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A Shriek Across The Sky
Casey Lucas

2

A

t first we thought a plane crashed in the Sound. Which was sad, you
know, but not the end of the world. We were wrong about a lot.
Something huge shrieked past overhead, obscured by the rain-fat clouds,
trailing sparks in its wake. There was a great, concussive roar from somewhere
in the distance and the shock wave sent our boat wobbling. Beyond the clouds,
the sky whited out, then dulled. Terns took to the air, squawking indignantly.
Dad tried to radio in and couldn’t raise anyone, but that wasn’t too unusual–
the sheer, high walls of the fiords interfere with radio all the time, and we
were out further than most.
Still, we knew something was wrong. Dad half-assedly tried to comfort
me, like he half-assed everything else. He offered me one of his beers and said
we could play cribbage.
I was below decks cleaning our catch when the birds swarmed by. I couldn’t
hear them til they were just about on us, and then once they were close, their
cries were deafening. I poked my head up just long enough to see them flock
past our boat: gulls, terns, even an occasional great gliding albatross, all hauling ass out toward the open ocean.
“Dad,” I said once I found him in the cabin.
“Sean,” he said.
We looked at each other. He never said much on these trips. I always got
the impression he wanted to, but he didn’t quite know how. Or maybe I just
hoped it.
“... Let’s head back,” he said, and I just nodded.
The ash started falling an hour later.
We were rolling in the last of the nets, sorting out the bycatch, when the
first few flakes sprinkled to the deck like snow. Except it was March. Dad
took a step closer to me then, his weathered face creasing in a wary frown.
Whatever him-sized gaps there were in my childhood, they weren’t enough
to chase away that protective instinct.
“Get inside,” he said. I normally baulked at being given two-word orders
like a dog, but his tone broached no compromise. I scurried into the cabin
to wash my hands. Warm water pumped up through the faucet, and I washed
and washed far longer than I had to.
Dad got the outboards roaring and we were underway. I wanted to ask
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him what he thought we’d find. What did he think had happened. Aboard
this boat, there was nothing he didn’t know, from the taxonomy of all the
fish in the sea to the difference between a seiner and a gill-netter to all the
good kōrero pūrākau. He knew how every mountain got its name, how to
read the weather from the sky... but he had no idea what had happened here.
Night fell. Our motor chugged and hiccuped and fell dead, choked with
ash.
Dad went out to try to fix it, bundled up in a rain slicker with his hood up
and a spare shirt tied over his mouth and nose.
We thought it was normal ash back then, too.
***
“Dad?”
“Sean?”
“Do you think Mum’s okay?”
In the dark of the cabin, I got the sense that he was trying to puzzle his
way toward the right thing to say. Maybe if he’d been quicker on his feet or
his heart was more in the right place, Mum would have been on this trip. But
maybe that’s unfair.
Outside the cabin door, the boat creaked.
***
Dad was coughing a lot by then. His face shrank in against his skull. He
didn’t want to eat. He didn’t want to drink. He parked himself by the radio
and stayed there for hours, trying to raise the mainland, voice never rising
above a dull, scratchy mumble.
Ash fell like snow. Big, fragile flakes. Anytime we moved beyond the
cabin, we covered as much of ourselves as we could. When a single flake fell
on the back of my hand, I smeared it along my knuckles. It disintegrated like
fine, powdery makeup. Something inside it glittered.
I could hear Dad coughing on the other side of the cabin door, wet and
rough.
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***
The thumping woke us. It was slow at first, just one or two little thumps
as something impacted the boat below decks.
“Dad.”
This time he didn’t speak. In the bunk above me, my father wheezed like
a man three times his age.
Thump, thump.
Something in the cargo hold was wriggling around in the coolers. First
one something, then many somethings. Soon, the whole craft shook with the
impacts of a quarter-ton of snapper and monkfish thrashing in the coolers
that held them.
Those fish had been dead for days.
“Dad.”
This time, my father reached a hand down to the bottom bunk. I held it
hard. His grip was weak and unsteady, fingers clammy against mine.
***
Every few hours, Dad hosed ash off the deck, right up until he got so sick
he couldn’t. Then I gave it a try from the doorway, trying to keep the drifted
heaps of grey away from our door. From behind, my father told me to cut it,
to stop, to back away.
“I think it’s making me...”
I could tell he was trying to say sick, but instead he just coughed.
Dad and I had whole conversations with glances and nods. He kept trying
the radio, signalling distress. He tried the motor twice more. Silence filled the
gaps between us that words never could. The horizon glowed with blue light,
blue like I’d never seen, like the bottom of a glacial pool with a spotlight
shining through it.
When he grew too weak, I helped him rinse the ash off his hands and face.
***
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The thumping. The wheezing. I don’t know how my father slept. But
he slept hard, breath so shallow I feared more than once that he might have
passed in the night.
***
On the fourth morning, Dad woke me by shaking my shoulder. He gripped
me like he might stagger over without the support, fingers wracked with tremors.
Then he leaned over my bunk, extended his tongue, and licked the side of
my face. His spit smelled like ash and rotten eggs. His gums had receded, teeth
too long for his mouth, and a sticky grey membrane was spreading across the
surface of his eyes.
I screamed and rolled away, shoving at him reflexively. He stumbled (or
did he grab at me?) and I crab-walked across the cabin floor, heart hammering. I smashed my elbow on the bed frame, saw stars, didn’t care.
My father towered over me, impossibly tall, his face a sunken skull.
“I’m going...” he creaked. He took two staggering steps toward me, fingers twitching like a zombie in a film. Like a spider when you stomp it. I
grabbed a fire extinguisher off the skirting board and prepared myself to use
it if he got any closer.
But he turned, twisted the cabin door open, and staggered out. When I
could bring myself to peek outside, all I saw were his footprints in the ash,
disappearing across the deck. I slammed the bulkhead closed.
***
I hear my father at night now, thumping like the fish.
***
I check the radio out of habit every morning, but it’s still dead. The air in
the cabin is thin and stale. I have to crack the smudged grey windows. We (or
is it I? Are we even a we anymore?) drift past seabirds in the water, half-sunk
feathery husks coated in grey sludge.
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Sometimes I’m tempted to open the door and have a look around outside,
but...
I don’t know where my father sleeps. Or if he does.
I’m running low on food. I wonder what he eats.
His presence has always been a silent obstacle in my life. A man who
couldn’t rise to the occasion, who couldn’t step up when needed, who retreated to the sea when his wife needed him until one day he retreated so far
she cut him adrift for good.
In my darker moments, I laugh about how not much has changed there.
There’s a life raft in one of the cabinets at the bow. In my braver moments, I wonder if I could reach it. Where would I even go? Why hasn’t anyone come to get us? (Is Mum alive?)
When the clouds part, the sky burns blue.
***
The thumping stops halfway through the night this time. That’s early. I
grab my flashlight, thumb hovering on the switch.
I’ve never been able to bring myself to look outside at night.
With shaking hands and half-held breath, I lift the flashlight to the window.
“... Dad?”
Nothing. Just the sea lapping up against the hull, the ocean a hungry
mouth.
I sit on the floor, leaning against the bulkhead, imagining my father’s
ash-muted footsteps thumping up and down the deck. It’s hours before I fall
asleep.
***
In the morning, I force myself to look. I have to shove the cabin door
open, dislodging heaps and piles of ash. Dozens of footprints trail through it
in crazy curlicue circles, but they’ve all been partially filled in by fresh fall.
Maybe Dad’s not out here anymore. Maybe I can make it to the raft.
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I haul on a raincoat, gloves, and wind a shirt around my mouth and nose.
When I step out onto the deck, my footsteps sound like nothing.
The ash has muted everything, like the quiet of a fresh winter morning.
I avoid my father’s footsteps, inspecting the length of the boat, creeping like
a burglar lest I disturb something from its slumber.
The steep, sheer walls of the fiord loom overhead, the sky beyond a sickly
grey. I reach the bow, throwing open the cupboard with a horrible, too-loud
creak.
Below the deck, something thumps in the freezer. My fingers clench around
the cupboard.
Go. Go go go go.
I grab the raft kit in both arms and stumble away from the hatch.
The deck vibrates beneath my feet as I shuffle toward the gunwale. Something slams against it from beneath. I reach the rail and pull the tab and
throw the raft into the sludgy, ash-grey sea. It inflates like a neon yellow
flower, and as I watch it bloom, the hatch behind me creaks. Something
wheels it open from the inside.
I still can’t make myself look. The hatch pops free with an ash-deadened
clunk.
I grip the rail tight for a fraction of a second, then fling myself over the
edge, landing half-atop the raft. Blindly terrified, I kick at the hull to shove
off from the boat, to put any distance I can between it and me.
He’s back there. I know he’s back there.
Rolling onto my back, I sneak a glance at the deck above, terrified that
I’ll see my father standing there, skin fish-grey, eyes scabbed over, wheezing
that I left him. But the deck is vacant. There’s nothing. Nobody.
I drift down the esophagus of the Sound. The sea is calm. Beyond the
clouds, the sky is burning blue.
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mariner_1.txt
gimbal lock
Rhys Feeney
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mariner_1.txt
you are trying / to shoot for venus / you are missing some part of the equation
/ somewhere there are two things / that should / not / be together / a sentence
ends prematurely / a discontinuation loop / getting out of control / you are /
dreaming of a whirlwind / a runaway / greenhouse / you are trying / running
away / to shoot for venus / 6 seconds before / separation / it is getting very
warm / in your dreams / it is all spinning / unauthorised pitch-yaw manoeuvre
/ dreams of venus / resemble the pacific / the pressure / the heat / the kernel
error
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gimbal lock
without warning my legs have become
escaping gas
& my mind
is rupturing
is it me or is
the air starting to freeze
i can’t quite see the instrument panel now
Houston
bedroom floor here
having trouble with radar
kicking up some
dust now
are we GO to lay here
until the sun goes down
Houston
pls confirm last message
i’m not getting anything on my
end
can roll slightly
no other axis free
must be gimbal lock
trying
emergency thrusters
the light coming in is all grey
i wish it could be a little brighter
trying to a cry for help now
how long until CO2 build-up
Houston this is desperation base
everything i’m trying to say
is lost
[...]
we’re looking
at a total LOC situation
i’m in a spin
pitch yaw
are indistinguishable
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We Dont Burn Our Bodies
Elizabeth Ho

12

W

e don’t burn our bodies. Not that we don’t want to, because it’d save
us a lot of trouble digging through meters of soil and sand until
we reach the remnants of the mega paleolake that our tupuna once
called Taupō-nui-a-Tia. We don’t burn our bodies because a year ago when
we burned Mareikura (our last astronaut, sommelier and pastry chef) the fine
dust particles in the air ignited and carbonized half of us to a blackened crisp.
Our empty stomachs growled at the smell of meat, but it was pure ash in our
mouths. That night the remaining 12 of us raided Mareikura’s secret stash of
thousand-year-old fermented honey and pear, letting the faint flowery notes
swell on our tongues as our bodies consoled one another.
After the Mareikura incident, we left the distress beacon perpetually on
because we realized we were foolish to try and revive the land that was once
home. The soul of the land has long departed, and it shows with craters like
curved jawbones, mountains like ragged teeth, rivers as dry as tear ducts. But
we didn’t account for the diseases that we incubated in our own blood and
cells to be our downfall. We’re rabid with bored, neigh on recklessness to
give into the urge to join our sweaty bodies as one and forgo any thought of
the painful death that awaits immediately following climax. We argue who
to blame – the land, or our biology?
This is what happened to Jerome. Reality got under his skin, pressed heavily against his chest, clawing at his empty stomach, made him desperate and
horny. He’s why we’re all outside on a -23F morning instead of sleeping through
nonexistent breakfast. Choi should be in the sand with him. He knew he was
an immune carrier but still slept with Jerome. Pearl, our virologist/renowned
banjo player, is back at the ship taking tissue, semen, and blood samples from
Choi. We hope she’s not gentle.
Nagamo sings as he digs while his twin, Niimi, kicks up sand as she dances.
We weren’t sure of what they did until we started dying. It’s odd now to think
of burying a body in silence, without the sounds of feet dragging through sand
or the throaty warbling of words. The rest of us lie in a circle around them
like smoke-drunk bees, tilting our heads away from the sun as we await our
turn to dig. We watch the shadows grow and fade under the cover of the long
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white clouds before we can slip Jerome’s body into the hole. Shiro picks up the
shovel, ceremoniously scooping up sand and tenderly drizzles it over Jerome’s
naked body. Niimi stops dancing. Nagamo lets his song die away. Unmoving,
we stand watch, each of us thinking about the courage it would take to let the
tranquility of a shared orgasm cradle us just before death.
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Twenty Fifty Three
Tess Barber
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I

was sitting in the snow. My legs crossed beneath me. I’d been there for
hours. Only it wasn’t snow, because I couldn’t get it right. It was floating, not falling, and more like icy dust than snow flakes. And maybe it
didn’t matter anyway, but I knew the difference.
The tree stood in front of me. It was covered, as always, with clumps of
icy-dust building on its clawed branches. I wanted to shake one, but knew it
wouldn’t fall right and would make me more frustrated. So, instead I glared
off into the distance. There was nothing but white, floating white.
I wondered about programming the entire homescape again, from scratch.
I’d never even been to the snow; I should’ve started with something I knew.
There was a shift in the scape then, like something giving way. As if magnetised, everything in the scape pulled toward a point behind the tree. Dreamlike, a figure came into focus. As they became clearer against the floating
snow-dust I realised they were approaching.
The snow stopped floating.
***
By the time I reached the end of her street I’d already stopped twice to
smoke, and although I was late, considered stopping again. The summer was
at its unbearable peak. I’d taken to connecting to the Network late at night
when it was too hot to sleep, and during the middle of the day, and just whenever I couldn’t handle the heat anymore. So I was connecting a lot. Having
dinner with her housemates was good in a way – it forced me to spend time
unplugged.
I wandered down the middle of the street. Noticing which houses had
been remodelled, which ones looked uninhabited, which had cared-for gardens. Noticing how stark the red of the bricks, and green of the trees seemed.
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How the evening sun caused everything to shift and throb – a carbon saturated
lens, or maybe it was the nicotine...
Eventually I made it to her door. She answered immediately.
“You took a while.”
“Ah...” I started with an excuse.
“It’ll be fine, just don’t say anything provoking.”
“I never say anything provoking.”
But she’d already turned down the hallway, calling “Indi’s here!”
I followed her down the dark, narrow hallway. As always everything smelt
mouldy, as if the thick stagnant air was growing. I hoped we’d go outside, but
then, there was no breeze outside either. There’d never be a breeze again. Just
endless heat: thick, dark and fungal smelling forever. All the nicotine I’d just
inhaled hit me – panic gave me a blood-rush, and sweat trickled down my
back. We paused at the staircase and I stared at the back of her neck. Silently
I asked her to turn around. She did.
“It’s a bit hot, right?” Her dark eyes surveyed my face. I knew she was
making a joke, but I couldn’t respond.
“Can we go outside?” I asked.
“Sure.” She called up to the others, “We’ll be outside when you’re hungry.”
We moved through the hallway, which became a dark lounge room and
reached the still sunny courtyard. I took a seat at the table.
“Are you okay?” She sat down next to me, folding her arms on the table
and resting her closely shaved head on them. She was wearing an orange17

blue cloth that crossed over her chest and back, and flowed from her waist,
sometimes seeming like pants, sometimes a skirt. Her skin had deepened to a
rich brown from the summer sun.
“Just tired – I haven’t been sleeping.”
“Still too hot?”
Just then, a small person appeared in the doorway. She had dark wirelike hair, tied out of her face haphazardly, and intent green-blue eyes that
surveyed me.
“Hello,” she spoke low and slowly, each syllable deliberate.
At the sound Jessie sat up and looked around. “Hey Therri, this is Indi.”
“Hey Therri,” I said.
“Hey Indi,” Therri said.
“Therri’s a good name, is it short for something?”
“No.”
“Cool.”
“Therri’s an horticulturalist,” Jessie said, even though I knew this already.
“Cool, what’s you favourite plant?” I asked.
Therri just looked at me.
“Therri’s researching symbiotic plant relationships,” Jessie explained; I
knew this too.
“Cool.” I’d never said cool so many times in my life.
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Thankfully Jules appeared behind Therri in the doorway. I’d met Jules a
couple of times now and we had built a rapport of nods and exchanges.
“Jules,” I nodded.
“Indi,” Jules nodded, taking a seat on the bench opposite me.
And that was our rapport.
“I’ll get some drinks,” Jessie said.
As she was getting the beer from the household’s cellar, Therri turned to
me. “Jessie says you work at a library.” She sat down next to Jules, crossing
her legs up under her. “Which one?”
“The Network-library for Parramatta Uni.”
“So, you don’t work with actual books?”
“It depends on who’s using it. Some people still read in the traditional
sense.”
“Yeah but they’re just reading a program, right? Not an actual book?”
“It’s more like, they’re given the memory of reading the book.”
“So you don’t work with actual books.”
I looked at Therri, unsure how much to engage. Jessie cut in then, returning from the cellar. “Don’t get started on the Network-reading thing, Indi
and I have already over-talked it.” She put two glasses of amber beer on the
table before leaving again.
“So Indi, what’s your favourite program?” Therri’s eyes watched me.
Something in her tone told me she was joking, so I laughed, hoping I’d
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got it right.
“At the moment I’m into sympathy design.”
“What’s that?” Jules asked.
“Ordinarily programs will just simulate information, so just the memory
of learning the facts. But with sympathy design, you can simulate a response
to those facts. So if it’s a sad program, you’ll have a memory of responding
with sadness.”
Jules paused mid-sip. “Programming emotion?”
“That’s messed up,” Therri’s sharp features sharpened more. Jessie showed
up again with two more beers, and gave me one before sitting down.
“It is if you stumble over the wrong sort of program.” Why did I let this
conversation get started? I didn’t want to be a spokesperson for EPR use.
“Or if you buy the wrong sort from a programming company,” Therri
was zoned in on me, eyes hard. A tuft of her hair had come loose, and stuck
out at the side.
I tried to focus on that as I said, “That’s a risk yes, but there are mechanisms in place to stop industry from misusing it.”
“What about all those people being attacked? What mechanisms were in
place to stop that?”
“Do you mean the New Hacking?” I asked, thinking back to 2051, when
over a hundred people had their homescapes broken into simultaneously. It
was the largest co-ordinated EPR hack ever; the amount of damage done, the
memories and programming lost or copied, would never be known. Evidently
people were still talking about it.
“Yes.”
20

“There weren’t enough in place, Metrix Labs was an upstart company;
they didn’t know what they were doing.” I looked at Jessie, to see if I was
in dangerous-conversation territory. But she only stared out at the courtyard
and the monstrous tangle of plants that reinvented the term garden. In the
late evening light it was difficult to make heads and tails of what was fern,
fruit or vine; but to be fair – the daylight wouldn’t help me. The plants grew
in a cultivated complexity, intricate food, water and companion systems that
I would never understand. It was another world, with Therri its emissary, perhaps.
“But someone knew what they were doing, enough to hurt all those people,” Jules pointed out.
“Someone did,” I agreed, “that’s why learning more about the technology
is important. To stop it happening again.”
Therri shook her head. “The nature of the Network means it will always
happen,” she said, “it’s designed to exploit vulnerable people.”
“People prey on other people – if it’s not through the EP-Network it’ll be
through something else,” I said. “You’re careful going about Sydney, right?
Why wouldn’t you be in the Network?”
“That’s over simplifying it,” Therri insisted. “Other people create the
Network – the power is all theirs. They allow the hackings.”
“That’s not how it works.”
“How would you know?” The words whipped from Therri.
My self-preservation battled with my ego and lost. “Because it happened
to me.”
“What do you mean?” Jessie said, finally turning to the conversation.
“It happened to me. When I was fifteen – someone hacked my home21

scape.”
There was silence. It felt like I was listening to everyone re-adjust their
assessments of me: complacent user to victim. I debated between leaving,
changing the subject or saying I was joking. Instead I just sat there.
“I guess you’d know a lot about it then,” Jessie said with finality.
***
“You didn’t tell me,” she would later say. She was sitting against the wall,
looking down at me. Her bed was just a mattress on the floor – it was meant
to be cooler down there, but it didn’t seem to make a difference.
“Would you prefer we don’t talk about it?” she asked when I didn’t say
anything.
I let the air out of my chest, not realising I’d been keeping it there. “No,
it’s okay.” I spoke to the slanting roof, keeping my voice flat. We were in
the dark to save on the solar battery, but my eyes had adjusted enough to see
where the wall became roof. “There just isn’t much to talk about. It happened
a while ago and I try to not let it be part of my life now. That’s probably why
I haven’t mentioned it – it just feels so separate, like it happened to a different
person.”
“Not because you didn’t want me to know?”
“No, I hadn’t really put much thought into it.”
“Do you think you’d have told me eventually?”
“I guess so,” I said. “If it came up.”
“Okay,” she said slowly, thoughtfully.
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I sat up then and looked at her shadowy face. “Why?” I asked. “Should I
have told you?”
She took her time answering; laying her words out carefully in the dark
room once she’d found them. “It’s yours to tell. And, understandably, it’s not
something you can just drop into conversation...”
“As we all learnt tonight,” I said with a dry laugh.
“Not the best dinner topic,” she agreed, a smile in her tone. “But we’ve
been doing this for a while now.”
“Doing what?” I asked.
“This... what we’re doing.” She gave a vague gesture to the dark.
“Oh.”
“And I still feel like there’s a lot I don’t know about you. We don’t talk
about your time connected. Like, at all really. And it’s a big part of your life.
And now there’s this...”
“This isn’t a big thing though,” I tried to explain.
“I know enough about hacking to know that’s not true.” Her eyes found
mine in the dark. “Was much taken?”
“There’s a fair bit missing.” I wasn’t sure how much detail she wanted.
“It’s hard to tell exactly: you don’t know whether a memory was taken or
whether it was forgotten.”
“Can you tell if something’s copied?”
“I don’t think anything was copied. I don’t know for sure, but this was
a while ago: EP-technology was recent still. I think the hacker didn’t really
know what they were doing. That’s why it was so messy.” I lay back, and she
23

reached down to run her fingers through my hair.
“Messy?”
“There was a lot of neural damage,” I explained. “I took therapy for a couple of years, relearning things like talking and reading. That doesn’t happen
these days. Unless it’s intended.”
“Could therapy help get the missing memories back?”
I shook my head. “But if you can’t remember it, you don’t know what
you’re missing out on.” I paused, “and I’ve got new memories now.”
She continued stroking my hair.
“I’m sorry I brought it up the way I did,” I said up to her.
“Therri shouldn’t have baited you.” She shuffled to lay down next me,
careful to keep her body a little apart from mine, but I could feel the extra
heat. “Still, you made them think. It can get insular out here in the East – we
don’t come across a lot that makes us question things. Not like the CBD.”
I shook my head. “It’s the same in Parramatta.” I turned over to wrap my
arm over her chest.
She paused, as she waiting for me to say more? I looked at the roof.
“I’m sorry,” she said.
“It’s okay,” I replied, not sure what we were referring to. But soon her
breathing slowed as she was drifting to sleep.
I lay awake in the heat long after she had gone to sleep wishing I could
connect just for a moment. It wasn’t until some early hour, when the sky
gave up and thick summer rain fell over the city, that I was finally able to go
to sleep.
24

***
I’m sitting cross-legged in the snow. Only it’s not snow; I’ve never been
to the snow, so I can’t get the program right. The field and tree are covered
in the white powder. Fluffy stuff that’s chilly to touch, but floats somewhat
like dust particles and feels like sand to sit on. I’m aware that I’ve been here
for hours. But I’m reluctant to disconnect and feel the effects of staying in the
Network for too long. If I could just get the snow to fall, not float.
In the distance, past the tree, I can see a figure approaching. There’s nothing else for as far as my visual goes, just the tree, the white, and now this figure.
Somehow, my fifteen-year-old self knows they’re not meant to be there.
“Hey! What are you doing?”
They just keep approaching so I get to my feet.
“Hey! I’m talking to you, get out of here.”
Maybe my vocal isn’t working; I’ve never had to test it in my homescape
before. But you shouldn’t ever need it in your homescape. There shouldn’t be
anyone else here.
They’re walking parallel now, as if they meant to walk past all along.
“That’s right. Move along.”
But they’re all the while looking at me. So I look down and head towards
my tree as if I’ve had enough of them – I’ve got things to get on with. I’m
watching them through the corner of my eye when they stop walking.
I feel sick. Please keep walking, keep walking.
But they don’t, they just watch.
Should I exit? But this is my homescape, what if they don’t leave? Will
25

they still be here when I connect again? What if they come back later? I need
to know they’re gone.
I reach the tree, and can’t see them in the corner of my visual anymore.
So I look up.
I can’t see them.
“Indi.”
My head jerks to the side. And she’s there, next to the tree, next to me.
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Freckles
PS Cottier
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Some may call them summer-spots, but they are not, although they may manifest themselves when the sun bakes us into compliance. Each freckle is a small
drawing, carefully inked while we doze, indicating what will grow, eventually, and take wing. If our eyes were keen enough, microscopically adept, we
might decipher the tiny glyphs. This one is Pegasus, but Pegasus with a shedding disease rendering him far less than bird, just a disappointing pony. He
will clip-clop through predictable, grimy suburban dreams, paddocks of misery dragging after him like a poxy peacock’s train. That one, on that exposed
shoulder, is a full Brexit of portraiture, disastrous, yet achingly slow. The creature which it represents lurks in the future, almost recognisable as someone
we once knew, but different, different in the way a beer-glass distorts, screaming like Munch’s bloke crossed with a fairground clown. We will meet him,
surely, in an alley, late one glassy Friday night.
Who does the inking? Some say it is an alien, armed, or an octopus, clutching a tool in each convenient tentacle. Personally, I believe that each spot is
injected by a cockroach, taking revenge for all the traps, all that kitchen-laid
pain. The freckles will birth themselves into air; tiny puppies, whelped into
the future, sucking on fear and disgust. There is no escape from the skinmaps, pointing where they will. Our noses detect the provenance, painting
air a clutching brown. Far from cute, further from lovely’s farthest shores,
our skin itches with a colony of a thousand pregnant clouds.
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