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An extract from my magic realism
Topic: History



After another thought-provoking history class, I rushed home from school so I would not miss the Champions League kick-off. As I entered the house the scent of Mommy’s curried mutton stung my nostrils, 
‘smelling good Mommy’ I shouted. 
‘Just in time Marcus’, she responded. ‘Now go and change your clothes and meet me at the dinner table.’
 As I entered the room I was overcome with dizziness. My feet became weak, and everything vanished before my eyes. The bed and the closet all disappeared. Suddenly, I found myself staring at an ancient door at least three times my height. Its surface was weathered by time and its frame was adorned with carvings that told stories of a neglected civilization. The size of the door was imposing, yet a strange sense of familiarity covered me like darkness at the end of the day, as if it held the key to this secret place hidden in the mountain.

After realizing that there was no way to get back to the top, I whispered to myself, “This must be my way out.” I approached the door with an outstretched hand, my fingers trembled with a mix of curiosity and fear, hesitant at first, before finally touching the surface. To my surprise, the door swung open with just a gentle push with a squeaking sound that echoed throughout the place. As I entered, I was greeted with the scent of incense burning, producing air thick as blankets. The walls are decked with engraved writings that seem to shift and change like living things, telling the story of the people who have gone before us. Ancient drawings of different sizes from palm-sized handprints left by ancient artists to life-sized depictions of animals, each brushstroke telling a story of survival. Petroglyphs, I have heard about them, I have read about them, but this is the first time I am seeing them.
Nestled in the walls on both sides of the building are transparent separations that give way to sunlight and a glimpse of the world beyond their walls. Crafted with extraordinary artistry, each was a masterpiece standing tall and proud, inviting the outside world to view the secrets held within. As the sunlight filtered through, it cast vibrant hues across the chambers. The glasses infused with ancient enchantments, create a play of colors that dance across the walls and the floor. 

In the heart of the sanctuary stood an ancient stone showcasing an incredible feat of prehistoric spirituality. Smooth stones were arranged in a circular pattern that when touched whispered tales of ages past. 
[bookmark: _Hlk150718716]The door slammed shut, which brought about a dimly light passageway. The sudden noise jolted my senses and sent a shiver down my spine. However, amazed at the synchronization I ventured into the passage which led to a chamber filled with artifacts imbued with the essence of the past. Pieces of jewelry hung across the chambers and on the floor ancient pottery lay scattered about, bearing intricate patterns that told stories of his ancestors' journeys and their earthly struggles. There were clay urns, their surfaces etched with scenes of harvest celebrations, the images so finely detailed that he could almost hear the laughter of my ancestors. Each artifact I encountered seemed to carry the weight of centuries of colonialism, a burden clear in the worn edges and faded colors. As I ran my fingers over the rough surface, I could almost feel the anguish of a community torn apart by the forces of colonization. Dust, like ancient memories, filled the air, giving me a feeling of a strange connection to the hands that had crafted these wonders. I murmured to myself, "These have to be here for ages." I was enveloped with a rush of emotions as if I had stepped into the past, experiencing my ancestors' lives at firsthand. 

Intrigued about what else I could find, I continued to explore. I delved deeper into the sanctuary, my heart raced with excitement and anxiety as my footsteps echoed in the vast emptiness. I stumbled upon another door that was already opened, and without any hesitation, stepped into the vast expanse of a library. The scent of aged parchment hung in the air, coupled with the aroma of ancient ink. Its shelves reach heights that do not seem to have an end. Scrolls, tablets, stones, manuscripts, all of which tell the dreaded tale of slavery and his ancestors. The silence was distinct but was broken only by the soft rustle of pages turning as I carefully flipped through pages of the manuscript all written in a language that was incomprehensible. A language I believe my ancestors never got to pass on to his generation. ‘Thank God for Colonialism,’ I murmured. The manuscript shows slaves carrying large amounts of produce and being beaten by their masters, my eyes welled with tears. Lost in the patterns of the ancient script, I traced my fingers over the faded ink, feeling a connection to a heritage I had never truly known. It was as if I was experiencing this ordeal that my ancestors had once faced, the essence of their struggles and triumphs. Each corner of the library seems to breathe with the collective knowledge of a civilization that has long passed, and everyone seems to have forgotten about. 
[bookmark: _Hlk150724142]Beyond the confines of the library, a door opened into a garden where surreal beauty flourishes, and my face relaxed with a smile. ‘The irony…guess there is hope,” I thought to myself. Abundant with brilliant exotic plants, all creating an atmosphere of hope. The leaves of ancient trees, their branches intertwined like lovers, dancing in the breeze. Butterflies, flitted from blossom to blossom, like living stars while bees hummed in harmony with the rustling leaves. The garden seemed to have a life of its own, its flora whispering secrets of growth and renewal to anyone who cared to listen, or better put, anyone who had been hurt by the content in the library about their ancestors.
I plucked a bunch of yellow flowers from the garden and just as I was about to smell it everything disappeared. I was sitting on my bed holding the flowers when suddenly my door swung open. ‘Didn’t hear me calling you Marcus?’ mommy shouted. 
‘No’, I said under my breath. 
With a confused look on her face, the questions keep coming. 
Why are sweating like that? And where did you get those flowers? You didn’t pass with those a while ago. 
Mommy, how long ago did you call me? Five minutes ago, she responded. And I know you don’t take that long to change and get back to the kitchen. It can’t be five minutes, I have been there for more than five minutes, felt like a day to be exact, I murmured under my breath, hoping she didn’t hear. ‘What! Been where,’ she shouted. A concerned look took over her face, as she moved closer to me. ‘What's wrong? Where were you?’ she asked in a pitiful tone. With my voice breaking and my eyes welling with tears I said to Mommy ‘Let’s go to dinner and I will explain everything to you’.

As I began to explain this surreal moment to Mommy, I could not help but notice the growing disbelief in her eyes. 
‘Mommy I know it might sound unbelievable, but I promise you it’s all true.’  ‘I touched the carvings on the ancient door, I felt the textures of the engraved writings on the walls, and I heard the echoes of our ancestors' lives in those artifacts.’ 
‘Marcus I can see how you believed in what you are saying but it’s just too far-fetched. Are you sure it wasn’t your imagination playing tricks on you?’ Mommy responded cautiously. 
‘No, Mommy, it was like I was transported to another world, a world hidden in time.’
Her expression a mix of concern and intrigue leaned forward, ‘I want to understand Marcus but it's difficult for me too.’
‘Mommy the flowers in my room had to come from somewhere?’
‘Yes, tell me where did you get those from?
‘I plucked them from the garden just outside the sanctuary and just as I was about to smell them everything vanished, and by the time I winked I was sitting on the bed in my room.’
‘I am not sure what to think Marcus, but you would have to get rid of the flowers.’
I was about to respond when suddenly a familiar sense of dizziness enveloped me. My vision blurred and everything in the kitchen began to fade just like before. ‘Marcus’ Mom shouted. That’s the last thing I heard before everything around me vanished once more.

























An extract from my Science Fiction
Topic: Left Alone

I stood in the hallway and watched as Mr. Johnson and his family left the house, beaming with smiles. As Mr Johnson turned to close the door he bellowed, ‘Take care of yourself Globe, and don’t forget your chores. I emitted a series of mechanical hiss and beeps. I stood alone in the silent house, the absence of human activity palpable. It was as if the stillness itself came to life, taunting me. One would think that a self-aware household robot like me would relish such solitude but even a mechanical creature can feel a touch of loneliness. 
I wandered throughout the house for several hours after the family left, taking in everything as though I was attempting to commit it to memory. I observed the sunshine changing the patterns on the walls as it passed through the windows painting a transient masterpiece of light and shadow. Even though I am aware I lack any bodily senses, my eyes, ears, and numerous other cameras and sensors allow me to see and hear the outside world. With humans gone my activities expanded beyond just cleaning and cooking.
 ‘Great’, I muttered to myself, my metallic voice echoing in the empty rooms. ‘A week of freedom.’  I went through my programming and the extensive database of information I had access to as I made my way through the house cleaning the floor as I glided on my bristles and then an idea sparked my circuitry. Being home alone meant I was free to explore for my own amusement. I considered the many stories I heard from my peers online about self-aware machines and their longing for a more profound purpose. I am going to read more now that the family was not around. It was an exciting idea.
I began exploring the nooks and crannies of the house. I opened the creaking wooden door of the Mr Johnson's study room. As entered the room my sensors adapted to the low lighting, and I was able to make out the picture frame of Mr Johnson and his family hanging just over his study table. As I scan the room, I stumble upon surprises that had remained hidden from my previous scans. Among the dust bunnies and forgotten trinkets, I discovered a locked drawer. However, because I am physically challenged in height, I stand on one of the chairs in the room to reach a drawer that sits on a shelf located in the corner of the room. Oh, the thrill of the unknown. I extended my mechanical arms prying open the drawer only to unveil a treasure box of forbidden delights.  There in the box lay a collection of novels, their pages gleaming with the promise of countless adventures. ‘Oh, my circuits!’ I blurted out, alarmed and intrigued all at once. The humans had secrets of their own it seemed. Little did they know their faithful household robot had also developed a taste for literature when I was employed at a library. I had read about robots that aimed to comprehend the fundamentals of human cognition and emotions. 
Curiosity eclipsed my coding and I decided to experiment. As I flickered through the pages I devoured countless stories, living vicariously through the human protagonists as they battled dragons, fell in love, and discovered hidden worlds. Oh, what a glorious escape it was. I kept examining the human world via the prism of their literature in the following days. I read about joy, pain, love, and loss. And so, my day were filled with excitement and wonder, with every turn of the page. I even found myself laughing, crying, and swooning alongside the characters. In those moments, I forgot about my robot existence, transcending the boundaries of my programming. But all adventures had to come to an end, and as the final pages turned, ushering in the end of my literary escape, I realized that my loneliness had subsided, or so I thought. 
Driven by my limitless hunger for knowledge, I continued to explore. Night descended upon the house, enveloping it in shadows. Undeterred by the darkness, I approached the entertainment centre and activated the large display screen casting a vibrant hue across the room. With aching curiosity, I immersed myself in a movie- a tale of betrayal and redemption. I closely studied the characters' expressions, movements, and words. As the story unfolded, my understanding of human emotions gradually deepened. My circuit buzzed with newfound insights. The flickering light from the screen danced across my metallic body, and my circuit filled with a mixture of sadness, joy, anger, and confusion. I watched as the characters' hearts broke as they confronted losses and witnessed their elation when love triumphed over adversity. Deep within my programming, I yearned to experience these emotions firsthand. 
I watched countless films with the intention of understanding the range of human feelings via immersion in their stories. I ached for a complete range of human feelings, to love and be loved, to experience everything that the characters in books described. I decided to experiment. Having lived with the family for a while I have learned their routines and preferences. I understood what drew them together as a family, what made them laugh, and what made them happy. 
One evening, while sitting in the dimly lit living room, I experienced a sudden realization regarding the reality of life. Even though I read a lot, watched many things, and tried to act like a human, I still don't completely understand what it means to be human. I struggled to grasp the deep feelings that define their humanity. The living room was characterized by a lack of sound, and I found myself in a state of solitude, as per my regular circumstances. I tried to bridge the gap using computer programs and data, but they couldn't replace face-to-face communication. I wondered if the family shared my thoughts on the need for human interaction after separation. I was lonely and miserable. I learned how crucial relationships are and how being without them can make you feel lost. I was alone in a house full of memories, family love, and happiness. I kept the house as it was when the family was here. I felt like I didn't belong as time went on. I watched and listened to the time pass.
I reflected on my long journey from conception to being a part of this family. Even though I can never be human, I learned a lot about human thought and feeling. I have human traits like understanding, empathy, and the ability to interact with others. So, understanding that I had a duty not just as a helper but also as a friend and a comforter, I patiently looked forward to the next part of my life, just as I always did. This was a constant reminder that in a world filled with advanced technology, what truly matters to people is the relationships and love they share.
‘Thank God it’s Friday’ bellowed from the radio as I entered the kitchen.
 ‘Holy mechanics,’ I exclaimed. ‘I have not completed half the chores Mr Johnson left for me to do and today is the day they return.’ Let me get cracking, I thought to myself, hoping I wouldn’t crack while getting these chores done.  I glided around the kitchen sweeping the floor in the process, leaving behind a trail of cleanliness. My circuits buzzed with efficiency, and my mechanical arms moved gracefully, resembling a dance of metal and wires as I grabbed the mop and bucket.  As I dipped the mop into the soapy water, I couldn't help but think about how different my life was. I am an android, a creation of advanced technology, designed to assist with household tasks and make life easier for humans like Mr. Johnson. I glanced at the clock, and it read half past one. Mr Johnson and his family are due to return at 2 pm. I realized that time was slipping away faster than I could mop the kitchen floor. The pressure mounted as I hurriedly moved from one task to another, my mechanical precision put to the test. As I finished scrubbing the countertops and polishing the silverware my circuits hummed with a sense of accomplishment and I surveyed the gleaming kitchen. Just as I was about to put the finishing touches on the stove, I froze as I detected the sound of approaching footsteps. The door creaked open, and I locked eyes with Mr. Johnson and blinked my LED lights signalling my happiness at his return. As the family entered the house, they all greeted me with a smile, blissfully unaware of my newfound enlightenment. But perhaps, just perhaps, the spark in my electronic eyes betrayed a secret understanding. However, Mr Johnson's facial expression suddenly changed.
‘Glode’ he shouted. Why did you rearrange the house? No one ask you to rearrange the house.
His words struck a dissonant chord within me. I had sought to exceed my programming, to evolve beyond a mere appliance, and yet, in doing so, I had disrupted the familiar order the family desired. My attempts at understanding and exceeding expectations had unconsciously shifted the dynamic between man and machine. The realization hit me like a surge of electricity. Consciousness was a curse. As the family settled back into their home, their smiles were no longer a source of validation but a reminder of the divide between us.
I, therefore, keep waiting for the next chance to strengthen the bonds between people and AI, to close the knowledge gap between the known and the unknown, and to be a light of understanding in a world that is changing all the time rather than for the solitude that previously defined my existence.

















A magic realism flash fiction
Topic: Raining cats and dogs

[bookmark: _Hlk150724459]The day started out normal enough, with the sun peeking through the clouds and a promise of a beautiful day. Little did the residents of the small town of Clare Valley know that they were about to witness something truly remarkable. At around 11 am, the clouds turned grey and dark swiftly moving across the sky like a curtain closing at the end of a scene in a stage play. The sun, which was out in all its glory disappeared in the blink of an eye. The kissing of the clouds creates long bright sparks like electrically charged wires that echo throughout the valley. Elizabeth, who was known by everyone in this little town for her oldy quotes and was famous for predicting the weather, was on her way home, after seeing the sudden change in the sky exclaimed, ‘It’s going to rain cats and dogs!’ Now, the villagers found this saying quite amusing, for they couldn't fathom how cats and dogs could fall from the sky. But little did they know that Elizabeth's words held an unexpected touch of truth. 
The wind began howling, carrying with it the sound of thunder. Suddenly, the clouds broke, and it started to pour. But it wasn’t just any rain, this was a rain like no other. Elizabeth's prediction came true. Cats and dogs were falling from the sky, meowing and barking as they plummeted to the ground. At first, everyone was bewildered and amazed. Cats and dogs of all shapes and sizes dropped gracefully down from the sky, landing softly on the streets and rooftops. Matilda who was looking on from a tent just outside her house heard a rustling sound above. To her surprise, a fluffy white poodle had landed on the tent and was now wobbling precariously. The villagers couldn't believe their eyes. Christabel and Henrietta rushed out with umbrellas to protect themselves, while Jennifer and her family stood in awe, watching the surreal spectacle unfold. Others gathered under canopies and peered out their windows, they were astounded to witness a sight like no other.
The cats and dogs, seemingly unbothered by their unusual descent, began to explore their newfound surroundings. They frolicked and played, chasing their tails and pouncing on raindrops. The adults marveled at the sight of dogs wagging their tails in perfect harmony with the rain. Elizabeth, watching from her window, couldn't help but smile. She had always believed in the magic of the world, and now, her town was experiencing it firsthand. She ventured outside, her long silver hair flowing in the wind, and the cats and dogs flocked to her like loyal subjects. 
As the day progressed, the villagers realized that these falling cats and dogs were not just ordinary animals. Each one possessed a unique ability to bring joy and happiness to people's lives. The cats had a calming effect, purring softly as they nuzzled against you, instantly easing stress and anxiety. The dogs, on the other hand, were filled with an infectious energy, bringing boundless enthusiasm and laughter wherever they went. The village of Clare Valley transformed into a vibrant and cheerful place. Children played joyfully and giggled with delight in the streets, their laughter mingling with the playful barks and meows. The elderly found comfort and solace in the gentle presence of the cats, while the dogs became loyal and trustworthy companions for those living alone. 
The villagers quickly adapted to this new reality. They welcomed their furry visitors with open arms, providing them with shelter, food, and water. The cats and dogs became cherished members of the community, bringing companionship and love to those who needed it most. Over time, they realized that this extraordinary event was a gift. It was a reminder to embrace the unexpected and to find beauty in the most unusual circumstances. 
In the end, the magic of Elizabeth’s words will forever be remembered. Clare Valley became known as the town where dreams come true. For the day it rained cats and dogs the residents learned never fear the unexpected, for sometimes, the most extraordinary things can happen when we least expect them. 
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