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Imagine 1984 if George Orwell had been goth —enter They
by Kay Dick, a slim, surreal vision of erasure and control.
Originally published in 1977 and promptly buried, it’s less
about rebellion than survival, mapping the slow suffocation
of art and individuality with eerie precision. Half fever dream,
half waming shot.

The plot unfolds in a fragmented series of encounters between
the unnamed narrator and their dwindling circle of artists,
writers, and thinkers. Hovering over them is “They”™—a
nameless, faceless collective bent on eradicating individuality
and creative expression. They bum books, whitewash
paintings, and crush dissent with smiles so forced you can
practically hear their teeth grinding. The violence is subtle but
devastating. It’s not the kind of dystopia where cities burn; it'
the kind where everything slowly fades into beige. ‘
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Dick’s prose is sparse and elliptical, often leavi"® y~ant,
disoriented, but that's part of its power. MessY: bnlhuﬂo\vi
and just self-aware enough to be dangerous, T/
into your subconscious like a bad dream. The novze/
doesn’t offer an escape; rather it demands 5™
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