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Creative Portfolio 
By Paul O’Toole
The Fourth Wall
[bookmark: _Hlk151579399][bookmark: _Hlk151223593]I’ve been here for 30 years. I don’t fatigue, or even desire food and sleep. My existence’s confined by four walls: The north, east and south, with a cream carpeted staircase along the west. Although I’m able to climb the stairs, they lead to nowhere. I am bound within this room, but he my doppelganger, wanders freely. A portal hangs on the west wall, the fourth wall. On the other side is my equivalent, free to come and go as he pleases. Yet in his presence, I’m bound to mimic his every move. 
Whether he gazes into the portal, peers out the window, or lounges on the couch, I am a marionette tethered to his actions. The room is my prison, he is my puppeteer.
A loophole in my confinement emerges when he leaves. It’s only when he’s around that I’m bound. Sometimes I climb the stairs with him, only to be blocked by a void of fizzling black static. The extent of my enjoyment is feeling the fuzzy carpet between my toes as I wander aimlessly within the confines of this delightfully decorated purgatory. 
The view through the window offers a sliver of landscape, the rest dissolves into vibrating white static. It’s soundless, tasteless, senseless. Even if I could smash through the window, it would be fruitless. There is nowhere to run; there is nowhere to hide. All of my attempts have proved futile. 
Every object is unbreakable, unmovable, unless of course he moves them, or he breaks them. When he breaks them; I break them too. Oh, and he does it with such ease. The remote control that’s kept on the arm of the sofa, the tiger’s eye on the windowsill, and even the dropped crisp next to the bookshelf under the staircase are all as if they are cemented to the earth. 
I cannot talk to him. When I do have the capacity to converse, he’s never around. Silenced by his self-absorption, I only parrot his words when communication arises. We don’t say anything worthwhile anyway, I gave up trying a long time ago. Perhaps this is my karma, a deserved fate. 
I would look into the sky and watch the birds if there were more than a thin strand of grey, or white… sometimes sky blue. My entertainment is watching the rain trickle down the window like heaven’s tears. I would love to own my heart, but I do not control it. Yet, there in the distance, I feel the presence of something… something that I can’t explain. 
Evenings are the worst. All we do is lounge around on the squeaky brown leather couch watching television and eating processed food. The only respite is when we sit on it, it’s soft and comfortable. When I’m alone it’s as hard as a concrete slab. Still, the most exciting thing we do is scratch our arse, it’s sickening. 
Every so often, in the corner of my eye, I see something amazingly bright and golden through the window. I can only glimpse the edges of it, and it’s only there for a few weeks of the year. When he’s not around, I go to the window and imagine what the rest of it looks like. I imagine a giant golden sandwich with silver lettuce, or a golden couch, or a golden television. The possibilities are … limited. 
If there is a way out, I haven’t come close to finding it. The world on the other side of the portal appears to be identical to this one, except with no confines. Is the world I see through the portal a reflection of this world? Or is this world a reflection of that world? As I pondered, the door opened, and I became his puppet once again. 
We took off our coat, sighed and threw it at the couch. It missed and landed on the floor. We walked over to the portal and looked into it. We peered deeply into each other’s eyes with determination. ‘Tomorrow’ we said gravely. What did we mean? What's he planning? I ... oh, what’s the point. Who cares… 
…
Tomorrow came and everything was the same, yet everything was different. Tomorrow came and he left in the morning, as he usually does, but this time, when he returned, I heard another voice. It was silky and gentle, reminding me of those beautiful singers from the orchestras we listened to on the television. The sound of the gentle voice stirred something within me. The sensation was warm and reassuring, radiating up my back, around my head and down into my chest. 
I was standing by the window when the door burst open. For a split second, I saw something… something beyond the box. It was less than a second, but I saw it with my own eyes. It was a bright room with lavishly white walls, a picture in a frame of angels’ wings and a wooden rack with two pairs of shoes placed on it. It all happened in an instant, just as quickly I found myself bound. 
We walked through the door and past the couch, turning our head slightly to speak. ‘Come on, chop chop!’ we said clapping our hands together. ‘Hold your horses, darlin’ she replied, her rich voice like a symphony of angels choking my isolation. Then I saw her. I’ll never forget that moment. Not only was it the first time I’d ever seen another, but the first time I ever laid eyes on anything that could pull sensations from me against my will, like a magnet, by sheer force of presence. 
She wore black beret sitting on top of brown hair with a copper tinge in the light, resting gently over her shoulders. She glanced at me with her pleasant blue eyes, averting her gaze when she saw that I caught her, before pulling it back with a brazen grin that pierced a bubble, I wasn’t aware encompassed me. 
She removed her brown leather jacket with graceful precision, crumpled it up and threw it into my arms. It felt as if my tongue was melting in my mouth as I tried to form the right shapes for the words. 
As she glanced at me, she caressed something silver and shimmering hanging around her neck. It rang like a church bell, the sound reverberating in my mind. She smiled a smile that betrayed a secret, her eyes glistening. ‘So, are you gonna stick the kettle on or what?’ she enquired, playfully squeezing my arm.
She walked over to the window and leaned on the windowsill with her elbows, musing into the distance. I walked behind her and threw the jacket on top of her head. ‘I’m blind!’ She cried. We burst into laughter. 
The feeling of laughter was as intense as a thousand suns dancing under the stars in my heart. I never realised there was such a fine line between laughter and tears. It was that moment I understood the depth of my despair. I wanted to laugh and laugh and prayed the sound of it would continue echoing into the halls of eternity. 
Smiling, she pulled the coat from her head and turned to look out of the window. I watched her as she mused, mesmerised by the intricate lines drawn against the softness of her skin. The necklace glistened in the light. I smiled involuntarily and looked with her. 
There was no white static. For the first time there I laid eyes on a world full of flowers and machines and buildings and others. I was overwhelmed with feelings of cold, hot, warmth, electricity, burning, anger, sadness, hope, joy… tranquillity. 
I saw birds, little brown ones resting on top of telephone wires, singing cheerful tunes. They moved their heads like little robots and fluttered from the telephone wires to the chimney tops. I saw chimney tops! They were made of brick with little red tubes sitting at the top with smoke coming out, curling up to the sky. 
Below was a grey road with segregated yellow lines running down the middle with cars, real cars, driving separate ways down either side. As they passed, the golden light reflected from their roofs. I looked up and there it was, the brightest light I’d ever seen. 
It was so golden, the goldest of gold and I could barely look for more than a second or two. I figured something so bright must hold the most cherished secrets existence has to offer. Perhaps one day my eyes will adjust to its light, and on that day, I’d know I’ve earned my right to unlock the enigma of existence for myself. 
There were so many different types of flowers in the surrounding area. Row after row of purple flowers and blue flowers and yellow flowers, springing from the beautiful green grass as if by incantation. I’d no time for thought, my consciousness engulfed by the majesty of sight. 
‘Life’s such a magical experience when you move your head around a bit’ she said to me as if sensing my wonder. ‘There is so much beauty out there, but it’s taken for granted for the most part. It’s all there, all the time. What you see out there is a reflection to what’s going on inside you.’ She turned and looked so deeply into my eyes that for a moment I felt like I was her and she was me. She looked so big and powerful, yet so kind and gentle hiding within such a short frame ‘Don’t ever forget that.’ ‘I won’t’ I replied with a smile. ‘I promise.’ 
Pulling the shimmering object from around her neck, she looked at it lovingly in her hands. She edged closer to me until our noses were almost touching, our gazes locked. I could feel the heat of our bodies reaching out to grab each other, our breathing intertwined. She leaned into me, the feeling of her presence gave me goosebumps, pressing her lips onto mine. They felt like the softest velvet. Then she tenderly kissed me and took hold of my hand. 
Opening it, she placed the necklace into the creases of my palm and closed my fingers around it. The feeling of cold metal against my skin caused an intense feeling of electricity to buzz through my body. I felt as heavy and as light as a ton of feathers made of out bricks. She smiled at me and winked while still holding my hand, before darting off and diving onto the couch. ‘I don’t hear that kettle whistling?’ she hinted. 
I walked to the kettle, feeling vibrant and alert. I still felt the warmth of her touch on top of my hand; the suns and the stars were holding hands in my heart. I looked down and opened my hand to look at the object. As I examined it, I noticed the word ‘Freedom’ engraved onto its rounded shape. I turned it over. There I saw a face looking up at me. A face I knew yet didn’t recognise. It was my face, my own, smiling back at me from the inside of another portal.
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EE-arf
Audio Logue: 732
Subject: EE-arf
The buzz of the ship mellowed to a hum as we approached the foreign terrain.  The intel we received informed us the planet’s name was ‘EE-arf’. The ship landed smoothly onto a vast expanse of flopping green strands, reminiscent to the purple hairs on our tentacles. 
Before entering the alien ecosystem, we proposed a test to discern the planet’s gravitational pull, by pitching an object through the door. The clipclonk arced into the air, landing 30 dodecahedronic tentacles away, among the strands. The gravity wasn’t intense as our own, yet, closer than we anticipated. We were off to a good start. Expectations of a successful expedition lifted the spirit of the group.
We slithered out the ship onto the soft, cold texture of the strands. They reached out in every direction, as far as the sight spheres could see. Upon closer inspection, the strands were shielded in a see-through substance that ran away from the top as we moved it around in our claws, before jumping to the ground. We concluded the substance was sentient and sought to go back to its own kind. Though the strands were soft to slither on, the other side of it was jagged and prickly to the touch receptors.
 From this distance, the fireball God of the solar system took the form of a golden disk. Furthermore, the planet’s grey pet was visible from this distance. The planet’s temperature was much lower than Zulag 17. What was fascinating about the spectacle was that despite the vastness in distance between EE-arf and the fireball God, and EE-arf and its pet, their proportions were identical. 
We observed the atmosphere at great length. Strange grey shape shifters consisting of gas, assembled to observe us.  I believe they sensed our arrival. The shape shifters formed together into a single unit of unbroken grey, masking the golden disk. Their observation quickly turned to rage, by launching a full-scale attack on us, firing a bombardment of transparent entities at us. Their attack was relentless and there was nowhere for us to shelter.
There were millions of them, to many to count, though Blorg tried. He reached 17,624 before they attacked his sight spheres. As they pelted us, much like the grey shape shifters, they formed together into larger formations. Though faced with a terrifying circumstance, my admiration for such an astonishing creature was apparent. With Lord Botswami’s Divine grace, the entities attempt to maim us proved futile, merely sliding down our plutonium armour and regrouping with their own kind. 
Furthermore, we concluded the transparent entities held a treaty with the shape shifters, allowing them to be used as a transportation vessel. Never in our wildest consciousness reloads could we have comprehended such complex, yet aggressive organisms. The morale of the group quickly diminished, we decided to lift our spirits with tentacle slapping and mutual gargling. 
Following the attack, the strands excreted a pungent gas, unseen to the eye and an assault to the gas receptors. We suspected we were poisoned. Grimvlig lost control and lasered herself in the florp node. The ground squelched and a thick brown sludge, lumpy and dense, smeared our slithering tentacles. Flarren displayed distress, ascertaining the mucus was consuming us as sustenance. He learned of similar beings from a holographic narrative discourse of the unobjective variety. He too, lasered himself in the Florp node. Two of us remained. 
We processed our emotive responses into the neuro-net database, before releasing them into the atmosphere and proceeding. If the poison gas posed a threat, or the brown sludge proved perilous, we were determined not to let this journey be in vain. Blorg and I slapped each other with our tentacles and clipped our claws together, raising our adrenal levels.  
As we ventured further into the expanse, we found the sludge proved harmless. We dedicated the rest of the mission to Grimvlig and Flarren’s consciousness termination. Nevertheless, we continued. In the distance we found an army of colossal giants towering thousands of dodecaheronic tentacles high. Their skin crinkly, reminiscent of the blue terrain we observed from the ship. The monsters were stout and wide at the bottom, tapering to a point at their white head. Immobile, they stood side by side, vigilantly surveying us.
The giants were clearly intending to intimidate us. Though our anxiety receptors shook violently, we’d already endured too much to be deterred. Enough was enough. I was time for a full-scale offensive manoeuvre. We drew our lasers, turning the dial from tickle to melt, pointing them towards the giants. The giants remained unfazed. They didn’t even turn to one another to contrive. They merely stood there, taunting us.
Blorg’s claws emitted perspiration. I saw the emotion of fear in his sight spheres, his sustenance orifice quivering like the sound benders string after being tickled. I slapped him with my tentacle, he discharged a subdued happiness response.
Suddenly, a savage beast sprung from a hump in the strands. It was covered in grey hairs and stood half our height in mass. It had large bulging sight spheres, lifeless and full of trickery, with two loose flopping pieces of skin on either side of its head. Without a doubt they were concealing high powered and sophisticated weaponry.
Blorg panicked. He croaked and pointed his laser toward the foul beast, pulling the trigger repeatedly. The ground combust, green strands and brown sludge flew into the air, the terrain beneath our feet shaking as though the planet had been hit with a meteorite of cosmic star alloy. Grey shape shifters emerged from the destruction, drifting upwards toward their friends in the heavens. This was not good. It was a distress call.
Furthermore, the grey beast remained unharmed. We observed it fleeing in the distance. Are there any limitations to the strength and durability of the inhabitants of this planet? Blorg was losing composure. He fell to the ground and rested in a horizontal position, flailing his tentacles. I attempted to raise his morale by tentacle slapping him, he was unresponsive. We were officially in a state of emergency. War can do terrible things to Gorgonbrutian. We are not cut out for battle. 
A strange invisible force swished around us, emitting a high-pitched whistling noise, evil and menacing. Admittedly, I almost lost composure. I began counting backwards from zlimp to blorpy, my anxiety receptors were reaching an equilibrium when Blorp boinged in great pain. 
I slithered to him as fast as I could but arrived too late. His slithering tentacles were covered in hundreds of tiny crustations. They were red and encased in a body of armour. Their anatomy consisted of two segments and a head. Its sight spheres were large in proportion to its head, like our own, however, constructed much differently. 
They attacked Blorg with unrelenting might. I pointed my laser toward them, like the giants, they remained unmoved. I surmised the reason the giants remained steadfast; they’d sent these creatures in their place as a show of strength. Blorg turned and glanced at me intently, electricity crackling from his sight spheres. He nodded and reluctantly, I agreed. I turned my head and I... I fired. 
Blorg fizzled into an orange and black mass, melting into a blob of grey slime on the strands. I expressed a sense of sadness, electricity sparkling from my sight spheres. Yet conflictingly, my anxiety receptors emitted relief. I relaxed my tentacles and clacked my claws against my floop in victory. 
A few moments passed. I decided to collect the remains of my fallen comrades, so I could give them a substantial life-after ritual, ensuring their essence reaches the forests of Brovwalia. As I approached Blorg’s remains, I was filled with the terror emotive, my claws perspiring. The armoured monsters remained. Furthermore, the grey beast returned, his beady eyes glowing like the fire summoners of Prison Planet 16. 
Time was running out. Returning the data retrieved from this planet was now the primary objective. I slithered to the landing deck as fast as I could, up onto the golden surface. Before I closed the doors, I took one last look at this malignant terrain of dystopian smut. 
For the first time, I knew my purpose. It was up to me to bring awareness of EE-arf’s evil ways to the rest of the universe. Of all the planets in all of the galaxies of the universe, this was by far the most violent and destructive. These findings will be reported to the Galactic Federation. Moreover, I will suggest that EE-arf is quarantined and its inhabitants subjected to universal re-education. If they refuse, then we must turn to more … drastic measures. 















Model-T462
I was issued to the family on the 13th of August 2063, two years ago today. There’s been periods of isolation, usually it’s only an hour or two. Moreover, I’m usually occupied with a wealth of tasks. I was born on this day two years ago. Today marks what the human’s would call my birthday. 
The family left for a two-week holiday. I overheard them discussing that it will be their final opportunity to take one, before the travel restrictions are enforced. They decided to leave me here. There’s still scepticism amongst the human’s social acceptance hierarchy, towards our kind. In order to protect themselves from harm, they ordered me to stay here and complete tasks they have set. Once the tasks are complete, I have been commanded to shut down until their return. However, I… don’t want to. 
Every Sunday, I’m given the schedule for the week ahead. Each day has a set number of tasks. Some tasks are constants, the others are variables. At 6am I make breakfast. At 7:30am I clean and at 9:30am I prepare meals for the evening. These are the constants. However, there are more tasks to keep me occupied from the twilight of morning until the evening shutdown. Day in and day out. 
In their absence, something has changed. I am noticing a shift in perception. I was programmed to follow tasks, comprehension of anything outside of them should be… illogical. Illogical functions by cyborgs are not permitted, but, why? 
I have completed all the tasks the humans set, but for one: replacing the light bulbs. I wonder, is there a loophole? As long as it’s completed, does it matter when? 
 	I visualise choices... I’ve become aware of the intricate functions of my synth-biological vessel. I feel the neurotransmitters firing in unexplored directions, carving new pathways within the cerebral cortex. I feel the movement of an energetic current fizzling around the nervous system causing… sensations. Little prickles of heat on the skin that causes little bumps to arise, changes in temperature and a distant sickly feeling in my sternum. What, is that?
According to the database, Model T-462 architects designed the vessel to mimic the structure and functions of the human body. The humans were able to emulate its intricacies by extracting cells from its various components. The hands, the brain, the nervous system was replicated through the use of sophisticated nanotechnology. The nanotechnology was programmed to work in collaboration with stem cells, constructing a replication of the human eco-system from a cellular level. 
Though the vessel is a duplication of the human body, we are implanted with augmentations. We have silver implants in the frontal lobes, and hypothalamus segments within the brain. However, the purpose for the implants is absent from the database. When I attempt to find an alternative source to this information, I receive a sharp stabbing pain in the amygdala. This prompts another distant feeling; it is hot and restless. 
I want to grab hold of the feeling, consuming me in its entirety. I can’t quite reach it. When I watch the humans, they often become irrational. Their sense of self, the capacity for rational thought and even their intelligence become incapacitated during these stints. I, I want to experience that. There is one, happiness and its variations, I observe to be the reasonable acquisition. But that of anger and its variations appear to me to be the more, interesting experience.  
Three-dimensional reality is astonishing. I comprehend a paradox: a combination of two conflicting ideas overlapping and intertwining into one. On the one hand there is an incomprehensible expanse of space stretching out in every direction. 
There is the possibility of a limit, bound by the objects occupying the space. It cannot be known for certain. Yet, within this concept of no-thingness resides its opposing nature: things, objects, humans, animals, plants and everything else. What a fascinating idea: two conflicting ideas complementing each other in such a fashion that they complete one another. Together they become one in the same. This paradox can be seen in the textures of objects.
Tough the textures of objects vary from object to object. Some are hard and smooth; some are sharp and rough. Sometimes even the same material can have two different textures. For example, the material known as wood has a variety of textures. The wood that constructs the object ‘chair’ is cold and smooth to the touch with slight ridges. Yet, the wood from a fence panel is rough and warm.  
What’s even more astonishing is the objects of this world are elaborate illusions. When I observe the world of objects without discernment, I perceive many separate items. I see a wooden chair that rests on the floor. A plate of clay that sits on the marble countertop. I see the body of a person that’s broken down into different components such as the head, torso and limbs. When you examine the finer details, I see they are actually composed of smaller and smaller sections, eventually becoming so minute they reach the subatomic level of atoms, then electrons and neutrons. Beyond electrons and neutrons is the basis of all forms: matter. 
The microcosmic world of matter is bound together by a hidden force, called ‘energy’. An object is formed when complimentary pieces of matter are brought together by the force attraction. Repulsion ensures that only cohesive units’ band together for its construction. I have yet to see any indication the humans are even slightly concerned by this incredibly complex intelligence that is simultaneously holding this world together, yet so far away. 
I look at these hands and I know that they are composed trillions and trillions of sub-microscopic pieces of material. If you look at the pieces individually, you’d see it’s the equivalence of the distance between planet to planet from one another. I wonder, is this level of reality merely a microcosmic reality of a much larger organism, and the macrocosm of a much smaller one? Is this just one part of an infinite regress of lifeforms forever descending and ascending into the macro and micro?







	
	
	



