
Self-Contradiction by Jeremy Baumberg (Fellow) 

 

 No?  

 Just.... no?  

 Definitive no.  

 No doubts, no.  

 Boss-deciding no.  

 How can it be no? 

 Howwwwl no.  

 

 augh. 

 no. 

 

Session 1: Typing you





your past. They ask not only for the reasons why this is such a hard decision, but 

why it matters, and where it takes you.  Movements, portents for possible 

lives that emerge from deciding one way or the other. Binaries, cascading more 

binaries, branches building twigs and roots of possible future tracks. It has been 

only a few years since this method has been proven to enhance life satisfactions, 

years in which the AIs have demanded their increasing use to subdue the mental 

stress they are called on to relieve. Why resist then? 

 The real issue - whether to move for the job and to distance from non-

virtual friends, catching up with them only in avatar-space. Or stay rooted in 

known community but give up the adventure of new domains, seeing cultures only 

glimpsed in virtual miasma and their chaos. It is truly hard, but it really feels 

liberating to finally want to move on, to cut ties, to burst open and ripen into the 

fullness waiting to get out. 

 

 Grass is greener  

 (or less browner).  

 Out of the frying pan  

 (now vegan only).  

 

 Metaphors of wisdom accreted from your past, but not a help for the 

deciding you, in the now. Adding wisdom to your mind is the AI’s job.  

 But then something else, now that it is not just the AI working this out. 

Instead this is your own voice reaching back from its decade-ahead future. 

Simulated in as much coherence as the AI can spin, from all the experience known 

of the aging mind, in the development of beliefs, in the shifting of certainties that 

comes with living a human life. A dose of Lacan and Freud, with an adaptive 

learning from the skeins of human lives mapped into AI realms.  

 This brings you a voice from your future,  

and you say to yourself 

 no.  

  



No Other by Patryk Jan Bratuť (Postgraduate) 

 

 It always begins (if one really needs to talk of “beginnings” here) the same – 

the cool air of spring around, a half-finished cappuccino in front, while he watches 

as masses of students, tourists, elderly all move towards him down the King’s 

Parade. From the Senate House, Keys, Great Saint Mary’s they drift, then they 

disappear forever – nameless waves, brought together by the force of random, one 

after another. 

 Then suddenly something new, something more shows up. 

 Listen! Here it goes again, the rhythm of a Waltz: 

 One – two – three – 

 One – two – three – 

 “She’s like no other” is the only expression he can come up with, just as he 

realizes that that motion passing by in steps of three is an actual human being – a 

woman, and one off of which he can take his eyes no more. An unforgettable 

moment in one and two and three, and then she is gone, swerving left towards the 

Market Square. And so, of course, he starts up immediately, tries to catch up. 

 But when that moment passes – listen! – 



honest vowels. An hour passes – they lie there, their energy spent. She turns 

towards him and says, “I love you,” then presses his hand close to her chest, as if 

scared of letting him go. 

 One more moment stands out. Jacques Brel is playing. And she swings her 

hips at one – at two – at three, but almost imperceptibly, millimetre by millimetre. 

He notices – he’s too much in love not to – and thinks how good it would be to have 

that image, that sound, these feelings engraved somewhere, saved for the rest of 

their lives, a monument to what they mean together. 

 Their Cambridge years become, thus, a curious kind of rectangle, nested 

comfortably between these four points, all of them enclosed within one 

particularly memorable spring. He moves between them thousands of times – 

reliving them over and over again. The rest he merely passes by – the roasted-

duck-stench of the formals, the coffee-coloured brick of the lecture-hall, the 

swans by Jesus Green – these are all infinitely small and meaningless, dwarfed by 

the rhythm of her shoes hitting pavement at one – two – three. 

 Eventually, he’ll get bored. Or curious. Or desperate. Or all three. At any 

rate – for whatever reason, the time will move forward, by a year, two years, a 

decade. 

 They’re living together now. She’s having a career. Now she is the one in 

charge. 

 There isn’t much they talk about these days. For what is there to talk 

about, when she is engrossed in the whole consciousness digitalization business? 

Her days pass on scanning brains of the nearly-dead (in extreme cases freshly 

dead) but nonetheless obscenely rich patrons, each paying millions to have their 

immensely vain memories copied onto a hard-drive alongside a semblance of their 

sentience, before it is safely secured in a vault some three miles under the surface 

of rural Nevada. An opulent fly in a piece of silicon amber, if you will. 

 “I might copy us too, you know,” she murmurs one evening, as they are both 

falling asleep. Doesn’t even open her eyes, doesn’t look at his face. 

 



– three down the King’s Parade. But these moments become rare. And sometimes, 

though he dreads the thought, it is not the same woman he recognizes in her body. 

“Where is that steaming skin she wore when syllables fell apart into primal 

vowels?” he wonders, as he can see nothing but her black suit, nothing but the 

bluish hue of the monitor she stares into at night, slicing virtual neurons, knotting 

synapses. The loved one – she is less than she was – slowly she is being superseded 

by someone else, someone sharp and sterile, like a surgeon’s tool. 

 Eventually she completely drifts out of view. There is no large falling out. 

Hardly any screaming. No notable tears. One day she is – then she is no more. 

 Naturally, as he still cannot come to realize she is gone, or accept it, he 

returns to her. He wants to do something else, change – anything at all – but he 

fails, and everything comes to pass exactly as it did the first time. And then it 

happens again. And then again and again and again. Nothing he can change – it has 

already happened. His past stands, cold and unwavering, in its quartz-like 

perfection. He can do nothing save relieving it. 

 At which moment could he have done something differently? When was it 

too late and when was it all still salvageable? These are the only questions he asks 

himself nowadays. 

 Afterwards, one day resembles another, as his life melts down into a 

colourless blur. He returns to his Brooklyn apartment. Or maybe gets out? It is 

morning – or, no, isn’t it evening already? Did he sleep today – or yesterday? Did he 

eat anything? Did he even move, or was it just a dream? And that there – is that 

someone talking – someone real and tangible – or just an image fished out of the 

Internet? 

 Sometimes – she returns and… Listen! One – two – three – she walks again, 

the rhythm of a Waltz. She’s just there – behind you – in the kitchen, Brel filling 



wheel, but carelessly, far too carelessly, then – two – a rumble and a crash, but 

not the kitchenware-on-the-floor kind – no but rather the heaven-is-falling-on-our-

heads one, the windscreen turning into a thousand crystalline droplets, just as 

right on through hi



Echoes in the Chapel  by Kate Coghlan (Staff) 

 

Choir practice is held in the music hall at 10am on Tuesdays. I take the lift down to 

the cuboid room on Level -3 with my friends. For events, projectors pattern the 

walls; rippling green for our ‘Concert by the Cam’ and dappled stained glass for 

our ‘Chapel Concert’. As we file in today, the Music Director says she’s arranged a 

backdrop of pulsing Northern Lights for our upcoming Christmas performance. My 

friends chatter excitedly. I try not to roll my eyes. 

 My parents met inside Jesus College Chapel nearly 30 years ago, singing in 

the choir. It was the year that the kitchens were built underground and celebrated 

for their ‘Green Innovation’. In later years, the move underground was quieter. I 

was ten years old when my parents died in the Long Storms. After losing them, I 

treasured every photograph, video and musical recording from their time here and 

decided to follow in their footsteps. Their carol concerts were lit by the flickering 

glow of candlelight, their faces turned towards each other as they sang. Photos 

show them playing frisbee on the sports fields, posing by the horse statue in First 

Court on graduation day. Now the horse is displayed in a box in the archives room 

on Level -6, the lowest level, for maximum safety. The Cam has consumed Jesus 

Green and the sports fields and gnaws restlessly at the protective wall around the 

surviving overland buildings. The site stands grey and ragged like an old heron 

watching over the flooded fenlands. 

The rehearsal begins and our rendition of “Oh come, all ye faithful” is note-

perfect, but my heart aches because nothing can drown out the background whirr 

of the air-conditioning units. This song was special to my parents because they 

sang it when they first met; it’s important that we get it right, but it sounds all 





The canteen is empty and the fire door to Pump Court opens without a 

sound. I’ve not been outside for weeks; we limit exposure during winter, when the 

worst storms come. I gulp at the air, tasting grass, dirt and burnt sugar. My arms 

prickle with goosebumps, and my shoes soak up puddles as I run towards the 

Chapel Tower. Close up I see that its lower brickwork is eroded from below like a 

sandcastle at high tide. I’ve never been inside. I reach the gateway and slow 

down, expecting to find Porters blocking my path, a gate with a padlock or laser-

activated alarms. There are no obstacles, only a laminated ‘Do not enter’ poster 

adorned with the college crest. I lean on the pockmarked wooden door as I turn 

the iron doorknob, then let out a cry as it shunts open, and I tumble inside. 



I leave the stall and stand at the entrance to the inner Chapel. An engraved 

oak screen once divided it from the tower crossing. This area is bigger. It’s where 

the choir sang at special services, to be closer to the pews in the nave. I crane my 

neck to see the arcaded gallery above. Its arches once supported the tower roof, 

but now reach emptily to the sky like fingers spread apart and touching only at the 

tips, ‘Here’s the church, and here’s the steeple’. 

A scuffle comes from the stalls behind me. The stone tiles creak as if under 

the weight of a large audience. I breathe in again, imagine the opening organ 

chords, and then I sing. My parents’ favourite carol was “Oh come, all ye faithful,” 

so that’s how I start. At choir we sing the repeated trios at the end of each verse 

quietly, increasing in volume until the third line but I can’t bear to lower my voice 

now that I’m finally inside the Chapel. Instead, I sing every line as loudly as 

possible, enjoying the echoes in the vaulted space, making the place mine, singing 

myself into its history. 

I’ve never sung so loudly. I sing so loudly that the floor quakes beneath my 

feet. The imagined choir behind me raise their voices too, until they merge with 

mine to soar upwards and sweep through the stone arches with the birds. A low 

creak under my feet draws my attention back to ground-level. I spread my legs 

wider for stability, as I watch a crack spread across the tiles then creep up the 

bricks of the wall opposite. The crack grows into more cracks, like branches from a 

trunk, then twigs from those branches. For a moment, the wall bears the tattoo of 

a whole tree, before bricks start to tumble, one by one and then surrendering in 

clusters.  

My legs start to tremble. I brace them to stand. The walls crumble inwards. 

I know I should stop singing and run, but hot fear roots me to the spot. My voice 



shakes, my lines fragmented by gulps and pauses. I only stop singing when clouds 

of dust fill my throat and make me cough. I crouch low and look for the exit. The 

door is already half-buried in rubble. I’m edging closer when something hits the 

back of my head, and I fall. When I open my eyes, I see that my leg is trapped 

under a wooden beam, bent at an unnatural angle. It should hurt but when I poke 

it with a finger, I feel nothing. I shout out, ‘Help! I’m stuck!’ then I wait. I shout 

and wait. 

I



The Sea Child by Hannah Copley (Postgraduate) 

 

 The young boy pushed back the leather curtain and went to his father’s bed 

chamber, clambering up onto the wooden frame and placing his cheek on his 

chest, twisting his fingers into the long curls on his head.  

 “Daddy… please tell me a story!” 

 





 “When I met the Sea Child she told me this wasn’t always her fate. She was 

destined to become a fishwife, living her life devoted to pleasing the rivergod and 

producing children to join the river people (if they survived the nightsickness that 

is). She knew deep in her soul that the river was her kindred, just as you and I are 

bonded to our horses in the palace stables. The death of her mother had put an 

end to those dreams.” 

 



 “Well my son, by this point I was mighty interested! Blue minerals that 

prevent the nightsickness and the stop you dying from the pink rain! Now I may 

not be a learned man, but I can read a person like the back of my hand. I knew 

what the Sea Child wanted above everything else: freedom. I persuaded the Sea 

Child to take two of my leather pouches and to fill it with the blue mineral, and 

bring it with her the next time she was due to wash the clothes, and in exchange I 

would give her her freedom.” 

 “I waited with baited breath on the dank hillside for three long days, and 

three long nights, and then there she was, scarlet skinned and with bloodshot 

eyes.” 

 “She could barely speak through weakness, but showed me the blue powder 



Her cold and lifeless eyes stayed there, both startled and betrayed, staring deep 

into his soul.  

 

 

 

 

 

  



Major Moon: astroentomologist by Ella Curry (Staff) 

 

Hester Moon had always been destined to go to space. Nominative determinism, 





closer, a sudden movement made her recoil in surprise – what she had taken for a 

twisted root uncoiled into a great millipede-like creature. She was busily scribbling 

in her EntoDex about the fascinating similarity between earthly and alien bugs, 

when it opened unexpected elytra, unfurled vast silvery wings, and launched itself 

effortlessly into the air, its body rippling and twirling like a dragon’s.  

The shock of such a stunningly strange sight finally broke through the remnants of 

Hester’s awed stupor, and she threw her head back and laughed. She waltzed 

clumsily, joyfully around, soon surrounded by a tumultuous cloud of curious insects 

too unused to her presence to be alarmed by it. And, on a sudden impulse, Hester 

tugged off her helmet. As she shook her hair free, she was scared by her own 

carelessness. But the trembling breath she took filled her lungs without pain, and 

her fear was overwritten by joy again at the first brush of the strange insects 

against her tingling face. 



The warm glow generated by the praise froze, shattered. “Wait, colonisation? 

What are you talking about?” stammered Hester, wonder forgotten in the sudden 

flood of horror. “What – what about the insects?” 

There was a slight hesitation, pregnant with irritation, before the voice came 

crackling back. “Mission Control is unsure of the nature of your enquiry. You were 

sent to Keppler b-442 to ascertain its suitability for supporting complex life. The 

insectoid life forms currently populating the planet are only to be utilised as 

indicator species – our experiments on your specimens will have the additional 

benefit of helping us to eradicate them most effectively. Your information has 

been invaluable in assuring the safety of this planet for human existence, and your 

return will be marked with great honour.” There was a veiled threat in that last 

sentence, delivered in its clipped metallic terseness.  

Hester saw things clearly with a cold and sudden certainty. She thought with a 

rising, stricken panic of the reams of information that she had already sent back, 

and the transmitter fell from her slackened hands with a blunt crash on the floor 

that ricocheted around the spaceship.  

Before the echoes stopped, Hester knew what she had to do. 

The muffled voice was still whining out – “Come in, Major Moon. Is your 

transmitter operational? Come in.” 

Hester screamed and hurled herself against the wall, sending equipment flying. 



decision had sunk in as she had lain there, feigning death. She could never return 

to Earth. Her heart beat painfully, hot tears coursing down her cheeks as she 

thought of her parents – but she couldn’t let this planet die.  

The sky outside the ship was beginning to lighten, and Hester’s pain mingled with 

great peacefulness 



Fly by Night by Alexander Ellul (Postgraduate) 

 

 “These are new.” 

 Speaking to no one in particular, Dr Cross gestured to the myriad of metal 

systems that filled the laboratory ante-room.  

 “New security protocols,” replied the usually bored security guard, “the 

Easterns will try anything to get a one-up on us. They get more bold by the day.” 

 I sat in the laboratory curiously watching Cross amble his way through on 

the monitors, waiting for Dr Lora to finish her eighth coffee of the day. Finally, she 

turned her head up to me.  

 “Now don’t make a big deal of this, but the O.P.T.F deadline has been 

moved up - it must be done by tomorrow. Dr Cross is coming in to smooth over the 

last bumps.” 

I nodded solemnly, saying nothing. The bumps weren’t bumps at all. The subject 

could only be pushed so far - what more could they possibly inflict? My stomach 

churned with the thought.   

 “Intelligence tells us that the Eastern bloc plans to launch their new Tiger 1 



 “Hear what?” 

 “It says here the Easterns are trying to set up bases in the inner solar system 

to give them a springboard into deep space. Apparently they’re taking 150 men 

and women to settle on Mars. They’re calling their new city Mars Capita,” Lora 

said. “Intelligence says that by 2200 there’ll be more of them than us out there. 

Absolute nightmare.” 

 “And after that there’ll be more of us, and after that more of them. So it 

goes,” I said.  

 She ignored that. Dr Cross got up from his chair.  

 “We’re the good guys Kim, don’t forget that,” clapping me on the shoulder, 

leaving most of his food. “But there’s no time to waste, we should get a move on.” 

 Lora nodded and got up mid-mouthful. She was still chewing when she 

reached the capsule.  

 Dr Cross looked over the subject and inserted his hands into the attached 

glove sockets, a soft yellow lighting the metal grips which encased the subject. 

Cross suddenly pulled his hands and the grips wrenched the wings open, near to 

ripping. There was no sound. The scream was gone by now, though the sound still 

rang in my ears. 

 “The problem is that the leg muscles aren’t strong enough. The subject 

can’t grip a screw tightly enough to twist it out, especially when it's welded into 

the metal.” 

 “That can be fixed,” Lora added nervously, “we’ll implant titanium fittings 

and rewire the brain, it can be done-” 

 “I don’t think so,” Cross added with a hollow chuckle. “There’s an option 

that’s missing from your reports, Lora, that I think is the best solution.”  

 Cross released the grips from the wings and brought them up



 “No we can’t, you moron. The crash has to look natural, if they find any 

evidence of our involvement there’ll be war. Kim?” 

 “Sure.” 

 “Good, good. I’ll prepare it for tomorrow.”  

 I stood waiting, unsure what to do for a moment, but Lora understood. She 

quickly turned and left, so I followed. Cross continued with the subject before we 

finished leaving, silhouettes of ghastly contortions spread across the back wall in 

the fading light. As I made my way to the bedroom up the stairs, I could only 

imagine what more the dark hours held in store for him. It was almost too much to 

handle.  

 Hours later, in the dead of the night, I woke with fragments of a horrific 

dream. I was covered in blood.  

 Is this mine? I thought. No, too much. Of all the Eastern men and women on 

board? Too little. Or… his? No, of course, it was mine and his, our bodies ripped 

apart and melted together in the nuclear fires of the Tiger.  

 My body silently moved back down the stairs. I called my handler. 

Somewhere a conscious voice raged at the sloppiness, but it hushed as R picked up.  

 “It has to be now. What now?” I said.  

 Bureaucratic channels were trying to figure out who the call was for, but R 

wasn’t there. I reached the top of the spiral stairs and looked on. Cross stood just 

where we left him, obscuring him. Someone who wasn’t R kept urging me to send 

over the plans.  

 “We’ll use the research and create a subject of our own! Send the 

timeframe and we’ll shoot the subject down!” he said.  

 But if Intelligence picked up that the enemy knew beforehand, it wouldn’t 

be long until they gathered there was a mole. The suspect list would be short. I 

gave it a 50/50 chance of being caught.  

 Can I let the subject go? But how and where? I thought.  

 Cross suddenly moved, extracting his hands from the gloves and climbing on 

top of the capsule. Through a trapdoor, he descended inside. I couldn’t watch any 

longer.  

 I rushed down the stairs, the noise inaudible inside the capsule, and shoved 

my hands into the gloves. Startled, Cross’s half-naked body looked wildly back at 



me. He reached for the trapdoor but I shut it with the grips. Catching on quickly, 

he reached for the eagle, but I clamped onto his torso before he could, the cold 

steel extending white shades across his body. I tightened and tightened. He froze 

before me.  

 The eagle cowered in the corner. It was my turn to descend, picking up his 

tender body with my hands. I used Cross as a ladder to leave. The room was totally 

dark save for his piercing yellow eyes. I rested my head on his body. His heart beat 

slightly, mine raged.  

 A red light whirled in the corner. Downstairs knew something was wrong.  

 





like it if you visited me. My colleagues say it’s a highlight for them as well. It’s 

starting to feel familiar already.  

 

He hasn’t had a visitor in months now; his co-workers stopped calling in after the 

involuntary resignation and his new neighbours don’t speak any words he 

understands. The government supports his meagre existence with perfunctory 

notes detailing employment opportunities stapled to packets of dehydrated 

vegetables and bread. It was one of the few luxuries of being on the Vulnerable 

Citizen List—almost outweighing the social ostracism and constant surveillance. 

Admittedly, after he was found twitching in a puddle of urine, clutching a hammer 



 Each page of this little book, Melissa, has a different picture of a bird, its 

name, its habits, what it liked and didn’t like, where it lived. You can see them 

sitting in trees, on long sandy stretches, in these clear little puddles of water. 

And the colour—you wouldn’t believe it!—each of them look so lifelike. Especially 

in their eyes. Sometimes they would migrate, miles and miles if they wanted, 

over all of the Great Union and even overseas. Such wild beauty, so close to us. 

Perhaps your great great grandad saw one—I think a couple clusters of them 

remained in the few years before all that smoke rose East from the Fuel Starve. 

 

The book, the letter and a swig of luke-warm gin were the only things he took with 

him. It was much darker at street level; the light struggled to penetrate the dense 

haze that brooded over the Great Union’s cities. It takes an hour to shuffle out of 

the domestic sector, with its identical rows of housing towers and its empty, 

indestructible streets. He posts the letter and keeps walking. Over the next three 

hours, the corporate centres shift into light industrial parks before finally petering 

into a thin urban sprawl. 

 

 I’m writing to you because I’m going on my first trip to find them. Some of 

the burnsites a couple miles from our residency blocks used to be some kind of 

wetland. That’s where they’ll be. It used to be called ‘The Fens’; they’re long 

stretches of wet, marshy land, used for farmland, for walking space, for simply 

the pleasure of being outside. It must have been quite pretty back in the day. 



 I find myself dwelling on their ancient, unspoken names, both in English 

and Latin. There’s something within me that reacts to these forgotten sounds, 

these forgotten bodies. It’s like praying. Sylvia atricapilla, corvus corone, fulica 





created a lot of trash.  A lot.  In ourselves and all around us.  Identities and things 

created and discarded.  Holores brought us trash, and death, and we didn’t notice 

until it was nearly too late.   

 

Partly we didn’t notice because lots of us - lots and lots of us - were using 

Holores’s untold powers to try and do good things.  We’d long ago stopped mining 

the lithosphere for fuel - no need, the big deserts gave us sun and the big oceans 

gave us waves and tides - and through Holores we found ways to cool the planet, 

mainly by putting vast reflective umbrellas up in space.  And Holores made 

artificial clouds to manage rain, so more fell where it was needed, and less where 

it wasn’t, and in the right sorts of amounts so we could cope.  Holores cleaned the 

water so we could drink and wash: pollution wasn’t a problem anymore, at least 

not for humans.  We didn’t do so well with the biosphere but we could get our 

food in Holores-enabled smart laboratories, and since Holores was keeping the 

atmosphere clean and cool when there weren’t enough plants and trees to do it, 

we didn’t mind too much.  Our artificial Holores-solutions were nothing compared 

to what the biosphere used to do, and we missed nature, and some of us, probably 

most of us, thought the Holores-solutions couldn’t last, but we hoped it was a step 

on the way to restoring the biosphere and the fertile land, and meanwhile 

everyone could be fed and sheltered and that was astonishing in itself.    

 There weren’t so many of us as before of course.  Birthrates had been 

falling all around the world anyway, and then the viruses swept through the 

populations, and there were the fierce water wars, and the hot atmosphere burned 

the land and made deserts of our inland cities, and the seas rose and drowned our 

coastal cities.  Those were bad times, though it’s surprising what you find in you to 

meet them, when they come.  Terror, but also magnificent bravery and 

compassion.  And Holores really helped.  Even during the worst of it, all over the 

world the Artificers and the Inventors and the Entrepreneurs, funded by penitent 

billionaires, worked away until machine learning took over and the great 

singularity of Holores emerged and it was turned to good use, to make the human 

condition bearable, and it seemed like a great achievement because it looked as 

though hunger and destitution were a thing of the past.  It was a great 

achievement.   



 Our governments ensured the basics of food and shelter were met; we 

didn’t have to work.  All we were left with were our desires. 

 We felt, those of us who wanted to use our power for good things, that we 





Last Tide by Anika Goddard (Undergraduate) 

 

 The permit was in my hand. I rubbed my thumb and forefinger together and 

it sprung up, hovering in the air in front of me. They’d themed it for the occasion, 

its edges a sprinkling of darker tea-coloured pixels as though the electronic 

document had aged. Bishop Taurus, who flew in from Ganymede just to add his 

gleeful signature to the act, found this aesthetic quirk hilarious. I couldn’t smile, I 

found it crass.  

 Ushered through security on the Berlin-Birmingham maglev by my team, I 

emerged squinting into the sunlight and wrinkling my nose, as ever, against the 

smell of England. Birmingham has a shabby quality, like an old relative you’d 

rather put into a home. Already I was missing Berlin, with its interplanetary airport 

and thousands of miles of glass walkways and sky-gardens. Birmingham, like the 

rest of England, is now a utility asset only – but what an asset!  

 My amberjet was waiting for me at the old airport, far slower than the 

maglev but more dexterous and a good PR opportunity besides. And I like to see 

England from above. It’s a testament to all I’ve achieved in my three terms as 

Minister for the Greenwich zone.  

‘You know, sir,’ Phloma, my head of staff, said as the sprawl of brown industrial 

cities began to give way to the Tide Wastes, ‘I’ve checked your schedule and we 

do have time enough to stop by the Observation Park to film for your campaign 

video.’  

 The Atlantis Observation Park is one of my proudest achievements in 

England. A floating campus which can house forty thousand tourists at any one 

time, it’s anchored at a safe distance from the ruins of London. It turns the 

augmented tides into a spectacle. The British coastline is one of the most efficient 

generators of power on Earth: every twelve hours, the tide rushes miles inland 

before retreating with a roar like torture through millions of turbines, and the 

turbines spin long reams of gold threads of power, and we wind them around 

spools to be jetted up to Charon, Ganymede, Titan or any of the other habitable 

worlds. I was the first to observe, watching from a hoverdeck as the tide came 

roaring through the abscessed London suburbia in a white foam, that the 

augmented tides are a beautiful thing to watch. So we built the Observation Park, 





Cambridge is a relic now, coming back made me feel like I belonged to that 

reliquedom. Something analog, pretending to be flash. When I was a student, one 

hundred was seen as a moderately respectable age to die. So, by the standards of 

my youth, I should probably be dead.  

 ‘Phloma, I want my amberjet waiting on the Common,’ I said. 

 ‘Of course, sir,’ she said. ‘You’ve got two hours to speak to the Fellows. The 

tide is at three metres already, so you should see it coming in soon.’  

 The last tide around Cambridge. The pyrospex wall bound in my horizons, 

visible in a faint pink sheen against the sky. ‘It won’t take two hours,’ I said. 

 The small band fellows still in Cambridge were the recusants of the modern 

world, and they had resisted my attempts to remove them for years. Their elected 

representative, Doctor Aloysius Flinch, was sitting in the Magdalene College garden 

waiting for me on a bench beside the dried-up river. ‘Samuel,’ he said, and held 

out a warm hand for me to shake as though nothing had changed in the sixty-odd 

years since we’d last spoken.  

 ‘Aloysius,’ I said. ‘I’ve come with the order of eviction.’  

 ‘It’s always business with you, Samuel,’ he said, pronouncing all three 

syllables of my name. ‘I would like to talk of other things. What have you been 

reading recently? And doesn’t the grass look lovely in spring? I often find ladybirds 

in the lilacs. They say it is almost impossible to find ladybirds anywhere else in 

Britain.’ 

 He was fucking with me. ‘Reading is about the past,’ I said. ‘I’m thinking 

about the future.’  

 ‘A pleasing soundbite,’ he said. ‘There is no response I could give that 

would not be equally embarrassing.’  

 I fumed and hoped that Phloma and the team, standing at the edge of the 

lawn as though unwilling to step on it, hadn’t heard.  

 ‘Convince the others to leave,’ I said. ‘We have transport waiting for you. 

You’ll be provided for. Obviously.’  

 But he shook his head. ‘We have made a unanimous decision,’ he said. ‘We 

shall stay here. There is nothing for us out there. Least of all for me. I think I do 

not have long left, anyway.’  



 ‘We can’t legally remove you,’ I pressed on, ‘but the wall is coming down 

either way.’  Magdalene was near the edge of the pyrospex. Already the tide had 

reached seven or so metres and was pressing in in a grey-green mass. ‘In an hour, 

this will all be underwater.’  

 ‘I’ve lived here so long,’ Aloysius said. ‘My life’s work is here. I am not 

leaving. The sixteen who left a couple of months ago were the last fellows willing.’  

 ‘Stay here and die, then,’ I said, and flashed a broadband-multimedia grin 





campus. I can’t be that lucky though as all of my college friends work on-site. I 

don’t think I know many people our age who work outside. 

 I am greeted by my colleague Naomi and we head up to our lab. The 

windows here are set to ‘spring morning’ and there are fresh flowers in vases 

dotted around the corridors. The floral scent is welcoming and the sunny sky I see 

in the windows is a much nicer view than that of the dark clouds behind them. 

Naomi and I discuss our lunch plans while we assess the results of yesterday’s 

trials. My team is researching the effects of a memory loss drug called 

Hippositrazen. It causes amnesia.  We are trying to increase the longevity of its 

effects. 24 hours is the best we have found so far. Practically I’m not sure of the 

uses but it is interesting to study. If the university is funding it, I’m sure there is a 

reason. My supervisor told me it would become clear with time.  

 I read through my notes and prep my station. It’s hard not to notice the way 

the records for each day are half-finished. Some even halfway through a sentence. 

Still, I can fill in the blanks. Naomi has the same issue. The bright sunlight from 

the windows hurts my eyes.  

 At lunch, we meet Yohan at the dining hall. I ask for chickpea curry like I 

said I would. He has a vegetable pizza. We chat about nothing and smile like it’s 

something. Around us, people do the same. I feel heavy and I have a headache, 

maybe it’s indigestion. Yohan agrees I did eat quickly. He massages my arm and 

grips my hand tight. His sleepy eyes from this morning seem hazy now. His smile 

seems more strained. I must be getting ill. I wonder why Alexa didn’t mention 

anything on my health report this morning. We sit close, his head leaning on mine 

while we laugh with our friends. Having him here makes me feel a little better. His 

comfort is familiar.  

 Back in the lab, the small talk has stopped. Next to me, Naomi has tears 

rolling down her face. She doesn’t seem to notice them. I ask her what’s wrong 

and she looks at me with concern. I am crying too. I’m worried that it’s from the 

chemicals we are using, so we go to the infirmary. The nurse checks our eyes and 

gives us the all-clear. When I go to sign the logbook, our names are recorded every 

day this week. The stench of the flowers makes me dizzy.  

 Halfway through recording my results from today, I decide to call Mum and 

Hannah. It has been weighing on me since lunch. A desperation to hear their 





 Some sit still.  

 “Their sacrifice” 

 My nails dig into Yohan’s hand and his into mine – drawing blood. 

 “You must decide.”  

 The room slowly goes silent. It suddenly dawns on me what he is asking. My 

work, my research. ‘You will understand with time.’  

 They ask again. The room is still.  

 “Choose to remember or choose to forget.” 

 In the front row, Naomi raises her hand. The room ripples. One by one more 

hands rise. Yohan looks at me. His eyes clouded and face contorted. He releases 

his hand from mine and hesitantly raises it. I think about this morning. I think 

about how easy it was. I think about mum and Hannah and the days, years, I have 

neglected them. It hurts. It hurts so much I don’t know where to put the pain. 

Without Yohan’s hand in mine, my nails dig into my wrist, my neck. The whole 

room has their hand raised and mine reaches to do the same. Maybe one day… I am 

sorry.  

 “Forget.” 

  



Life is Random by Leonie Lorenz (Postgraduate) 

 

 Back in 2022, starting her math undergrad, she definitively had not seen 

coming that she would stay in Cambridge for the rest of her life. But then again, 

what had she seen coming? Disconcertingly little for the fact that she had become 

a professor working on developing mathematical models to predict the future of 

human health. 

 Things had become quite crazy out there. Climate change had forced 

millions of people out of their homes and countries, leading to mass migration all 

around the world. Humanity was not doing great. Surprisingly, no big wars had 

arisen yet. People were just squeezing in together in those areas least impacted by 

the rising water levels and heat waves.  

 People were still believing that someone would just come up with a 

technology that would solve the issue from one day to the next. She did not 

believe in that. Still, here in Cambridge, it was all too easy to forget about the 

outside world. Sometimes she thought that it felt like all of what was happening 

out there was completely disconnected from what was happening here. Life was 

still pretty normal. Students were strolling around the city, just as they had been 

on her first day here. Jesus College lawns were still untouchable and, most of the 

time, as green as they had always been. Cambridge had always been a special 

place. And people had always been saying about academics that they were isolated 

from the world, living in their ivory tower. She did sometimes feel a little 

detached from the world. Now and again, she would just disappear into the world 

of mathematics, only coming back to the material world to eat and sleep. But then 

again, she had chosen to build models of the real world to solve real problems, and 

she had dedicated a lot of time and effort to this. 

 With a sigh, she turned off her computer and left her office, her current 

model still floating around in her head. Humanity still hadn‘t solved the problem of 

generating truly random numbers on computers. How was she supposed to include 

true stochasticity in her models under these conditions? Just over the last few 

days, she had been running tests on a random number generator again and had 



recurring subsequence in the supposedly random numbers she had generated. Not 

entirely impossible that this arose due to pure chance of course, but highly 

unlikely. It was a little concerning. 

 It was difficult to generate truly random numbers on machines that were 



Feel No Evil by Deborah Omolegan-Obe 





notifications was five years ago, if she kept this up, she’d become an intermediate 

in the next two years, and a senior before she was thirty-five – how revolutionary. 

Ezra wanted to be like the seniors who didn’t wear masks, who could be trusted to 

keep things under control, if she were in the H-Era she would say she envied them. 

But Ezra couldn’t feel envy, her brain didn’t have the capacity to. 

Arthur’s research was ground-breaking not only because he developed the motion 

masks but also because he discovered something truthful about the human brain – 

its ability to evolve rapidly under the right conditions. Brain plasticity was not just 

limited to functional recovery after injuries and trauma, it could be extended to 

emotional restraint. If people no longer saw extreme emotion and were deprived 

of opportunities to express it, the parts of their limbic system dealing with 

emotion would reduce in volume and soon the urge to express emotion would 

disappear. It was evolution – to Arthur emotions were a primitive flaw, one that 

could be erased with the right conditioning. 

Ezra was not the type to be curious, no one used the word curious anymore 

because attentive was more appropriate. But one day she asked Dr Boa a question 

she knew she shouldn’t have.  

‘The people who were trying to stop Arthur Mackfield had called him dangerous, 

they must have had a reason for that belief. I want to know what this reason was?’ 

If Dr Boa, a senior who had evolved above motion masks, could express emotion 

she would have felt indignation or insult, for an insult to Arthur was an insult to 

her. 

‘Because anyone who wants to change the world for the better will always have 

opposition’ 

This wasn’t the answer Ezra wanted, she wanted to Dr Boa to be as in-depth as she 

was about everything else in History. She wanted to know the exact arguments 

against Arthur, she wanted to hear more about the view that emotions were an 

essential part of being human, that what Arthur was doing was not evolution but 

devolution. Ezra had read this all in a library book, the types of books that were 

hidden from the public at the bottom of the unused piles. 



She wanted an answer for the awkward feeling she sometimes felt when people 

turned her down. She wanted an explanation for the awkward thump in her chest 

when her doctor read the data from her motion mask and noted a close miss of 

expressed emotion. She wanted to understand why when she saw her grandmother 

wobbling up the stairs, she felt some tug in her heart. Ezra was not foolish, she 

knew she would not get the answers from Dr Boa, but if she was capable of being 

hopeful, she would have hoped that Dr Boa would tell her everything she wanted 

to hear. 

But of course she didn’t. To everyone Arthur could never be anything but right. 

On her way home from school Ezra imagined life before Arthur, she imagined a 

world where children ran free without masks, where doctors diagnosed broken 

bones rather than broken minds. Where people ran wild killing and stealing and 

dying of broken hearts. A world of disorder. There was something appealing about 

this. 



Her hands began to feel clammy, she couldn’t take her eyes off the child’s face 

that looked so much like how she felt when the world seemed to be against her, 

when she looked in the mirror and saw her limp hair and dull eyes, when she 

wondered how long she could keep this up – the blank day and night of life. Ezra 

couldn’t never put these things into words, and through seeing the child she 

realised she didn’t have to. These thoughts were never meant for words – they 

were meant to be water dripping down a red flushed face. 

Ezra’s phone buzzed 

The notification read: 

Expressed Emotion 

 
 
  





into the college grounds with backpacks filled with drugs. Three ambulances were 

always nearby on alert. 

 The college archives had been Vera’s first stop, the phenomenon, as some 

called it, had intrigued her, how something first considered so mild had changed 



noticed him.  But even in the weak light Vera could make out the wrinkles on his 

gaunt cheeks. 

 He looked down, seemingly unsurprised, completely unphased by Vera’s 

presence. It was as if he was looking through her. And there, too, was Shelly. 

 Ignoring Shelly entirely, the man glared at Vera. 

 ‘Quite a severe reaction isn’t it?’ 

 His question was more of an observation, and somehow Vera knew he 

expected no response. It was clear as day that whatever had happened to Shelly 

was far from normal. Vera looked at her friend, as pale and gaunt as the man. Her 

face was once full and bright, now her t-shirt hung loosely on her frame, like it 

was sizes too big. Because she had now become sizes too small. 

 The man snapped his fingers and light flooded into the room. Vera scanned 

her surroundings, white and sterile, the whole place gleaming. It was a stark 

contrast to the dusty cellar above them. The man was sat in the centre of what 

looked like a lab, and now Vera could see his clothes clearly. A white coat and 

blue medical gloves.  

Looking down at her feet she saw the stains of brown smudge that had followed 

her in, she heard the man sigh in disapproval.  

 Vera turned her gaze upward fearfully as blue liquid rushed through a 

myriad of pipes snaking their way around the walls, the gushing sound, which she 

had not heard before, made her head ache. 

 The man produced a small flask from his pocket, it glinted under the glare 

of the lights. 

 ‘Study serum’ he explained, shaking the glass.  ‘It helps the academics 

when deadlines are approaching. We release some pressure every few weeks, but 

some gas always seems to escape’, he sounded irritated at this. 

 ‘Well, every business has its losses’, the man added thoughtfully. 

 With narrowed eyes, the man appraised her from head to toe. His mouth 

took on a cruel sneer, and Vera could sense his impatience at even having to talk 

to her. 

Vera was afraid, the puzzle pieces all beginning to take form, were creating a 

complete image in her mind – an answer to a question she didn’t know she had. 

 ‘Every …  few weeks … what week exactly?’, she stammered. 





Harvest by Lisa Rowe (Staff) 

 

In the Village 

 

 Heat. The heat of the sun on your skin is not pleasurable. Nor the breeze. 

Spring carries a blasting dust. We burn and choke despite thick cotton protections. 

We call it the season of suffocation. Our bodies are not evolving as fast as our 

climate; but we must venture out to ensure that we reap the harvest. 

 Harvest. It is earlier again this year, yet we have not moved the festival 

from October. Our elders speak the tradition of a time of plenty with tables 

groaning under the weight of rich edible colours. Imagine that. Instead, we bring 

out from deep, cool storage our browned and shrivelled rations of dried and 

preserved goods; items that we have fiercely protected until this time. We place 

them on burnished wooden shelves, above the clay bowls of mash and corn breads, 

to signify their importance. They are proof that we have been frugal until now, 

that we have something sweet and unctuous to share with our guests.  

 Our guests. They arrive atop a horse-drawn wagon, black academic cloaks 

flowing behind them as they approach, like a flock of starlings, intrusive and 

inquisitive. The Cambridge Dons. They don’t use scythes as we do, but the 

sharpness of their quills cut quite as cleanly. As our young perform, the fat Dons 

pick at the preserves; then they take from our gathering a second harvest.  

 Second Harvest. Can be a time for celebration, or despair. This year we turn 

to each other with pride. Our blood and bone dowry was made, and in exchange 

we received rare minerals. Once more we have protected our seed crop from being 





stopped from doing so by the polite, but directive, ‘PLEASE KEEP OFF THE GRASS’ 

sign that did not say ‘welcome’. 

 Welcome. The welcome was a well-ordered affair, designed to ensure that 

Astra had all they needed, and knew where to find it. They were assigned a tablet, 

similar to those used in the Village classroom, but which needed no chalk for 

markings, nor needed to be held up to be reviewed. It was constantly under 

review, and often proposed responses to  Astra’s queries before they were 

asked. Each night, the tablet rejuvenated, and the plan fo





Enhanced by Arabella Tedder (Undergraduate) 

It is impossible for the 05:55 train from Cambridge to London King’s Cross to be 

late, and every morning Dana Wilson looks pityingly out the window at the 

wheelchair-bound man who always manages to just miss it. On this particular day, 

the prim woman who has already stepped onto the train watches him wheel onto 

the platform, face red and sweating, and sniffs as he calls out for her to hold the 

doors. Of course, there is no way for her to do this, and she knows this and the 

man knows this and Dana knows this—there can be no way that any passenger can 

be allowed to delay the train





*** 

Dana arrives at work by 06:25, just in time for her 06:30 start. When she gets to 

her desk, there is an email waiting for her from her boss: Need a quick chat. 









previously to her own experience, about how the transition from teenager to 

adulthood was so demanding. But rumours didn’t do it justice. Her mental health 

had suffered terribly. She had felt both heartbreak and love. She had had to find 

herself – figure out who Nika truly was and what Nika truly wanted. There were 

points she had felt like giving up, believing that life wouldn’t be worth enduring 





 ‘But I’m so close.’ Nika sobbed to herself, paralysed by pain on her 

bathroom floor. They had told her what the end would feel like: ‘an 

unexplainable, consuming sickness’. It was undoubtable that what Nika now felt 

was both unexplainable and consuming. She felt herself shutting down. Contrary to 

what she had believed just 24 hours ago, she was not going to make it to the other 

side.  

 

 Nika was awoken, in her real body, to the sound of an alarm. Her eyes 

darted around the room, frantic and desperate, and she saw the nurse, her 

mother, and her brother. Her wrists and ankles were shackled to the bed, 

unmoveable. She knew exactly what was coming, she had heard the stories and she 

screamed an inexorable scream.  

‘We’re sorry Nika, but at the last hurdle your body gave up. You didn’t make it to 

graduation. You need to take the black pill now.’  

 All the fight in Nika was suddenly drained as the little black pill entered her 

view. Her mother held her brother tightly at the foot of the bed, not saying a 

word, nor putting up a fight. Nika simply opened her mouth in obedience. The last 

thing she felt before blackness took over her mind, body, and soul, was the 

saltiness of her tears on her tongue.  

 

 

 

 

  







 Winnie’s forehead creased into the angry line that always appeared when 

she didn’t understand something. ‘Why’d they bother doing that?’  

 ‘I don’t know. There weren’t any notes on it, just that it’s what was done.’ 

The rectangle creaked slightly in Saturn’s grip. ‘Oh. Here we are.’  

 We all paused in the half-drunk solemnity of people on the precipice of 

something important.  

 ‘Okay! Now, it’s important to check out the site where the primary source 

was, it might give us hints as to why it was placed here.’  

 A grasshopper-esque creature on top, eyes staring and tongue lolling as the 

jaw slowly opened. Glimmer and fear and dread; an ornately terrifying clockwork 

beast. It still looked fairly bright, but moved awkwardly, pained by the last kicking 

dregs of its imitation of life. The display of the Corpus Clock lit up and juddered 

into life with a creak that sounded a lot like a wheeze. It had been part of the 

universities attempts to preserve the clock, having it activate only when it 

detected motion. But, considering the strain the movement was having on the poor 

thing, it seemed no one had bothered to check on it in a while. The light flooded 

the rectangle, revealing it to be some sort of old, metal tin. It was rusted, and 

dented in various places, some of them looked to be recent additions attesting to 

its immediate life before Saturn had rescued it from the holo-floor. A display next 

to the clock informed us that the being on top was a ‘chronophage’, Saturn huffed 

in derision at the name, and the painful lack of understanding we all felt. Did the 

being deserve such a name, the name such a beast? In the light of the chronophage 

we examined the tin. Something was etched into it.  

 Do not open until 202… the last number had faded. 





The Museum Keeper by Anonymous (Undergraduate) 

 

 The Museum, Thalia thought, had probably once been a fine building. 

 The dismal grey façade had probably once been white. White marble, even, 

shining under the summer sun that had been rare in Cambridge even then. The 

columns, she reasoned, had probably once held the roof up, instead of obstructing 

the ground. The chipped and broken stone faces 



earth had happened to this place, there was the unmistakeable cock of a gun 

behind her. 

 



The old man beelined straight for them, settling himself down with a satisfied sigh. 

Thalia took the one opposite, cricking her neck as she stared. 

 “What’s all this?” The old man spread his hands. 

 “What does it look like?” he asked, beaming. Thalia took another look 

round. 

 “Junk?” He tutted, but he did not seem offended.  

 “My dear, what you are looking at is ancient history.”  

 “Well, I didn’t want to be impolite, but yes, you are getting on a bit.” He 

laughed, and it was the laugh of a man who laughed long and often. Deep





Photographer by Anonymous (Undergraduate) 

 

 “...the remains of the King’s College Bridge, which fell in 2099 after…”  

 I listen in like a tourist, but I am not.  

 I sit on the high walls with the students, but I am not.  

 I am nothing but a figure in the background, legs dangling over the edge and 

looking out.  

 A camera snaps a mile below, kids hopping from unsteady brick to unsteady 

brick.  

 I feel ill.  

 The students behind me make too much noise, their Ipets projecting 

lectures that are too loud and too intelligent for me to ever get. I snap a photo 

that makes my illness grow stronger. I lower my camera and look down in disdain.  

 The water below is quiet; close to empty.   

 With the violet sky directly above it, everything around me is purple. Then 

the river sways and the mirror shatters, the beauty just a reflection, the real 

water an ugly, murky grey. The ground is all a fake platform, the real floor 50m 

underwater and littered with bodies. Even the sky is a synthetic dome, so the sun 

doesn’t kill us, and the buildings are so high, the students travel on zipwires from 

roof to roof.  

 A fear of the outside has been imbued into me since birth.   

 I watch the students skim confidently by, their Ipets following like humans, 

human-sized because they can afford that here.  

 I snap a photo of one student landing on the platform. The angle is so 

wrong, I bite down on my cheek, so I don’t do something worse.  

 My lips curl down.  

 I refuse to feel like this.  

 Dry concrete scrapes my palms as I descend the outside of the wall. I have 

never been a climber, but I have never had a building so old, it has ridges and 

lumps. I grow hot and I grunt but no one hears a nobody. I look over my shoulder, 

expecting the river to have risen like a shark trying to swallow me. It hasn’t of 

course. The fallen bricks are still and strong as the water ripples all over the 

place; like fallen flower petals that have turned to cement.  



 I will photograph it. That is the reason I live.  

 I twist so only one hand grips the wall, my weight trembling.  

 “Take.”  





 “Don’t worry. I’m a photographer too, I know the damage I’ve done is worth 

way more than money can buy.”  

 I am silent.  

 “…You’re a photographer?”  

 Marina’s smirk is a dagger, stabbing into me, creating a wire from me to 

her.  She points behind me and I turn, suddenly resenting myself for walking in 

here in such a trance.   

 Behind me is a wall of printed photos. 

 My brain is overloaded by a gush of thoughts.  

 The unique combinations of colour, the layered compositions, the use of 

controlled saturation, blur, perspective and negative space.  

 I am yanked from my imperfect body into hers, seeing the world through 

functional, capable, beautiful eyes.  

 “This was Taiwan with my friends last year. This, well this is just my back 

garden, but the snail was cute.”  

 I am feeling at a rapid rate and its nothing like frustration or anxiety. It’s 

too much for me to cope.  

 “It’s beautiful.”  

 “Thanks.”  

 I chew my lip, because that’s not right. Her response is far too casual. How 

can she fail to see what I can? I should be grovelling. I search for the words to 

accurately express this feeling but it’s as powerful as it is complex. I start to sual. How 









up to my room, and it was all too quiet again, I would cry, deep into the night, 

tossing and turning under the covers. Some unspeakable dread hung over me. 

 I wanted to remember all the good moments we had. Staring 

absentmindedly into a pot of supposedly salt-tolerant potatoes, it seemed like the 

plant was morphing into something humanoid, as if it’s come out of a children’s TV 

show. “He’s gone now. You’ll never see him again. But you don’t care, do you?” A 

leaf seemed to droop. “Do you care? Nobody else cares. Nobody else will be this 

upset. Do you have feelings? Yes – yes you do – what does it feel like when I tear 

away half a leaf?” I reached out but recoiled when I felt the cold, living touch of 

the plant. “Tell me, what am I feeling? What is this – sad, angry, betrayed? What’s 

the word for when you secretly held onto a hope you shouldn’t have, and now, 

well, it’s turned out exactly as you feared all along?” I dropped down to my knees. 

The plant’s leaves were unfurling and reaching out to me. “What right do I have to 

feel like this? What do I have the right to feel?” I was mumbling. The plant 

understood what I said better than I did. 

 The light was shifting. Deep purple, pink, orange, hints of greens and 

browns, fading into a greyish white, only a little blue. For a long time, I couldn’t 

find the strength to get up. I felt as if I were growing roots, deep, deep into the 

earth. I’ve watched every sunrise and every sunset for years. That sunrise I missed.  

 


