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RE-COGNITION 

A soft hum fills the room as Jacob attaches a power cord to the connector port on his upper chest. He eases back onto the silicone-lined bed, waiting for the cord to transfer the phantom imagery into his power source. Jacob closes his eyes when the familiar sensation of the electro-magnetic impulses begins to spread through his body. He presses into the bed, stretching his neck slightly as a wave of energy extends through his nervous system. He opens his eyes, watching the flickering blue and white light dance before him before finally condensing into blackness.

A cool wet liquid rests on his arm as the electrical impulses transform the darkness, into a pixelated scene. He looks down to see the culprit— a moist copper leaf—resting against his cream-coloured skin. He picks it up, rubbing the leaf between his two slender fingers. He is fascinated by its intricacy; the streaks of veins that extend throughout its jagged frame, the intensity of its matte hue and the faintly sweet aroma. Leaves do not grow where he is from.  A gentle breeze blows causing the leaf to slip out of his fingers, drawing him out of its trance, disappearing out of his sight. He looks in the direction that the leaf went, contemplating whether or not he should chase after it. He decides not to. 


Above him, small clouds are scattered across the blue sky, and a flock of birds sway in unison with the rhythm of the wind. He imitates their motions instinctively. His elongated ears droop inward as he watches the birds soar freely in the sky, with no barrier to their home. 

He feels a tinge of jealousy as he ponders on his own home encased in its geodesic dome. Jacob waits for the three second beep of the connector, before he stands. As his gaze travels down from the sky, he sees trees stretched along either side of a gravel path; some of their leaves are already detached from their branches and are lying on the grass. Between some of the trees are lamp post and new blossoms of pink and yellow flowers. He feels the faint vibrations of the connector on his chest through the leather jacket that he is wearing. Jacob walks along the gravel trail, his hands swinging by his side. The sound of the gravel crunching underneath of his feet makes him feel less alone on his journey. He already knows where he needs to go. He is here to see her. He doesn’t think about the path anymore. It is all familiar. Still, he remembers that he doesn’t belong. 

He passes the rows of flowers tucked between the trees; some of their vines reach out as if to touch him. The trail leads him to a plain pavement with a row of wooden benches extended along one side of the path. The faint aroma of vanilla indicates to him that he is almost there. He sees her sitting on one of the wooden benches in the distance and quickens his steps. Above him, the shredded trees bend until they converge, intertwining their branches to form a haven underneath of the sky. It doesn’t take long before he reaches her. She is sitting with one leg crossed over the other, a trait that he has attributed to her kind, and she is still wearing the same red dress from the last moment that he saw her. A small beige bag is at her feet, and on it is the imprint of a copper leaf. 

Jacob could taste the golden auras from the sun penetrating through the trees, its ambience sliding into the back of his throat, as if to signal that this is his solace. He sits on the wooden bench next to her; their nearness no longer feeling foreign to him. They sit in silence, as was their custom, her eyes fastened to the blue book that her caramel brown hands are holding. She laughs softly and Jacob draws a breath, indulging in the aromatic cocktail of vanilla and magnolia. 

A tear falls from his eye as he watches her. She turns to him, as if now conscious of a presence, and he extends his hand to her, hoping to grasp a lock of her hair. The pixels disintegrate against his hand, briefly dissolving a portion of her face as if to remind him that she is just an image in this hallucination; he cannot touch her, and she cannot reach him. He turns away from her, looking instead at the sky, saddened by the reality, that she has no future. Her memories are permanently impressed here, in him. It is his last memory of her before he returned to his city.

Jacob presses his connector causing strings of electrical waves to erupt from his chest. Each wave connects to the other before finally forming a butterfly. Jacob watches the creature as it flutters its iridescent wings before him; it reminds him of her. He watches her stand, her brown eyes locked on the butterfly, drawn in by its beauty. Faintly, he smiles, but not for long. A sharp pain rises in his chest, and the images before him vanish. Jacob grunts in pain as he is plunged into pitch blackness. Slowly, light enters into his consciousness, and he glances around, looking for her, but is greeted instead by the grey panelled walls of his room. Beside him, his companion Lytina, is standing; her two fingers wrapped around the power cord. Jacob watches as she places it back into its chamber, switching off its power. 

‘Where were you?’ she asks. 

Jacob doesn’t respond; he is focused on the disconnected port, and the intense pain erupting in his chest in wave like vibrations. Jacob swallows hard, trying to push down the nauseating feeling rising in his throat. He regrets being pulled away so soon. He closes his eyes, waiting for the pain to dissipate before he is able to move. 

Lytina moves closer to Jacob, her round brown eyes peering into his. Her skin is much darker than his own, and the navy-blue jumper she wears clings to her skin. The pain in Jacob’s chest subsides just as Lytina places her hand in his. He sits upright, glancing at their hands, but says nothing. 

‘We must get ready for the city’s centenary,’ she says.  

Jacob turns his attention from their hands to the rectangular window. He watches the outline of the city’s glass tower shimmering in the distance. Behind it are several cylindrical glass structures with polysynthetic carbon sheets warped around them. A heavy sigh escapes his lips and Jacob ponders on the inconvenience of the celebration of their glass paradise.   

‘Do I have to attend?’ he asks after a moment, his eyes now concentrating on the white tiled floor.

‘Yes.’

He remains silent. He wants to go back to her. Lytina never understood his journeys, or the memories stored within his power cord. 

‘Where is your dispenser?’ she asks. 

He points to a small white table at the corner of the room where a silver bottle is connected to a metal container. Lytina walks over to the table, inputting her request on the container’s display before disconnecting the bottle. Jacob stands as Lytina twists its cap, revealing the white nozzle. She shakes the bottle then sprays a few pumps directly into his connector. 

‘I think blue would be good choice today,’ she says.

Jacob nods and relaxes as the sensations of the mist diffuses over his body. He thinks of her once again, sitting on the bench reading as she always did and resolves in his mind to return later. Within a few seconds, thousands of fibres extend across his body, forming a red suit. 

Lytina frowns and both of her ears fold inwards. ‘That’s odd. I requested blue,’ she says tapping the bottle in frustration, ‘I hope it’s not broken.’

‘That was my fault,’ he admits.

Lytina’s forehead creases as she stares at him in confusion. He shifts his feet underneath her gaze, unsure of what to say. After a moment, he mumbles, ‘I was reminded of something.’

Lytina is quiet for a moment, fiddling with the dispenser in her hands. Gradually, one ear points upright, and she glances towards the chamber where she placed his power cord. 

She sighs wearily. ‘Earth is no more Jacob. Earth is no more.’

‘I know Lytina,’ Jacob says.

‘Then why do you keep returning back to something that is long gone?’ 

Jacob stares at her, one hand fiddles with fabric of the suit, and the other hanging to his side. Lytina walks away from Jacob and stands at the window with one hand on her hip. 

‘That’s all you do these days Jacob,’ she says softly. ‘Every time I look for you, you’re connected to that.’ She points one finger at his chamber. 

Jacob opens his mouth to respond but closes it. Lytina’s brown eyes pierce into his, even from across the room. He knows that she is right, but he cannot bring himself to detach from it— from her. She is the only thing left of his sanity. 

‘My last journey to Earth was important Lytina. You know that. It cost me everything,’ he says. He sits on the bed, his eyes concentrating on the floor, as if to burn holes into it. Silently, he wishes that it would swallow him, and plunge him into its obscurity until he cannot feel anything. 

‘Jacob’, Lytina says, ‘You have terra formed for other planets. Planets whose life form was able to be sustained!’ 

‘I know,’ he says, his face pained by the reality of her statement.

His last voyage to Earth was in hope of helping the planet transfer its life form— the humans— to another planet. Along with four other men from his city, he had voyaged through the cosmos, seeking another suitable habitat. Jacob did not receive much information about planet Earth. The round orb of green and blue hue was not new to him; he was well versed in the planet’s ecology and its atmospheric conditions. Yet, the nature of their mission held many mysteries. An unknown pathological virus had swept the globe, and the ensuing pandemic wiped out the majority of its population and animals. The plants withered, and their oceans turned into a sea of algae. There was barely any clean water or food for those who survived. Just the thought of the Earth made Jacob remember the faint scent of antiseptic wipes and stale methanol. 

Lytina crosses the room and stands beside the table. The dotted frame of the door splits in half, assembling on either side as if waiting for her to exit. 

‘Then tell me Jacob, what’s so important about Earth?’ 

‘Lytina, you wouldn’t understand,’ he says. ‘Earth is not like the other planets. There was life there.’

‘What life?’ she asks. ‘All of the people perished. Their immune system couldn’t handle the virus. Even those you transported died not too long after.’

Jacob bites his lip to conceal a sob. Lytina was right again. None of the life form they transferred survived— not even her. He had terra formed a new planet dubbed, ‘Axis 8’, to be a suitable habitat. They reconstructed the planet’s terrain, trading its rugged blue surface for Earth’s familiar soil, and regulated the nitrogen content of the air, so that it would be breathable. All of the survivors had been placed in white pods, pumping clean water as needed through a transmitter. Everything seemed perfect, until they realized that one of the people they transferred over was carrying the deadly pathogen. Within weeks, half of the transferees were dead. He knew she would be gone too, so he bonded with her. But their tether proved too strong for her life form. He had hoped to save her from the horrors of the disease. He had been foolish to think that he could. Instead, he destroyed her. The only connection he has to her now is through one memory— the wooden bench where she sits to read. 

‘Jacob,’ Lytina says, ‘We are here now.’ Her hands swing around the room as if to show him what has always been missing from his life. Yet, a part of his essence is detached from their reality, unable to conceive any comfort from the peace they enjoy under their city’s covering. Lytina’s ears droop as she stares at Jacob, reading his reluctant responses as an indication of his unhappiness. She does not know that he is hiding beneath layers of loss and trauma. The notion is foreign to their kind. She stares as his intertwined hands, as he fiddles with the jacket’s sleeve, not even willing to look at her. Possibly, not wanting to either.

‘I am here Jacob,’ she urges, ‘Please, choose me.’ 

He sees Lytina now, his hazel eyes fixed on her brown ones and for a moment she sees the old version of him. His eyes smiling with curiosity, adamant to rescue the decaying planets, and never reluctant to serve their city. This is the version that she always hopes to remember at any cost necessary. 

Lytina’s ears twingle with excitement as she watches him nod silently. 



***
Jacob sits underneath of a crystalline umbrella in the midst of the city’s park. The adjoined table is adorned with napkins and square glasses filled with green punch. His own glass is untouched. The table is filled with the loud chatter of Lytina’s friends. He watches her as she throws her head back to laugh at something that was said. Several of her friends are also laughing in excitement about the preservation of their city. 

Jacob does not share the same sentiments. The city prevailed, but the Earth was destroyed. He cannot celebrate their might unless he considers their loss. The city thrived on its legacy of terra forming, yet they could not save the people of the Earth. In Jacob’s eyes, he has failed in the worst way possible. He does not know why he agreed to attend the event. He looks down at his own suit, the red colour drawing his memory back to her. A tear falls, but he wipes it before anyone sees. He keeps his head low in an attempt to avoid the conversations. Lytina’s hand is resting on half of her leg and half of his own. She is waiting for him to hold it, but he does not.

Across from his table are several others with happy patrons who have come to celebrate the existence of their vibrant floating city. Several bubbles float around the park emitting mists that dissolve into the air. One bubble floats near to his table, spraying the mist above the umbrella. Jacob looks up just as it dissolves and smells the lingering fragrance of vanilla. He closes his eyes to stop the tears. He knows he must leave. He cannot bear it anymore. He opens them again and stares at the geodesic dome that conceals the city from the passing clouds, and the wrath that thunders across the sky. Once, the city was struck by lightning, shattering the towering buildings. Twice it had almost fallen from the sky after being hit by meteors. Yet, the people learned to survive underneath of the celestial sky. 

His eyes trail down from the dome, stopping at the shimmering buildings made of a combination of glass and polysynthetic carbon warped around the sides. Each structure had been crafted with skill, fortified to withstand any adverse effect of the city’s climate. The pride of his city is its ability to thrive in spite of its fragility. It was the sole motivation of the terra formers: to sustain life anywhere.

 Jacob remembers the day he tried to save her. She had clung to him, her fingers were warm and soft. His connector vibrated softly as electrical waves surrounded them. He thought the tether was working. She was smiling at him, staring into his eyes as if she understood what he was trying to do. He thought that he was saving her. He told her that he would find a new home for her— a better home—maybe even bring her to the city. A few seconds later, she shook violently then collapsed at his feet. He cried when he looked at her, appalled at what he had done— even more at what he tried to do. Her once beautiful brown eyes were now grey and lifeless. Jacob had scooped her up in his arms and held her for hours. He had buried her on the new planet himself. 

Jacob presses his hands into his face and releases a breath. He is torn between loving her and loving his city. He wishes he can explain this to Lytina, but he can never form the correct words. Jacob knows that he does not belong here. He belongs in his room, connected to his chamber, connected to her. 

He tries to distract himself by focusing on the swirling purple flames a few feet away from the tables. Each flame is separated by a small distance and hovers over a rectangular box that extends along the park. From his chair, Jacob sees the tiny glistening crystals that are inside. He stares intently at the flames, sighing in frustration.  

Lytina rests her hand on Jacob’s to get his attention. ‘Is something wrong?’ she asks.

‘No, not at all,’ Jacob says, ‘I think I’m just tired that’s all.’ 

‘Oh,’ she says softly. 

A loud voice booms through the park informing the people that the centenary lights will be released from the dome soon. This is why Lytina wanted Jacob to come. She had met Jacob shortly after the city was struck by lightning. No one was injured, but the dome was cracked, and a few buildings were destroyed. Lytina, along with some others, were assigned with the task of cleaning up the shattered glass. The terra formers arrived shortly, clad in a blue suit. She remembered the contrast against Jacob’s cream-coloured skin and how starkly different it was from her own. His hazel eyes had met hers and he had smiled.

She had looked through the hole in the dome and seen the stars. It was the first time that she had seen it in almost a year. The city was usually surrounded by clouds. Jacob had seen her fascination with the stars, requested a glider, and took her to the top of the dome to get a better view.  Lytina hopes that when the lights fall, Jacob will remember the night that they met and rekindle the fire within his heart. 

Lytina looks at Jacob, his eyes are staring at nothing in particular. His ears are slightly drooping, and his drink is still untouched. Her heart sinks as she looks at him. She places her hand on his thigh and squeezes it. He doesn’t look at her and she tries again, smiling this time when he turns to her. His hazel eyes are empty and for the first time, Lytina notices that he is looking through her and not at her. She blames his tiredness for this and turns her attention back to their friends. She feels a sense of remorse for forcing him to attend the event. She did not realize how exhausted he was; all she wants is to spend time with him. She is excited that he is here, she could not stop beaming. She wonders if he sees how much she is glowing. Her own connector is vibrating softly in an attempt to contain the magnitude of her joy. She knows that he will leave soon, but she does not mind. He chose her, and she is grateful. 

A plethora of miniature golden lights cascade from the top dome. The small bulbs descend upon the park; several people are standing, giggling as they try to catch them. Lytina watches as one of the lights fall onto the table between her and Jacob, blinking briefly before fading into grey.  She feels Jacob’s body grow tense in his seat and she turns to glance at him; his eyes now enthralled by the bulb. She squeezes his hands noting how cold it feels against hers. He turns to her and faintly smiles. Lytina’s heart leaps and she grins at him, taking it as a sign that he remembers. Silently, she wishes that he will continue to choose her, yet a part of her feels uneasy but she does not question why. 
	***
Jacob returns home from the celebration before Lytina. He drags his hands across his face trying to erase the image of the grey light bulb. Feeling sick, he places his hand over his mouth and tries to take a deep breath. He walks across the white floor of the room, the lights switching on as he moves. He doesn’t realize that he is feeling tension until the familiar hum of his connector resounds through the room, and he releases a breath. 

He sits on his bed and tries to relax but his mind is racing. He draws a deep breath trying to stabilize himself, but the pounding in his head makes it difficult. As he lies back on his bed, he stares at the ceiling and begins to picture to her in his mind. She is smiling at him, but he is sorrowful. His only consolation is that she could never hate him, that even the pain of their tether could not be compared to the decay her fragile body would have endured from the virus. He sobs softly, and his eyes glance towards the power cord attached to his connector. Patiently, he waits for the electrical impulses to transfer into his power source. Jacob closes his eyes as the sensation of the pulses takes him into a trance. 

***
Lytina watches the rise and fall of Jacob’s chest as he sleeps with his connector attached. She rubs her hands as she wonders if he has returned to the Earth. She never understood how his memories worked. She rarely connected to her own chamber, having little to reminisce upon. Yet, for Jacob it seemed as if the world was still attached to him, like there were preserved memories of a haunted existence paralyzing him from experiencing the life before his eyes. 

She desires to help him to reconnect to the future before him, though she knows he will never agree to the process. Lytina sees her world in Jacob— their city and all that was built— her existence was as the result of that ingenuity: bio-engineered as a life form who could contain uploaded memories. Her fatal flaw was that she had little to offer Jacob in the expanse of his own knowledge. And her hopes are found only in his acceptance of her and what they could be if he ever lived in their reality long enough.  She does not perceive the destruction that lies beyond her nor does she understand how her yearnings will alter their future. If Lytina had the ability to dream, she knows that all she would see is Jacob. In her eyes, Jacob is her dream, though she is not his own.  Lytina continues to look at Jacob, she is pensive about their lives; nothing could prepare her for what he would say next.

I love you, Leah.

Jacob’s soft voice travels across the room and Lytina pauses, her head cocked slightly to the side as she stares at him. His lips are pressed into a line now. She looks at the chamber and then at his port in confusion. One ear stretches upwards, and her lips are slightly parted. Her hands press into her own connector as a wave of vibrations resonate through her frame. 


 The words like an echo reverberate through her mind, taunting her with her own dreary desires. The vibration within her chest intensifies and she places a hand against the wall trying to steady herself. For a moment, she thinks about the Earth, and the experiences that Jacob never shared with her. She can feel her nervous system releasing chemicals to her connector to calm to her mind, but she shakes it off. 


She begins to breathe heavily and staggers towards the silicone bed. Her hands clasp his connector, adamant to pull it out, but her hands lack the strength. She walks over the panelled walls above his desk, her hand slamming into it with force as it folds upwards to reveal the medicine cabinet. She reaches in with one hand, triggering the sensor lights, and clutches a vial filled with blue liquid. Lytina rips off the stopper and turns back to face Jacob. 

She forgets about the syringe in the cabinet and presses the release button on the connector, which reveals Jacobs memory chip. Lytina empties the tube onto his chip. Her vision now blurred with tears, she vaguely sees the liquid seeping into his chest. She presses her connector, waiting for her own pain to dissolve, as she regains control over her breathing. 


The scent of burning wire reaches her nostril, and she looks at Jacob’s memory chip, now smoking slightly. The sound of sizzling accompanies the smell as she clutches her hand onto her chest before springing to her feet. 

Just as she rushes to the chamber, with her hand pressed onto her chest, she feels a gnawing sensation pulling her towards Jacob. Her scream is silent as the room warps into darkness, transferring her into his memories. 

