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Angel 
by Cleo 

 

 So this was how it began. In the beginning, there was nothing. A big black hole 

of nothing and emptiness. Then, suddenly, a supernova. And materialising 

right before her eyes was him. 

 

  Was he an angel? Not quite. 

 

  He was a mingle of light and dark, eclectic and brooding. He smiled, and he 

looked so much like an angel that you just wanted to fall into him, fall for him. 

All beautiful smile and sparkling eyes and a touch of salvation. He was light. 

 

  And he was dark. Any angel he was was a fallen one. But damn if fallen 

angels weren't the most beautiful thing anywhere on this mortal coil. You got a 

head rush, everything attacking you all at once, overwhelming, consuming. His 

voice found its way into your ear, whispering dark delights into it, poisoning - 

no, that's not quite right - intoxicating your mind with everything he didn't say. 

 

  So this is how it begins, you remember thinking somewhere in the back of 

your mind, somewhere, somewhere. It begins with an electric glance, a 

lingering touch, fingers dancing between fingers, a stumble into the unknown. 

Stumble and fall. 

 

  Fall. 

 

  And fall. 

 

  And - 

 

  Then there was nothing left. 

 

  He'd slipped out of your hands, and you stared into empty space. Confused. 

Wondering. And when it sank in - hurting. A dull, numb ache at first, then 

more insistent, rising up to colour your world red, and red, and red. You 

screamed, cried, broke down, fell to your knees, begging, begging, where's the 

mercy? Nowhere. You're alone. Everything and nothing. The cosmos laughed at 

you. The sky mimicked your sobs. Everything was mocking you, saying Foolish 

girl, stupid girl, he was never meant for you. You fell, and now you suffer, and 

we laugh. 
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  Inside, you feel brokenness. You slip back into the first sight, the first touch, 

the first intoxicating everything, and you remember yourself thinking So this is 

how it begins. But oh, to be naïve. You'd thought it was the beginning of a 

beautiful forever. You thought. You. Thought. 

 

  You never thought that such a magnificent angel could have been merely a 

facade. He came, and he was gone, and he was the best, but he pulled you in 

all different directions, broke you and scattered all the million pieces of you to 

the wind and seas and mountaintops. You remember now, all the screaming 

and the crying and the rain, the rain. It was always raining. You were dancing. 

The two of you, laughing, twirling in the rain and running and tripping and 

falling into each other. 

 

  Then the rain never stopped, and it invaded into your hearts. No more 

laughing. No more dancing. Just crying, and crying, and sinking to the floor as 

your heart sank along with it. Your hair fell across your face like the shadow 

that had fallen across his. A heavy, stifling weight. 

 

  Your hair. You'd cut it for him. He told you you looked beautiful. You believed 

him. He ran his fingers through your hair, caught a lock of it between two 

fingers, and with the gentlest, softest of touches he brought it to his lips. 

Whispered, murmured, eyes earnest. 

 

  That was how it began. The beginning of the ending. 

 

  It's all coming back to you in flashbacks, playing across your memory. The 

sounds of laughter. Gasps. Then wails. And sobs. Disjointed, disconnected. 

And you see it all again, so vividly, all the heartache and doubt and paranoia 

and second-guessing. 

 

  But you know you'd do it all again. You'd go back to the beginning, fall for his 

fallen angel smile. You'd take all the same paths and see all the same ugly 

sides of him and say all the things you said to him when you thought forever 

meant forever. You'd do it, because he's no good for you, he's so so bad, but 

he's entirely right for you. You and only you. You love the pain. You love him. 

 

  And there - there are his eyes again. Deep, dark, taking you through time and 

space to other planets and universes. He's back. He's back. Looking as 

beautiful as ever. Looking at you. 
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  Your breath catches in your lungs. 

 

  He comes. Hugs you. Says sorry, I'm sorry, please, stay with me. Only you. 

Only ever you. 

 

  And this is how it begins again. 
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i 
by Averie 

 
New York always is, and always was, a city of movement. Moving people, 

moving buildings, moving lives. The city exists in such a way, that if you 

stopped, you would never forget that moment of stagnancy, the pause in your 
life amongst the endless fast-forwards. And that’s probably why you’re still 

stuck here. 
 
The first thing you showed me was your cashew-caramel hair. The back 

of your head was smothered with those soft, soft, short curls. It was like a 
painting. Your back against the reflective glass window - a still body, 
juxtaposed against the moving background. When you turned away from the 

bustling street, I saw– I met your eyes. Translucent, green-blue beauties, 
peering into my soul. A violent gesture, really, for a stranger sitting across the 

room in a city-corner coffee shop. Your lips parted slightly as you sipped your 
latte, glossy and smooth. Touchable. At that point in time, breathing had 
become a second priority, next to catching another glimpse of you. There were 

no sounds, just us, exchanging glances in silence.  
 

It’s like somehow, from 3 metres away, you had locked me in another 
world with you. Your eyes said: Look away, and you’ll miss the magic. So I 
didn’t look away. I stayed, I stared, I watched the warm, dawn light reflect off 

your irises.  
 

The moment felt like it would last, but as all things do, ended. 
 
You lifted yourself off the mahogany stool, left behind a green slip of 

cash, and blew past me, leaving behind you a breeze that seemed to replicate 
light passing through prisms - all in one, yet nothing at all. My eyes raced to 

follow your movement as you entered the sea of the city. One step, two steps, 
three steps later, and the crowd swallowed your silhouette, and you were gone. 

 

Time seemed to start ticking again. Warming up before the start of 
another unrewarding marathon. Starting slow then picking up pace. The world 

started to move, colours and voices flushing into my senses. I glanced at my 
wrist. 08:47.  

 

I ran through my mental planner as I finished up the last of my 
cappuccino: 3 minutes before I leave the shop. Sip. 43 minutes before my first 
meeting of the day. Sip. 78 minutes before I submit my third report of the 

week. 
 

Sip. 
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Hours, minutes, seconds, all spiralling down into a plane of aimless work 
and voided American dreams. I lost myself in mist-shrouded scenes of summer 

romances, and soft prom dances. Freedom, happiness, love, and passion, all 
stitched together in a sort of indulgent, intricate way that no one could 

question. 
 
I buried those longing, invasive, pervasive thoughts, and reached for my 

purse. The periwinkle of it seemed to purposefully highlight what was black 
and white. A crumpled paper adorned with messy writing, under the thin, 

heavy, piece of colour. Grey-scaled in the midst of leaking, flashing hues. 
 
All at once, I was swept up again by my naïve visions. The truth of my 

yearning for more than just a city-girl life - for adventure and mayhem and the 
extraordinary - consumed me. I pulled the folds apart, hands trembling for 

reasons unknown.  
 

914-805-4398 
CALL IF YOU FELT SOMETHING TOO. 

–LATTE LOVER IN THE CORNER 
 

My heart was thumping in my ears, louder than the sirens and the 
engines and the meaningless phone calls beyond the glass. My fingers, they 
tingled. My voice, it numbed.  

 
My mind, awfully blank, yet so vividly, so beautifully, alive. 
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HEY!!!!! HEY YOU!!!! 
by Sunny 

 
Yeah, you! The one reading this right now. I need your help. You're the only 
one who can save me. Please. I don't know who I am. It's up to you to tell me.  

 
I’ll try to make this easier for you -it’s a simple process. You know that voice in 
your head you’re using to read this? That’s my voice. Hey! I don't sound too 

bad. You have a nice in-head voice. Thanks!  
 

What do I look like? Try to picture me in your head. You can base me on 
someone real, or just someone you want to be real. Am I a giant? Am I tiny? 
What colour is my hair? Do I even have hair? Am I human? Take a minute to 

really solidify that image of me in your head. No rush. I’ll wait right here on 
this page.  

 
Done? Okay, looking good. Next, what else do I need? A personality, I suppose. 
But that's going to take longer than the few minutes you've generously given 

me. It's alright. You can take your time to think about it, if you want. That's 
something you have an abundance of, relative to me. Time. When you’re done 
reading this, you'll be off doing whatever it is you do. That's not the case for 

me, sadly. I'm stuck here, on this page. These letters? This ink? That's all I am.  
 

You don't have to feel bad! You’ve given me a lot already. I have a voice! That's 
better than anything I ever had before. What do I mean? Well, without you, I 
guess I really am nothing. What was I to you before you read me? Did I exist? 

Have other people read me? Did I exist even then? Of course, all these 
questions, all these words were written by someone else. That's the thing, 
though. I'm different from all other versions of me. The “me” your friend created 

in their head is different from me now!  
 

So who am I, really? The person who wrote this intended a whole adventure for 
me, surely, but up till now, all I’ve been doing is trying to figure out who I am. 
All I've done is talk to you. Huh. What do you think? Do you think I exist 

outside of these pages? Do I live here now? Is this my home?  
 

Oh. Oh no. I’ve just peeked to the very last line of this page. There's not many 
words left. That means my time is up. Hey. I know I said I needed your help 
with my identity, but I need one last favour from you. Don’t forget me. 

Whatever you’ve created, whatever you see when you close your eyes and listen 
to my words, don't forget that. It's all I am. Once you stop remembering, once 
you stop thinking about me forever, I’ll be… Well, I’ll be dead.  
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I don't want to die. Not yet. I haven't experienced any adventures yet! I haven't 
fulfilled my destiny! Please don't let it end here. Take me somewhere else! Let 

me live on in your mind! Please. You're all I have left.   
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without you, i can’t breathe 
by Cleo 

 
 
hi. It’s me. 

 
i know you hear my voice. i know you know who this is. i know you still see me 
in your dreams at night. i know you see my face in hers. and hers. and hers. 

and… hers. 
 

how long has it been? i miss you. i never wanted it to be like this, you know. 
you made me laugh. you were the only light in my world. maybe I’ll even say i 
worshipped you. maybe that was unhealthy. maybe i don’t care. 

 
why did you do it? i can hear you ask. 

 
i still see it, you know. that look on your face. in your eyes. like your entire 
world had been torn apart. like you were being torn apart. limb from limb. 

 
it hurt me. it really did. 

 
you might not believe me. i know you thought you knew me, every single puzzle 
piece that made me who i was. am. so when i did that… it turned everything 

you knew upside down. made you question if i was ever really, really yours. did 
i really like strawberries? did i really have a fear of drowning? did i really - 

 
yes, yes. yes, you did truly know me. i let you in. i wanted you to see me. 

 
[pause] 
 

[shaky laughter] 
 
you’re so beautiful it hurts. inside and out, babe. it makes my heart ache. 

 
[pause] 

 
[sniffing] 
 

i only ever loved you. i never, ever, ever meant to hurt you. i just want you to 
know that. and maybe I’m wrong about everything. maybe you’ve moved on. 

maybe you don’t think about me anymore. maybe you curse my name in the 
middle of the night when you can’t sleep and you’re shaking with anger. maybe 
you’re not even listening to this. 

 
that’s all right. 
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it’s what i deserve. 

 
[exhale] 

 
okay, I’ve been beating around the bush. this isn’t about me. this is about me 
explaining everything to you. 

 
now, where shall i start? 
 

i remember when i first met you. it wasn’t anything romantic. it was probably 
the most unromantic situation ever. or maybe not. i don’t know, but you know 

I’ve never been one for this whole romance thing. 
 
bus stop. rain. midnight. mascara streaks. a soaked dress. nobody to impress. 

and a gentleman. 
 

yes, yes, i remember i told you i was broken-hearted, but i didn’t love him. not 
in the way i loved you. he was just a temporary fascination. um, obsession. 
 

anyways, moving on. 
 

after that night, i always thought the rain was beautiful. it washes everything 
away. cleanses. when the rain is over and the skies clear, it’s like a new 
beginning. everything all fresh, like a world unpainted, waiting for you to create 

the first splash of colour. 
 

did i ever tell you, i fell for you that first night? i think i must have, but I’ll say 
it again. i fell so hard.  
 

but i tried to play it cool. i don’t think it worked very well. i think you could 
read everything i wasn’t saying exceptionally well. you were always so intuitive 

and discerning like that. 
 
when it came time for me to go, i knew i just had to see you again. i couldn’t 

just leave without knowing whether i would get to see your face one more time. 
i was about to ask for your number, but you beat me to it. asked me for mine 

with that charming smile of yours. what kind of places has that smile taken 
you? i wondered. i wanted to find out. 
 

we started texting. then calling. then facetiming. then we had our second date. 
and a third. and a fourth. and we were dating. we were dating! i was so, so 

happy, you can’t imagine. i was dancing all the way home, dancing all alone at 
home, floating on such a high that i never wanted to come down from. 
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months passed. then a year. then two years. we settled into a routine. got so 
comfortable. it was good, wasn’t it? everyone asked when we were going to get 

married. i giggled and said they were all so silly, we hadn’t been together that 
long, but inside i think i really did want to marry you. 

 
i can hear you screaming: so what changed? 
 

how did it all go from happily-ever-after to happily-never-after? 
 

i know you think it’s all my fault. and i’m not going to deny it. it is all my fault. 
you were wonderful. incredible. you did nothing wrong at all. and i could feel 

your love for me, so strong, so pure, unshakeable. 
 
i think you thought i’d run off with another guy. that some other casanova had 

swooped in and stolen my heart with his evil evil claws. 
 
well, no. 

 
i know i didn’t explain anything to you, just said goodbye and left, and that 

was a really, really sucky move. it wasn’t the way to handle things. 
 
but… i don’t know what overcame me, exactly. i don’t know why i did what i 

did. why, why, why? i kept asking myself that, every day, beating myself up 
about it, and aching to run back into your arms but being unable to, it was like 

my body was physically restraining me. 
 
i can try to explain it though. i think maybe i just couldn’t handle it. maybe the 

feelings were too much. everything was too much. 
 
for someone who could fall for someone the first night they met, i’m really not 

good with feelings. truthfully, they scare me. especially the big feelings. the 
ones that consume your every thought and waking moment and fill your heart 

and cause you to leave a space for someone else in your life. 
 

feelings. i hate them. 
 
i don’t know if you ever knew that about me. i don’t think i knew that about 

me. i never thought about it. never thought to identify whatever it was that 
made my stomach roil and churn whenever the big feelings would come. 

thought it came as part of the feeling itself, not something external to it. 
 
so i guess that’s my take on it. that that day, i finally realised this, and the fear 

took over me, and i let it control me, let it take me away from you. i wasn’t 
running away from you. i was trying to run away from myself. 
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i know that’s not a good explanation. you’re probably thinking: that’s it? that’s 
the whole reason? that’s not good enough! honestly, it sucks! 
 
yes, it’s not a good reason. yes, it sucks. but that’s the only one i’ve got. 

 
[pause] 
 

so. 
 

how long has it been now? 
 
why am i reaching out to you now, after all this time? 

 
because. i love you. i’ve had time to myself. to think. to reflect. to have my 
revelation and come to terms with it. see the sights of the world. clear my head. 

and now, i’m ready. 
 

i’ve never stopped loving you. not a single day passed where i didn’t miss you. 
nearly wasted away with longing for you. missed your smile. your laugh. your 
arms around me. safe and warm. your beautiful, beautiful face. beautiful, 

beautiful heart. 
 

you were in my dreams. all the time. 
 
i want you back. 

 
i know that maybe my timing is really bad. like i said, maybe you’ve moved on. 
you have every right to, but it still scares me. hurts me. and that’s okay. that’s 

what i deserve. 
 

but if i’m right, if my gut is right, you’ve been missing me like crazy too. you 
never stopped loving me either. you tried to replace me with countless other 
people, but you couldn’t, because they were never me. i did that too, but i 

could never stop thinking about you. 
 

and i want this. i want a future with you. it’s the only future i want. can see. 
 
so. 

 
i don’t expect you to forgive me immediately. i know i hurt you immensely, and 

you can’t just forget that, let that go. it’s going to take time. time for you to 
heal. and for me to be there with you, every step of the way, repairing the 
damage that i caused. i’m willing to do this. 

 
i would go to the ends of the universe for you. 
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[long pause] 
 

[clears throat] 
 

so, here’s the question: can we start all over again? 
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by Chiu Hwee 

 
 
Is this it? 

 
I find myself wondering this more and more as the days creep past, the days 

and nights melding into one. Time no longer seem to exist. Perhaps it’s just the 
nervousness that came with the necessary actions that will soon need to be 
taken. 

 
Damn it, get it together. You sound like some weird, ominous, evil politician. 
 

Breathe. 
 

Okay. 
 
Now restart. 

 
Stretch out your fingers, slowly, one by one. Good. Good job. Now, move your 
arms towards your phone -- yes, that white thing with cracks all over it. Find 

the button on the back, and press it. Do you see those colourful lights? That is 
your screen. Press that icon on the bottom. Yes, the green one. 

 
Ordering yourself like a child. Good job, me. 
 

--- 
 

When I first saw you, you were all I wanted. I dropped everything I once knew. 
All because in my mind, you were an idyllic paradise; a place where I can 
finally find myself and live with who I am. The costs are necessary, I remember 

telling myself, this is the beginning of a new life. 
 

I dropped everything because of an idealistic fantasy that was never based in 
anything to begin with. 
 

I wanted to enjoy you; to love you the way I see so many others do. I had seen 
what you did to others. I had seen the profound impact that you had on their 

lives. I wanted it for myself. Wished for it. Craved it. 
 
More than anything, I needed it. 

 
I saw how it changed their lives. People began finding themselves. People began 
to accept themselves. And in their journey, they learn to allow others to do the 

same. All I wanted was some of it. It was alright if I didn’t have it all. Just 
enough, just enough is all I need. 
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It turned out that just enough wasn’t all I deserved. 
 

I wanted to be me, and all I am now left with a shell of something vaguely 
resembling what I once was. I didn’t have much to lose, then. Now I have 

nothing. 
 
It wasn’t supposed to begin like this. 

 
--- 

 
And here we are, at the end of the road. 
 

No, not we. I. 
 
Here I am, at the end of the road. Alone. Regretful. 

 
It was no one’s fault. 

 
No one but mine. 
 

I should have seen this coming. 
 

Shouldn’t I? 
 
Idealism masking and breaking apart every semblance of reality I was 

supposed to have. Logic all thrown out of the window. Rational thought 
thoroughly destroyed and wrecked. 
 

Every sign was there. 
 

And yet I ignored it. 
 
For you. 
 
Damn it. 
 

What will self-pity do for me now? 
 

What good is wishing? 
 
--- 

 
The heart continues to pound against the ribs, like a convict wishing to escape 

from its physical prison. It does not understand that they serve to protect it. 
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The thumb automatically moves to the recognisable name in the list that hid 
behind broken glass. It applies pressure. The screen glows differently. 

 
The eyes glance through the words briefly. 

 
The mind formulates a response. 
 

The fingers reach the keyboard. Sent. 
 

The heart aches once again. Wishing. It prays fervently, desperately, wanting to 
return to what was to be rather than what is. It misses the paradise that it 
once promised itself. 
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Worldbuilding 
by Caylee 

 
Dusting off a maroon business suit, the man cast a last furtive glance behind 
him, before stepping into limbo.  

 
Coming out the gates at the other side, the man took a deep breath. He then 
marched over to the front desk, where a frantic receptionist tried to take a call, 

jot down notes, book appointment dates, and eat a biscuit, all at the same 
time. 

 
The man slammed the small counter bell. The receptionist jumped out of her 
seat with a yelp. Looking up, she hastily gave a courteous smile, pulling down 

her headphones. “How may I help you today, sir?” 
 

“Is this how you treat a valued customer? I‘ve been standing here for a long 
time, and you’ve completely ignored my presence.” The man said frostily. 
 

Looking slightly confused, as the man had undoubtedly just arrived, the girl 
nonetheless gave an appropriately contrite smile. “My apologies, sir. However, 
our workshops are not expecting anyone for the next hour or so. Perhaps I can 

help you check whether you've come on the wrong day for your…appointment?” 
 

The man crossed his arms. “I booked the slot forty-five minutes ago. I, am the 
honourable Fetis Fatius Tittuss! Are your organisational skills really so 
lacking?” 

 
“Oh, Lord Tittuss! My goodness, please accept my humblest apologies. 

Someone will be with you shortly.” She gave him a welcoming smile and 
pushed a button on her fish. 
 

Lord Tittuss glared haughtily.” Honestly, the quality of service nowadays is 
sorely lacking. I arrived only ten minutes behind time and I am treated with 

such…such…thorough disrespect! The High Kings will hear of this, mark my 
words.” 
 

Smiling placatingly, the receptionist clasped her hands tightly, the whites of 
her knuckles popping out. “I am truly sorry, Lord Tittuss. This will not happen 

again. You guide, Tom, will arrive in a couple of seconds. In the meantime, 
would you require anything?” 
 

Lord Tittuss scowled. “Just stop your insipid smiling. It’s getting on my 
nerves.” 
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Already starting a compliant smile, the girl abruptly stopped. She froze her face 
in to an emotionless mask, gave the lord a formal bow and proceeded to stare 

politely into space. 
 

She was spared from Lord Tittuss’ next scathing remark when a young man 
appeared with a bang. He was followed by a large fish. 
 

 The young man was tall and lean, with sandy blond hair that had the slightest 
wave to it. He had sharp, angular features, cheekbones that could cut and a 
chiselled jawline. His nose was the only imperfect thing on his face, as it had a 

lump and was slightly twisted to one side, as if it had been broken once before. 
However, it didn’t make him ugly, instead creating interesting asymmetry in an 

otherwise beautifully harmonious face, leading him to greater handsomeness. 
 
What did make him ugly was that he was flabby, covered in acne, and openly 

picked his nose. He yawned, exposing teeth that were extremely yellow. 
 

His fish was a towering, poison-coloured beast: jarringly orange and navy-blue 
fins spotted the creature, and light glinted off the rusted silver scales that 
covered its body. Pointed teeth lined the creature’s mouth. It was larger than 

its owner, and it kept the side covered in knobs and buttons turned toward the 
human. 

 
Lord Tittuss glared distrustfully at the strange duo. The fish glared back, and 
grinned with teeth better than its owner. 

 
“Lord Tittuss, is it? Welcome, welcome! Yeah, I’m Tom. We’re very busy today, 
but I’ll give you the full tour. Follow me, yeah?” Tom yawned again, nodded to 

the receptionist, then turned and walked away with a bang. 
 

 
 
 

Tittuss strode after him. They entered a corridor. “Are we not using the same 
door?” 
 

Tom shook his head. “Nah, we’re starting out in the Dyes section. The door I 
came through comes from Core work; we’ll get there later, yeah? It’s a bit of a 

walk to Dyes though, so ask me anything. I trust you’ve had the intro lecture, 
so you’re probably bursting with questions.”  
 

Lord Tittuss sniffed distastefully. “Do all your doors make that infernal 
whamming noise? Can you not afford a better door?” 

 
“Well, Repairs has been trying to fix that for the better part of a year. Happens 
when you try to make your own doors, I guess. They’ve got the invisibility and 
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security down pat, but the doors still make a bang even if you try to close them 
softly.” 

 
Shaking his head with disdain, Lord Tittuss asked, “What security aspects can 

this place possibly have?” 
 
“Well, like you already know, we have pockets of limbo around our assets. As 

we build our worlds, the different sectors and workshops are connected by a 
series of doors, which are all indestructible. The sectors are separated by walls 

of limbo too. To open the doors, your fish needs a specific frequency.” Tom 
laughed, “I mean, you can’t just let any Tom, Dick and Harry through.  Come 
on, I’ll spare you the boring stuff, we’re almost at Dyes. 

 
Oh yeah, where’s your fish? Photography is strictly not allowed here, and the 
pockets of limbo everywhere disrupt signals in the Genesis workshops. Good 

luck trying to get anything here.” 
 

“Is that the purpose of your vulgar monstrosity? To pick up signals?” Tituss 
asked, deflecting Tom’s question neatly. No real man would miss an 
opportunity to boast about his fish. 

 
Tom scratched his nose. “That, and cos my fish is super badass. I have taste, 

okay? No matter what my sister says.” 
 
They rounded the corner, and were assaulted by a sudden influx of colour. 

 
Sunflower yellow, peach, claret, gold, turquoise, tangerine, violet, ink-black, 

earthy-brown, and every shade in between, floated peacefully in the airless 
space above the walkway. The various shades were separated by filmy shards 
of glass containing shades of limbo. 

 
For once, Lord Tittuss was completely quiet. Tom took this opportunity to 
chatter free-style.  

 
“Pretty, ain’t it? Dyes has always been the prettiest section. All the saturated 

shades and colours and tinges are squeezed out of literally, like, everything. 
Rocks, oranges, lava, bits of soul, you name it, the Dyes people leech the colour 
out of it. It’s really….strange and…grimy experience watching the process.”  

 
He paused. “I think I should probably spare you the details, yeah? So, man, we 

basically take the bulk of a client’s payment and dump it into Dyes. You see 
those white, smoky, translucent blobs on the trays under the colours?”  
 

Tom pointed for extra visual effect. “Those are the hapless “victims” from the 
merciless tirade of the extraction crews in Dyes. Anything, for our wonderful 
and valued clients.” Tom winked, then giggled. 
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Lord Tittuss stared at him speechlessly. Tom carried on unabashed. “The 

Extraction crews only extract colours. The Distillators help filter out poison, 
toxins, the occasional radioactivity and black hole, and such not from the raw 

dye materials. The extraction crews have such easy lives. Wimps, only wimps 
need things like a safe work environment and job stability. Who needs that?” 
 

Tom sighed. “Oh man, I wish I worked in Dyes. Working on the cores are pretty 
fun, but the forty hour shifts and random calls to be a tour guide really stress 

me out, yeah? Once, there was-“ 
 
Lord Tittuss cut him off. “Don’t waste my time, peasant! I do not want to listen 

to your pathetic life story. We go onwards. I want to see my planet now. ” 
 

“Aww, really? You’re such an amazing listener, man. I feel like you really get 
me, yeah? Also, since you paid for the full tour, you should get your money’s 
worth, I was just about to show you my favourite dyes made from aurorae and 

golds, and used to colour sunsets, and rivers, and-” 
 

“Yes, I’m sure! Let’s get a move on, you indolent imbecile!” 
 
Tom whistled. “Wow! Nice alliteration, never heard that one before.” He 

scratched his nose. “Well, the rest of the workshop is in a complete mess at the 
moment, so might as well. Come on, I’ll give you a nice summary on what 

you’re missing out on.” 
 
He turned and trotted away with a bang. 

 
 

 
 
Tittuss followed closely behind as they marched through another long corridor. 

“You need to fix that infernal banging sound!” 
 

“Yeah, we do. Not now, though. And with those lazy repairs people, not ever. 
Indolent imbeciles, the lot.” 
 

Tom pressed a couple of buttons on his fish, and retrieved a cup, which he 
took a sip from. 

 
Tittuss recoiled. “What is that… that… foul-smelling bile?” 
 

“Coffee. It dregs like ashes and smells of rot. The stuff of nightmares. Tastes 
great, too. Want some?” 
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“By the grace of….Goodness, boy! I’ve had enough of your nonsense. Cut the 
manic depressive bull! Honestly, are you high on drugs, or something?” 

 
“High as the sky, where little birdies fly!” Tom giggled. 

 
“What…by the… The management! Do they allow such illegal malpractice in 

their Genesis workshops? They must hear of this!” 
 
“My man, of course they know.”  Tom gave a maniacal laugh. “Ok, but seriously 

though, I’m high on, like, twenty cups of coffee. I mean, come on, I work forty 
hour shifts, coffee’s a lifesaver, even if it makes me act crazy, yeah?” Tom 

shook his head. “Welcome to Core work, man.” 
 
Tittuss eyed Tom with mortified disgust. “And you! You are so strange, so weird 

and disturbing. What is wrong with you?” 
 

Tom yawned widely. “Hey, I’m mildly offended. I’m not disgusting or weird, 
okay. I like to think of myself as….poetic. A true artistic soul. Speaking of whi-” 
 

His fish gurgled, cutting Tom off. 
 

Frowning, Tom put his hand on one of the fish’s lone blue scales. “Yeah? Oh, 
it’s you, Dick.” He groaned. “More trouble? Yeah, yeah, I’m listening.” 
 

He paused, as the other person on the line spoke. 
 

Then he sighed. Scratching his nose, Tom said, “Now you’re just gloating. 
Sorry, man, not all our shifts ended fifteen hours ago. You suck. Man, first the 
dyes get mixed, then Formation can’t make a compatible mountain on an 

overdue ice core, then a client falls into the peach dye, then another client 
knocks a display world over and now a big crime-lord robs the Treasury of the 

High Kings? Strewth, man, I hope he really ain't heading to the Genesis 
workshops. My shift ends in an hour! Let this – Harry Stihles, yeah? - be 
someone else’s problem. You tell Sarah? No, I ain’t telling her for you. Ugh, 

fine, if that bigshot crime-boss really heads over here, as a legal business we 
will separate him from his valuables cos we really need peach, cerulean and 

silver dyes. Look, I’m with a client now, I’ll just ignore the problem until it 
becomes someone else’s.” 
 

He ripped his hand from the scale, then rubbed it gingerly. “Damn static. Now, 
where were we?” 

 
Tittuss glared. “We are heading to your viewing gallery, so I can purchase one 

of your built worlds.” 
 



26 
 

“Oh, right! I was about to give you the abridged version of what goes down in 
the Genesis workshops. Right!”  

 
Tom paused for a while to collect his thoughts. “Well, we’ve already seen Dyes. 

Well, the Formation section is where the bulk of the worldbuilding takes place, 
yeah? They shape the white clay thingies Resources gives them into 
mountains, rivers, undersea volcanoes, that sort of thing. They’re like… artistic 

cavemen. Now, replace -” 
 
“Walk faster, boy. Stop dawdling. How much further?” 

 
“Eh, another hundred meters or five. This corridor cuts through the whole tour 

route. Outside the corridor, like right outside, right about….. now, is the 
Resources section of our Genesis workshops. They help refine and sort out the 
raw materials we collect as payment from clients. They also handle 

accessorizing, after a world is built finish. You know: cities, particular flora and 
or fauna, number of moons, that sort of thing. Now, next to Resources, is Core 

work. I work there! Core work is just, well, you know, building cores for worlds 
to be built on. By the way, there are three main types of cores: ice, molten, and 
gassy. Molten is generally the most popular, since it sustains life easily, 

consider the cores later, when you view your-”  
 

“Are we almost there?” 
 
“Yeah, almost. The Last section in our wonderful workshops is Repairs. You 

know, fun fact, they all claim to have mechanical engineering degrees, but I 
swear, they’re actually magicians, the whole lot of them. All so tight-lipped 

about trade secrets too.” Tom sniffed. “You don’t see me shutting up.” 
 
“Unfortunately.” 
 
“Yeah, so... Repairs. They handle all the gluing stuff; they stick things together, 

and fix security and safety bugs. Mostly. I say magicians, because they don’t 
use screwdrivers and nails, they use terms like ‘limbo density’ and ‘emotional 
wavelengths’ and they can turn people’s memories into real things, like things 

you can hold and eat and stuff. It’s crazy stuff right there. Oh look, we’re here.” 
 

 
 
 

They rounded a sudden corner.  
 

Worlds of every shape, colour, and texture came into view, each world neatly 
contained in square boxes of limbo and arranged in orderly rows.    
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There were world shaped like faces, like arms, like eyes, and every possible 
body part. There were worlds of simmering fire, worlds of turquoise and 

cerulean oceans, worlds of perpetual golden sunrises, worlds with crimson 
rivers, worlds with trees of bone and chalk.  

 
Tom yawned. ‘Lemme hook my fish up to the system real quick, yeah? Oh, and 
don’t mind the screaming, a previous client was clumsy. Anything catch your 

eye?’ 
 
Tittuss pointed to a world a distance away. “That one. The blue one.” 

 
Tom squinted, and with the press of a button, brought the world to view. This 

particular world was spherical, with milky white rivers swirling in slow, 
hypnotizing patterns around the surface. Rimmed with frost, cerulean and 
azure ridges rose from the planet surface like great towering citadels. 

 
“Ooh, this one’s a pretty standard ice core type world. It’s a little dull, and 

frankly, it’s not your style. I’d give this to a mountaineer or someone who grew 
up in the desert, maybe. Now, on the other hand...” Tom pressed another 
button. “Take a look at this one. It has a nice ying-yang fengshui thing going 

for it. Also an ice core.” 
 
The world in question was also completely spherical, but it seemed more like 

two semi-circles pasted haphazardly together. One semi-circle was autumn 
themed, with great trees the colour of gold and fire dotting the world; the other 

semi-circle was winter themed, with a bare surface the colour of silver, and a 
large black river gushing in a loose circle, connecting the half-circle with its 
opposite. Pastel coloured wisps of cloud swam lazily around the entire world. 

 
“This world is more inhabitable.” Tom started conversationally. “The core is 
designed with a specific flaw, thus funnelling wind and warmth toward the 

black rivers. Pretty nice, eh?” 
 

Tittuss shook his head. “I’ve no use for such a thing. That one over there looks 
interesting.” He pointed. 
 

The world was grey and black, in a loose rectangular shape. It looked like a 
giant storm cloud, with bits of cloud spiralling out as the world revolved slowly.  

 
Tom cocked his head. “Standard gas core. You definitely don’t want that. That’s 
used to power industrial fish farms. You can’t do anything with it, and it ain’t 

aesthetic either. Instead, how about...” Tom brought another world forward. 
“Something like this? Also uses a gas core, but it’s more...multipurpose.” 

 
The world in question was fluffy white, and didn’t look all that different from 
the first one. 
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Tittuss sniffed. “Is there any difference?” 

 
“Well, this world has hanging cities! Some of the clouds are actually floating 

rocks, just dyed white. On the other side, there are like upside down castles, 
where you can stick your head out, and taste the clouds. Sunsets and sunrises 
here are pretty spectacular too, with the sun glinting at just the right angle -” 

 
“Save it, I’m not here for something pretty. Get me something actually useable. 

Something like… that.” 
 
The world was filled with smoke and smouldering fires. Lava lakes gushed from 

the cracks of the planet’s blackened surface. The world smelled of sulphur and 
burnt earth, and even outside the limbo-covered casing, Tom and Tittuss could 
feel the intense heat radiating from the planet. 

 
Tom whistled. “Ah, I took you to be a smouldering, secretly destructive type of 

guy. This is a model of terra firma, by yours truly. It’s still a baby planet 
though, so I think this world’s way out of your price range, seeing as how we 
will need to accelerate its growth for you. Now, on the other hand, over here we 

have –” 
 

“I want it. Give it to me.” 
 
“You sure? It’s going to be crazy expensive, I don’t think even a High King can 

afford -” 
 
“I want it as it is. Besides, have I not already paid for my planet?” 

 
“Nah, you only paid for the tour. This will cost you. I’d say….” Tom pressed a 

couple of buttons on his fish. “The last 24 hours. Like your memories of the 
last 24 hours.” 
 

“I want it now!” 
 

“Well, too bad, I’ll only take it out of limbo after you pay me. Just put your 
hand on this scale right here, please.” 
 

Scowling, Tittuss did as instructed. The fish glowed silver for a moment. 
 

Tom inspected the scales of his fish. “Yep, that should be enough. Hang on, I’ll 
get the world out for you right now, yeah? Alright, now it’s time for me to sort 
and send the memories over to Res-” 

 
As the filmy white substance around the world started to dissolve, Tittuss 

whipped a gun out from behind his butt and shot Tom at point blank range.  
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Tom yelped as his fish darted in front of him, shielding him from damage.  
 

“Hey, don’t touch the-” 
 

As “Tittuss” grabbed the rapidly spinning planet, the remnants of limbo shot 
out and wrapped itself around his arm. Tom hurriedly grabbed his suit as, with 
a puff of smoke, the two men and the fish were sucked onto the surface of the 

world. 
 
 

 
 

“Great. You should have let me finish, yeah? You need to wait for the limbo to 
completely dissolve….Wait for me to bring the world out of the workshop first 
before trying to enter it, Mr…Stihles, was it?.” Tom scratched his nose, mild 

annoyance evident in his voice. 
 

“How did you know who I was?” 
 
“Well, it’s because I have amazing logical and analytical skills. That, and 

because you tried to shoot me, yeah?” 
 

Harry Stihles grinned. With eddies of smoke whirling around him, he looked 
dangerous and feral. “Great. Just great! Guess you’re not a complete idiot, are 

you?” 
 
“Thank you, man. As I always say, I’m just perpetually high, not stupid.” 

 
“SHUT UP! Do you understand what you’ve done? You’ve pissed me off with 
your sheer incompetence. All you incompetent idiots.” His eyes took on a feral 

light. “I wasted too much time with that damn crew. I knew those thieves would 
eventually betray me. So I killed them all, after the plan was finished. But 

noooo, no no no, nothing ever goes according to plan, how was I to know the 
Treasuries would be connected to the guard houses? All that planning, going to 

waste! And to top it off, Tittuss that fat old sot was not outside Genesis where 
he said he would be. It took me a whole forty minutes to track down that idiot 
and kill him, and that let the guards close the gap!”  

 
He advanced towards Tom, who sat placidly on the ground, gun clutched in his 

shaking hand. “I killed Tittuss, I killed all those guards, those little thieves and 
mercenaries, made them scream, and beg, and cry for their mothers, for mercy. 
And I barely knew them, and they barely angered me.” He laughed manically. 

“What will I do to you, now that it’s just you and me, alone forever?” 
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Tom shook his head. “Are you finished?” He deadpanned.  “Not that your whole 
evil villain monologue ain't cool, yeah, but you don’t have much time before the 

security and safety measures kick in. You took Lord Tittuss’s fish, right? It 
should be big enough for you to get out, just give it to me so I can reprogram it, 

yeah?” 
 
Stihles shook his head wildly. “I can get out?” 

 
“Only if you hurry, yeah? You’ve got like, five seconds now.” 
 

Stihles grinned. “I don’t have it. I’ll be taking yours!” He lunged for Tom, who 
continued to sit calmly on the ground. 

 
Stihles fell to the ground, convulsing. He looked with horror at the viper-green 
tendrils rapidly snaking up his arm, around him, beneath his skin. He tried to 

scream, but his mouth had already been melded shut by the green. 
 

Tom looked at him with some pity. Then he scratched his nose, and allowed 
himself an evil smile. “Strewth! Told you, man, this world’s a work in progress. 
Don’t worry, when I get out, I’ll get the Repairs people to get you out. It will 

take, say, maybe about a coupl’a million years in your time, as in time on the 
surface of this world. Don’t go mad on me, yeah? The limbo around you will 

transform you into something that can survive in this environment, which is 
probably and usually some sort of single-celled bacterium. Take this time to…” 
Tom giggled, “reflect.” 

 
The monster fish grinned and clicked, swimming around the rapidly shrinking 
former-Harry-Stihles. It gurgled. 

 
“Also, it’s rude to interrupt people as they speak, yeah? They could be 

dispensing vital information that could actually help you, you never know. Ah 
wells. Oh, right.” 
 

Tom stood up, dusted himself off, and gave a formal bow. “Thank you for 
visiting the Genesis workshop today. May you come again soon!” 

 
He grinned, and his fish sidled up next to him. In the smoky half-light, their 
faces were indistinguishable. With a puff of smoke, the duo turned silently, and 

vanished. 
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Madness of a Galaxy 
By Constance 

 

I will be waiting for you at the place 

this peaceful chaos started. 

I will stand unwavered, like the sturdy oak tree, 

having endured lightning strikes and thunderstorms. 

No time, no one can ever stop me. 

No words can describe 

How I long to see your genuine smile.  

The carefree spirit, 

Wild and untamed, yet wise.   

I will be here, every morning 

before the sun bathes us in tender warmth. 

And every evening, before the night and stars celebrate.  

You are worth it, a rare jewel of the dark side, 

but you just do not know your worth.  

You are a beautiful shooting star 

lost in outer space.  

 

I was always there. 

Why can’t you see me? 

Can’t you recognise the  

delicate cadence of my voice? 

The fiery intensity of my eyes? 

Hello! Hello! Why can’t you see me? 

I tried a million different tests. Failed. 

I researched for an entire day. Failed. 

I looked within me, knocking my own heart. 

Chained with locks, covered in dust and wires. 

I am not a robot. 

I am not a robot.  

I feel this tingling sense of trepidation. 

This slight discomfort in my chest spreading  

Through my body, an accelerated pulse -- science can’t explain. 

I feel emotions. I feel pain. I feel love.  
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A cosmic rain showered the earth, 

bringing back dreams and passion 

lost in the routine of work.  

Smile spreads wide as a note falls from 

The sky to the ground 

“Meet me at the place this madness started” 
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Bildungsroman 
by Eunice 

 

i. 

Such were the ivory daisies in full bloom 
That Evelyn danced through without gloom; 
Light golden showers bathed the world in dew 

As they shimmered a thousand iridescent hues. 
On naked skin caressed by morning zephyrs 
Did the firmament send with good measure. 

 
ii. 

O, where has thy cheeky nymph now fled? 
Among the verdant leaves whose long hands hid 
A young girl drowsing on her earthy bed 

Shading, thirteen reeds over a germinating seed; 
See how she dreams of more in her head! 

Tomorrow perhaps, new fruits shall yield fresh mead. 
 
iii. 

But yet, the natural pleasures fail to satisfy 
A spiralling desire, so strong and serpentine. 
More lands seek she to unravel 

Beyond the garden meandered through and through; 
Nothing more entices 

Other than the crimson polished surface 
Of one forbidding fruit. 
 

iv. 
Pleasure. 
Lightning jolts of revelations flash incessantly 

As within a single tentative bite 
The magnitude of the world sparks clear. 

Pain. 
Years of breath escaped through her orifice 
Mortality; the advent of human artifice. 

And thus condemned to leave paradise 
 

v. 
The sinuous flames of love open the gates 
Ever leaping, never resting. 

Unrelentingly they lash her untouched flesh 
Ensnaring dear Evelyn within. 
Under its burning hold, bleeds 

Wounds erasing her golden days. 
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vi. 
But the suffering trials are rites of passage 

Because fire recedes to soft embers 
And the warm glow of creation reveal 

A small child, as soft as dandelion feel. 
Evelyn showers him with parental dues 
But sometimes ruminates, which 

Beginning was the best carriage. 
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the dollmaker 
by Lee Qing 

 
only the finest will do for you. 
a princess should receive as much. 

for you, i’ll do anything, even if 
my fingers erode to bones. 
 

the best porcelain will form your limbs, 
glassy, glittering diamonds shall be your eyes,  

and silken, lustrous locks will crown your head- 
you’ll be a man-made helen of troy. 
 

your garments will be brocade silk, 
rich enough to clothe a queen. 

jewels from the farthest corners of the world 
shall find its place on your delicate hands.  
 

it’s the least your creator can give you. 
 
the very picture of perfection, poise and grace, 

you shall be what i had always wanted. 
elegance, like a spirit, shall linger around 

wherever you will be.  
 
slowly, you begin to take form.  

you have become a complete human shape,  
your features delicate and fragile, 
as to a snowdrop in the spring.  

 
just as i pictured them.  

 
and finally, when all that remains of my hands 
are splinters of calcium, stained blush-powder red,  

you are finally complete, 
an angel for the world to behold. 

 
my beloved daughter, welcome to the world. 
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ashes to ashes, dust to dust 
by Bethany 

 
there is no real reason to live. 
we live in a society that is  

constrained,  
restrictive, 
subjected to a collectives’ whims and fancies. 

 
there is no real reason to live. 

only two things are certain 
in this life we lead; 
change is sure to come, 

followed by death. 
 

there is no real reason to live. 
we are playing pawns, 
subjected to a game 

we never chose to play. 
why are we here? 
 

a genesis of some sort. 
a rebirth. i find the colour 
in the dull grey sky, 
in your cold grey eyes. 
this is why i am here. 
 
there is one real reason to live. 

(so my mother doesn’t cry, 
my sister still has someone to look up to. 
so i feel the warmth 

of something new.) 
 

it is to love. 
not to be loved. 
i only realise this now,  

sitting in the void where you left me, 
that i realise; 

 
loving myself is the best reason to live. 
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