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Chapter Something-Or-Other,
In Which Words Disappear
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One morning in the Hundred Acre Wood, Winnie-the-Pooh found
himself in quite a bother. He had been reading. Well, not quite
reading, because most of the words in the book Rabbit had given
him were covered in big, dark smudges.

Oh, bother, said Pooh, tilting his head. It seems this story is

missing all the words.



Piglet, who was always rather small and sometimes rather
worried, peeked over Pooh’s shoulder. What does it say, Pooh?
Pooh squinted. It says "Those words are forbidden” but,

of course, they're [REDACTED]. And oh, Piglet, it is very
frustrating.

Piglet nodded solemnly. I suppose it’s hard to know what’s not
allowed if you don’t know what it was in the first place”.
Exactly, Pooh agreed. But it’s even harder to know what is

allowed when you don’t know anything at all.



At that moment, Rabbit bustled past, muttering something about
woke nonsense and waving his paws about. It’s all very simple,
he said importantly. We don’t need to know. Too much knowing
just causes trouble.

Eeyore, who had been standing nearby in his usual gloomy
fashion, flicked his tail. Mmm. Meanwhile, nonsense spreads
faster than a thistle fire. He sighed. But I suppose no one listens
to Eeyore.

Pooh and Piglet turned back to the book. The more they stared,

the more frustrating the blacked-out words became.




I think, said Pooh, after a thoughtful moment, that when you
erase words, people don’t just forget them. They start guessing
what they were. And sometimes, they guess all wrong.

Piglet shivered. Oh dear. What if they make up something even
worse”?

Pooh nodded. That is the trouble with redacting, Piglet. It makes
a bear wonder if the words were so very important, why take

them away at all?
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The Forbidden Desk
There was a desk in the corner of the old pubhc
library in Kandy, tucked away in the deepest
shadows. No one used it. No one even spoke about
it. It sat there, collecting dust, its once-polished
wood dulled by time and silence.
Eliza had worked at the library long enough to
notice strange things. Books would vanish without
a trace, entire sections of knowledge simply
missing. People would ask about certain topics,
history, science, politics, and be met with blank
stares Oor hurried whispers. But it was the desk
that intrigued her the most.
Tl'%re was a plaque on it, or at least, there had
b Now, it was just a tarnished brass plate with
deep black scratches: She could almost make out
. the original inscription beneath the crude, clumsy
s actions:
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course, they were [REDACTED].
her fingers over the deep gouges in
. Someone had tried very hard to erase
eV r had once been written here. That made
wonder what was so lmportant that it had to
'ped away entirely?
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She leaned closer to the desk, studying it. The
drawers had been sealed shut, but she could see
the faint outline of where they had once opened.
With a glance over her shoulder, she pried at the
edge of one. The wood creaked, and then snap the
old lock gave way.

Inside, she found pages. Not books, those could be
tracked, confiscated but loose pages, hidden away.
She held one up to the dim light.

Every word had been blacked out.

Every single word.

Her hands trembled. She imagined it all: history
erased, stories untold, jobs vanishing, oppression
tightening like a vice. Redacted = Frustration
And yet, as she stared at the blacked-out pages,
something strange happened.

Her mind started filling in the blanks.

People dont forget, she realized When you take
away the truth, they dont just let it go, they
invent. They piece together whatever scraps
remain and create something new. And sometimes,
sometimes what they create is far more dangerous

than what was taken.

In her mind, she saw it all every lost word, every
deleted fact, every vanishing voice. And in the
background? A blurred-out building, barely visi-
ble except for the flames licking at its edges.
Yes It was definitely on fire.

She stuffed the papers back into the desk and
¥ pushed the drawer shut. The truth had been hid-
den, but it wasnt gone. Not yet.
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PATTERN: REDACTED REVELATION

Context: Academic environments where knowledge
transmission occurs under conditions of contested meaning.

Problem: How can revelatory information be communicated
when the act of articulation triggers defensive cognitive
responses?

Forces: Authority signalling; cognitive dissonance;
status preservation; disciplinary boundaries; competing
epistemologies.

Solution: The presenter stands, shoulders aligned with
institutional architecture, paper held at precisely 42° angle—
high enough to command attention, not so high as to suggest
arrogance. “In this paper...” they begin, allowing subsequent
content to dissolve into each listener’s personal meaning-
making apparatus. The deliberate absence creates a meta-
cognitive space where anticipated content matters less than
observers’ reaction to its incompleteness.

Implementation: Deploy in settings where power differentials
would otherwise prevent meaningful engagement.

Subsequent patterns (SELECTIVE DISCLOSURE,
STRATEGIC AMBIGUITY, PROTECTIVE UNCERTAINTY) may
be applied following initial deployment.

Consequences: When successfully implemented, creates
temporary suspension of pre-established judgment pathways.
Failure mode includes premature meaning fixation and
adversarial reconstruction.

Related Patterns: AUTHORITY SUBVERSION; PARADIGM
BOUNDARY WORK; EPISTEMIC HUMILITY



riends. Chis is. a move-
ment that can change the
course of history. Cogether
we will create a new cul-
ture that goes beyond growth, that
meets the needs of not just men,
but others too, that reestablishes the
richness and productivity of the bio-
sphere and sees a return of stable
and predictable global weather. You
know that ) can't speak about our
core beliefs, and yet ) know that you
share them. We cannot talk about
our methods, so we trust you intuit
them too. As the permitted language
shrinks, it will become harder for us
to Oescribe the new culture we are
striving for, and we will have to find
new ways to enlist support. At times
we may struggle to art:culate the .
simplest aspects of our'vision, but we
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The Committee for Research Excellence

(A dim university boardroom. Five stern white men in suits face a nervous researcher, DR MENDEL.
A sign on the wall reads: “INQUIRY COMMITTEE: Ensuring Safe, Neutral, and Unthinking Re-
search Since Tuesday.”)

CHAIRMAN:

Right then, Dr Mendel. You're here on suspicion of dangerous research.

DR MENDEL:

What?! I haven’t done anything!

COMMITTEE MEMBER 1:

Exactly. Suspiciously silent.

COMMITTEE MEMBER 2:

We know what you were about to say...

COMMITTEE MEMBER 1:

Oh, don’t try to deny it! We can tell.

DR MENDEL:

Tell what?

COMMITTEE MEMBER 2:

What you're thinking of saying.

DR MENDEL:

I haven’t said anything yet.

CHAIRMAN:

Exactly. And that’s the most suspicious thing of all! (slams table) If you had nothing to hide, you'd
already be talking about something safe!

DR MENDEL:

But I don’t even know what you're accusing me of!



COMMITTEE MEMBER 3:

Oh, come on, Mendel. You were about to say the phras
DR MENDEL:

‘What phrase?

COMMITTEE MEMBER 1:

The phrase that starts every piece of woke academic
COMMITTEE MEMBER 2:
(Slowly, almost in a whisper) “In
(*Gasps all around. A woman fai
Research Topics: A Short List (
DR MENDEL: | \
Oh, for the love of—look, I wasn’t going to say anyth
puting’s impact on—

CHAIRMAN:

STOP! (points dramatically) We know what you wer
DR MENDEL:

No, you don’t!

COMMITTEE MEMBER 1:

Oh yes we do! First, you say, “In this paper...”—that’s how _
about climate change, sustainability, social justice... Next you know, you're decolonising
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