in the water as I look for a way out. It’s at 

that moment that my headlamp flashes on the writing on the wall: 

You will never live it down 
Unless you whip it 
No one gets away 
Until they whip it 



It’s barely legible, the letters chaotic and shaky, scratched into the steel tank with a sharp 

object. The last words of a dead man. 

Like me. 

I wonder briefly if Harold knew all along, not that it matters now. The dank water 

steadily creeps towards the ceiling. I pull out my multi-tool and start scratching new letters into 

the wall. 


