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Abstract 
 

‘Meaning Machines’: A Psychosocial Cartography of Bodies in Post-Apocalyptic Fiction 
 

 
 Post-apocalyptic narrative once seemed primarily concerned over the external dangers of 
technology, asteroids or the will of God. The end of human civilization, in other words, was 
treated in fiction as an inevitable event that was beyond mankind’s power to prevent. Even post-
nuclear narratives seem to imply that once a devastating technology has been created, its misuse 
and potential to destroy is an inevitable eventuality. There may have been shifts in the patterns of 
both the modalities involved in the creation of this specific form of fiction and also shifts in the 
appetite for post-apocalyptic narrative. In recent years, many of the films and novels in the sub-
genre have grown increasingly concerned with bodies. This Creative MA thesis studies works of 
post-apocalyptic fiction in order to a) understand how fiction is both created in and can be 
understood by examining different psychosocial contexts and to b) demonstrate that the recent 
predominant patterns emergent in the sub-genre demonstrate that the primary psychosocial 
concern currently driving the form is a concern over the human body. That is, essentially the 
project demonstrates that the human body is now the site of apocalypse in much contemporary 
narrative. The project also engages with Nöel Carroll’s “The Nature Of Horror” (1987), an essay 
that explores the philosophy that a specific form of fear operates in the horror genre, something 
Carroll terms “art-horror” – and then draws direct parallels between post-apocalyptic writing and 
horror in order to present an argument that a similar affective response functions in Post-
apocalyptic narrative. 
 In terms of writing theory, this project examines several concepts proposed by Charles 
Baxter in his book The Art of Subtext: Beyond Plot (2007) and attempts to engage with those 
ideas theoretically (in brief) and practically apply them in order to enhance the subtextual 
elements already present within my own writing, or to introduce those elements that may be 
lacking.  
 My new knowledge of how bodies function in narratives, and how affect and subtext can 
be altered in consideration of certain expected psychosocial factors has allowed me to craft my 
own story, a novella, The Tethering, that demonstrates how post-apocalypse narratives use 
bodies to imagine social transformation. Through close dialogue with several important post-
apocalyptic books but primarily Cormac McCarthy’s The Road (2006) and Margaret Atwood’s 
Oryx and Crake (2003), I have situated my fiction as at once a part of the contemporary tradition 
of body focused post-apocalyptic writing, but also distinguished it as unique and predictive of a 
potential emergent psychosocial pattern. 
 In short, my primary desire is that I have created an intellectually stimulating critical 
discussion about how bodies might function in recent post-apocalyptic narratives and an 
emotionally affective novella. 
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Thesis question: 

 Other scholars have identified that one of the predominant themes of post-apocalyptic 
narratives is that of transformation. My research seeks to explore the site of transformation in 
recent post-apocalyptic narratives in order to answer the following question: why have post-
apocalyptic narratives, once focused predominantly on technology and external threats, now 
come to overwhelmingly focus on bodies as the source of fear and anxiety? And after exploring 
the answer to the initial question, I seek to understand the technology or the method by which 
bodies express that fear in post-apocalyptic narratives. So the second research question that 
builds on the first, is to find an answer to the question: how are bodies re-mapped in this fashion 
and how can such a complex cartography be read?  
 Finally, because this project is not exclusively a critical endeavour but also an attempt to 
apply what I have learned about the type of fiction I am interested in writing in a practical and 
hands on way, I have applied what I have learned in my secondary research and critical 
consideration to the revision of my major novella project The Tethering. The original research 
question for approaching the fiction was essentially: how can I apply my knowledge that body 
focused post-apocalyptic fiction has emerged as a particularly popular form? Another question I 
posed myself was: are there specific strategies that might function in relation to the body that I 
could apply as a writer of fiction in order to achieve a certain writing aesthetic? 

By first posing and answering these four main research questions I hope to use what I 
learn to inform the process of writing a post-apocalyptic novel. I believe that understanding the 
importance of social fear and anxiety to the genre of the post-apocalyptic (in its various 
manifested forms), will allow me to craft a story that demonstrates how post-apocalyptic 
narratives use bodies as representations of fear and anxiety and also as vessels through which to 
imagine social transformation. In creating the fiction I will focus in particular on the concept of 
subtext, both in creating it and guiding the reader to it. In working creatively with subtext I will 
be informed by Charles Baxter’s The Art of Subtext: Beyond Plot. 
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Critical Introduction: 

1. The Body as Primary Site of Catastrophe in Post-Apocalyptic Narratives 

 

A recent dominant trend in many post-apocalyptic narratives is for those works to 

represent the human body as the ultimate site of the final apocalypse.1 Life extinguishing 

asteroids, nuclear warfare, environmental collapse, technological singularity or the outbreak of a 

new virulent strain all take a backseat to the most pressing threat to human continuance: us.2 We 

are our own penultimate catastrophe. My claim is that a collective psychosocial consciousness 

motivates and validates this depiction and can help to explain the prevalence and popularity of 

work that focuses in closely on either the destructive or the regenerative power of the body.3 

Thus the current saturation of zombies, cannibals and other bodily monstrosities in the sub-genre 

becomes an important consideration in apocalyptic critical discourse.4 This same saturation 

points to a close relationship between horror and apocalypse, much like the relationship between 

science fiction and horror that Noël Carroll discusses in his essay “The Nature of Horror”5. 

While not all post-apocalyptic fiction contains elements clearly derived from horror, or even 

from science fiction for that matter, the recent and more relevant work in the genre does. These 

elements include the prevalence of monstrous bodies in the text and the tendency of protagonists 

to have affective responses to such creatures or beings, reacting (as Carroll indicates the average 

person does) to some impurity or interstitial state in the subject of the other (54-55).6 Visceral 

body horror is also prevalent in many recent key post-apocalyptic narratives, and if one were to 

accept Carroll’s idea of a Thought Theory that explains how even considering the possibility of 

something horrible generates real emotional states (56), then body horror could be the driving 

force in convincing readers of the validity of the imagined world or the potentiality of the 
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prognosticated future. I argue this to be one of several likely reasons that horror and the 

apocalyptic have recently – and often – merged so successfully.7 I would also extend Carroll’s 

definition of Thought Theory to include the idea that imagining the unthinkable not only 

temporarily influences emotional states, but consequently also behaviour and perhaps physical 

reality. The real connection between narratives of horror and apocalypse in that case, is that the 

distinct emotional states they create (whatever pet-names we choose to bestow upon them) may 

be equally capable of producing cognitive and physical reactions, an idea I return to in the next 

section.  

 Body horror has never been so distinctly central to the post-apocalyptic as it currently 

seems to be.8 Post-apocalyptic fiction traces its roots to the esoteric religious dogma of the 

Judeo-Christian tradition and was therefore originally constructed around individual salvation of 

the soul in the face of the inevitable end.9 Though much post-apocalyptic fiction still maintains 

some thin connection to esoteric writing like the revelation of St. John the Divine, the focus on 

individual salvation seems to have dissipated over time, to be replaced by an acknowledgement 

that collectively, the human race is doomed to reap what it has sown.10  In contemporary fiction, 

any apocalyptic punishment meted out does not necessarily come from any divine source or 

edict, even though the text in question might still pay homage to the religious foundations of the 

form.11 Gillian Ania calls this genre fluctuation in the typical patterns of apocalyptic narratives a  

 

shift in emphasis between the end of the first millennium and the second…due on 

the one hand to the gradual dismissal of god(s) as necessary explanation of 

cataclysmic events, through the encroachment of rationality and the advancement 

of scientific knowledge about natural processes. (158)12  
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Such broad and temporally distended patterns are often discussed in criticism of apocalyptic 

writing as a rather necessary intro that help situate more specific discussions of groups of 

apocalyptic narratives that seem to be generated by and respond to particular social, historical 

and political contexts. For example, a plethora of post-apocalyptic nuclear fiction saturated the 

market in the decade following the bombing of Nagasaki and Hiroshima. Though nuclear 

apocalypse would more or less remain a popular trend in the genre (with the exception of a short 

period of decline in the relatively stable mid nineties and huge resurgence immediately following 

the Cuban Missile Crisis) other concerns began to manifest in the fiction, including post 

apocalyptic novels about ecological disaster responding to the concerns of the early 

environmental movement in the 1960s; novels about apocalyptic disease in the 1980s that were 

likely generated by social fear over the newly discovered AIDS virus; and a slew of end-time 

novels, games and films following the public birth of the internet in the 1990s that seemed 

focused on the potential of computer technology to destroy the world. These patterns emerge 

over long periods of time and are difficult, perhaps even problematic to define and study. But I 

argue that they are worth studying for what they might reveal about how we perceive the world 

around us and especially how we could perceive our own individual and collective roles within 

it. Recent patterns of post-apocalyptic fiction seem to have developed a distinct new shape in 

their emphasis on the body as the apocalyptic device and it is my contention that a new 

psychosocial pattern of apocalyptic fear is identifiable through its manifestation in these various 

narratives. 

  The post-apocalyptic is an intensely focused crucible in which to deconstruct our shared 

human identity angst. In the post-apocalyptic landscape, nothing and nobody can escape the maw 
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of change. As I have presented above, these narratives represent the unique concerns of pockets 

of historical time and the socio-cultural circumstances of their creation. A sort of displaced fear 

simply seems to be an inherent part of this process of expression and the tradition generally. In 

David J. Leigh’s preface to Apocalyptic Patterns in Twentieth-Century Fiction, he remarks in 

particular on that fear over the last one hundred years, which have been “a time of great violence, 

change and crisis” and elaborates by explaining that the current explosion of interest in the field 

is in part a working out or response to “major world and regional wars, of multiple economic 

depressions, of a growing sense of cultural conflict, of continual threats of environmental or 

nuclear catastrophe” (xi). I have noticed in my own research a distinct pattern in how this fear 

has evolved and itself transformed through time.13 In a world where people can showcase their 

sustainable or entirely despicable behaviours on social media, this evolution of fear has quickly 

reached its apex through the power of globalized communication networks. We are 

acknowledging our shared responsibility in: the degradation of the planet’s complex ecosystems; 

climate change; the mismanagement of resources; the lack of ethical checks in areas of 

exponential progress like robotics, genetics and pharmaceuticals and even the failure of nations 

to abolish nuclear weapons. Perhaps most importantly, we are finally developing collective 

social consciousness about our failure thus far as a species to overcome conceptualizing one 

another based on partitioned frameworks of race, gender and class. If an apocalypse is brought 

about, we recognize that more than likely the blame falls squarely on us all, both individually to 

varying degrees and collectively with the utmost possible magnitude. This is why recent work in 

the sub-genre is rife with bodies that transform, cannibalize and self-destruct. Rather than one 

apocalyptic thing we as a species do– such as the building of nuclear weapons – our bodies have 
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become a key focus of recent post-apocalyptic worlds because almost everything that we do has 

such destructive potential.14 

In its development as a popular sub-genre, the post-apocalyptic tradition shares a peculiar 

kinship with the horror genre that is entirely dissimilar to the special relationship between 

science fiction and horror. It also seems to be fully manifesting itself as a predominantly recent 

phenomenon. While science fiction and horror frequently cross-pollinate through their use of the 

unknown as plot contrivance, the post-apocalyptic as sub-genre meets more distinctly with that 

peculiarly unnerving and distinct sub-type of horror, known more distinctly as “body horror”. 

The latter two offshoots from the main focus distinctly on fear of the known and involve various 

degrees of revelation through which characters witness – or often in the more disturbing fictions, 

experience – transformations or transfigurations of the body.15 Though recent post-apocalyptic 

fiction has started to share much in common with body horror, particularly through the most 

recent wave of zombie narratives, there are other significant connections that tie post-apocalyptic 

writing to much more canonical literary traditions. David Ketterer identified this in the 

introduction to his 1974 work New Worlds for Old: The Apocalyptic Imagination, Science 

Fiction and American Literature when he wrote that the apocalyptic has always drawn in part on 

“surrealism, metaphysical poetry, the pastoral tradition, Brecht’s theory of estrangement, the 

work of Franz Kafka, the poetry of the romantics, particularly William Blake, and the 

phenomenological novel” (ix). While imagining the end seems to traditionally involve some 

creative engagement or homage to canonized works, and therefore occupy a rather peculiar and 

perhaps even inaccessible niche, the low art of the apocalypse can also capture the imagination. 

Novels such as Day by Day Armageddon by J. L. Bourne, Cell by Stephen King and Feed by 

Mira Grant have either quickly become bestsellers or spawned numerous and popular sequels; 
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while films like Abraham Lincoln vs. Zombies (2012), World War Z (2013), The Hunger Games 

(2012) and most recently Edge of Tomorrow (2014), have either been able to amass a fan base or 

turn large profits at the box office.16  

 The works I will briefly examine in order to pursue an answer to my research question, 

situate my own fiction and ultimately explain its aesthetic, are those works that seem to hold the 

magic balance between fear and transformation and also seem to defy categorization. These 

works focus on representations of the body, are exclusively post-apocalyptic in nature, and map 

both fear and transformation onto bodies.17 It is this cartographic patterning in recent fiction that 

clearly captures the collective psychosocial recognition of human beings as being, by their very 

nature, the harbingers of their own destruction. This manifests itself in recent post-apocalyptic 

narrative – and not only in zombie fiction.18 Here I turn to literary fiction and briefly analyze 

bodies as they are represented in the novels The Road (2006) by Cormac McCarthy and Oryx 

and Crake (2003) by Margaret Atwood. My brief readings of the bodies in these narratives is 

designed to show that the psychosocial trace is left not only on the individual body but is also 

imprinted upon the screen of the collective.19  

 

2. The Rise of Apocalyptic Metaformatio: Fear, Transformation and Collective Body 

Representation in The Road and Oryx and Crake 

 

 While several recent works in the sub-genre have helped me to understand where I see a 

niche for my own fiction, Margaret Atwood’s Oryx and Crake and Cormac McCarthy’s The 

Road and the ways in which they distil psychosocial fear and detail social transformation through 
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specific narrative strategies have served as two opposing ends of the spectrum in guiding my 

construction of my own post-apocalyptic world. 

 In The Road the events that caused the apocalypse are never fully explained through 

exposition or dialogue. The closest readers get to an explanation comes when the man very 

briefly either dreams or recalls the apocalyptic moment. The entire event is recalled in one short 

paragraph: 

 

 The clocks stopped at 1:17. A long shear of light and then a series of low 

concussions. He got up and went to the window. What is it? she said. He didnt 

answer. He went into the bathroom and threw the lightswitch but the power was 

already gone. A dull rose glow in the windowglass. He dropped to one knee and 

raised the lever to stop the tub and then turned on both taps as far as they would 

go. She was standing in the doorway in her nightwear, clutching the jamb, 

cradling her belly in one hand. What is it? she said. What is happening? 

I dont know. 

Why are you taking a bath? 

I’m not. (52-53) 

 

 Here the apocalyptic event is underplayed and the details left to the imagination of the 

reader. One can infer from the “flash of light” and “several low concussions” that the nuclear 

war so long held in check by the delicate concept of mutually assured destruction has for 

whatever reason come to pass. The man’s movements and actions in the confined space of the 

bedroom and attached bathroom tell us all McCarthy wants us to know about this apocalypse and 
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also that this is really a story about the man and his own ability to transform and adapt 

(something that is played against his wife’s inability to do so in the novel and the film). The man 

has surmised the situation quickly and he checks and confirms that the power is already gone. He 

then moves quickly to the bath tub and begins filling it with water. Both of these things show us 

that the man is lying to his wife when she asks him what is going on. This is all contained within 

the conundrum of him saying “I dont know” but filling the bathtub despite not having any 

intention to bathe. The man knows that nuclear war has begun and that they will need water. 

Body focused fear in the novel is also succinctly captured by the careful fact of the woman’s 

placing a concerned hand on her pregnant belly. We may be left wondering, as the man must be 

at that precise moment, how one is to bring a child into the world during nuclear winter and more 

to the point, how one is to raise that child. This simple image and gesture – of a hand cradling a 

belly – is enough to call to mind the basic principle of Carroll’s Thought Theory; that simply the 

thought of delivering a child without medical care, on the impure ashen ground while hiding 

from cannibals, is enough to cause an affective response in the reader, who will likely feel a 

sense of revulsion or horror.20  

 Though the novel is spare in its writing as a rule, much more attention is paid to the 

human body throughout than might first seem apparent. It is on the various forms of survivors’ 

bodies that McCarthy’s prose constructs its particular form of apocalyptic tension. The man and 

the boy are pitted against one another temporarily over the fate of the old man, Ely, a scene in 

which the old man’s health and appearance become the focal point for over ten pages of prose 

(161-174) – a fact that at first seems unusual in a narrative so careful in its details. This could 

represent the cycle of extremes that the novel uses. While being hunted by cannibals, the 

ultimate consumers, the man and the boy stumble upon Ely, who couldn’t be more diametrically 
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opposed to that particular mode of survival. He is wasting away, wandering the landscape like he 

is already a ghost. Both bodies reflect opposing fears. While the man fears Ely because he 

represents moral and social integrity at the complete expense of physical health, the boy fears the 

cannibals because they represent temporarily successful but morally bankrupt survival. This is a 

form of cyclic-fear that operates in identity dialogue between the man and the boy as well as 

generates tension around areas where individual identity and collective identity collide (such as 

being “good guys” vs. “carrying the fire”).  

It is through the constant threat of the cannibals in the novel though, and the descriptions 

of them, that McCarthy clearly fuses post-apocalyptic fear with human bodies. And while the 

novel finally reveals itself to be not really about personal transformation, through its themes of 

continuance and generational inheritance (think of the man and the boy and their periodic 

discussions about who is “carrying the fire”), the cannibals are transformative, albeit in a most 

frightening sense. Collectively they seem to represent the horror of capitalistic and consumer 

society; human beings transformed into the ultimate manifestation of their own flawed mode of 

production. They are 

 

An army in tennis shoes, tramping. Carrying three-foot lengths of pipe with 

leather wrappings. Lanyards at the wrist. Some of the pipes were threaded through 

with lengths of chain fitted at their ends with every manner of bludgeon. They 

clanked past, marching with a swaying gait like wind-up toys. Bearded, their 

breath smoking through their masks…the phalanx following carried spears or 

lances tasseled with ribbons, the long blades hammered out of trucksprings in 

some crude forge up-country. (91) 
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Here it seems likely that transformation in McCarthy’s post-apocalypse is not a form of renewal. 

No phoenix rises from the ashes in this bleak story, though more optimistic readers will have 

hope for the boy. The individual bodies of the human beings fall into place as cogs in a vast 

machine of death and self-destruction that could not possibly be sustainable. In this sense, the 

cannibals in The Road are a precise embodiment of the process of a kind of Metaformatio;21 they 

transform into monsters. There is no transfiguration aligned with simultaneous spiritual 

realization here, but rather an unpleasant and entirely physical mutation; humanity becomes a 

negative embodiment of a sort of Ouroboros.22 In The Tethering, I seek to further explore this 

type of desperately bleak end-stage for humanity, one that involves a cycle of consumption. The 

chain of consumption in my story is like a literal enactment of the Ouroboros: human pituitary 

glands are harvested by the monstrous lurks;23 the lurks in turn return this substance to the 

creation temples, where the giants, or Nephilim, are “born”; then things start all over again. Just 

like a close reading of The Road could reveal the potential hope of renewal through the story of 

the man’s struggle to keep the boy alive, my intention is that Tiger’s struggle to save her 

brother’s life and her development of a relationship with the giant Nahim could do the same. But 

much like in The Road, I intended my story to leave the problem of renewal unresolved. 

 In stark contrast to The Road, Atwood’s Oryx and Crake settles itself at the other end of 

the transformative spectrum through its depiction of the Crakers as precisely the embodiment of 

a collective phoenix-like rebirth for mankind. The novel also takes a completely different 

approach to its detailing of the apocalyptic events that led to Snowman becoming the guardian of 

the Crakers. The novel is written almost entirely through exposition of past events leading to the 

present.24 While the cannibals in The Road represent the new humanity in the negative, and their 
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bodies are a constant source of the fear generated in the man and the boy, in Atwood’s story, the 

Crakers are described as “amazingly attractive…each one naked, each one perfect, each one a 

different skin colour – chocolate, rose, tea, butter, cream, honey – but each with green eyes” (8). 

The creatures have also been programmed by Crake to break free from most of his perceived 

failings of the human race, as he explains to Jimmy: “they’re programmed to drop dead at age 

thirty – suddenly, without getting sick. No old age, none of those anxieties. They’ll just keel 

over. Not that they know it; none of them has died yet” (303). Additionally, Crake has designed 

the Crakers to be impervious to racism, hierarchy and even the trappings of sexual desire (305). 

They don’t need housing, marriage, tools or weapons and are “perfectly adjusted to their habitat” 

(305). This is so unlike the mechanical movements of the cannibals and other characters in The 

Road, who seem to be living out the final destructive stage in human existence. The crude 

metallic weapons mentioned in the passage above, the “pipes” and “trucksprings”, gesture to the 

manipulation of nature (and the violence) inherent in the human condition. But the Crakers have 

“no need to invent any harmful symbolisms, such as kingdoms, icons, gods or money” (305); 

they use no weapons and live in harmony with nature – moving gracefully through the natural 

environment. 

 Reading these two novels has helped to guide me in creating a careful balance of 

elements in my own story. While I decided to spend less time explaining the apocalyptic events 

that led to the current global conditions in my novella and reveal those things sparingly as 

McCarthy does in The Road – mostly through dialogue and remembered dreams or character 

conflicts – I have decided to draw sparingly on the same technique of flashback or memory 

writing Atwood uses in order to reveal information about characters that are dead or otherwise 

absent but significant to the story. Though both of these important novels also deal with 
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representations of bodies – human and otherwise – I have found my own fiction to be somewhat 

more in line with Atwood’s in its engagement with the speculative. And although certain aspects 

of my fiction owe some creative debt to McCarthy’s depiction of the cannibals in The Road (see 

my deadheads in The Tethering), my post-apocalypse is populated with beings perhaps even 

more outlandish than Atwood’s Crakers.25 The hybrids and giants that coexist with humans in 

my fiction represent one measure of my attempt to experiment with bodies as the ultimate locus 

of fear and also as the site of transformations (or Metaformatio), both of the individual and 

collective kind. 

 

3. An Otherworldly Approach to the Body as Apocalyptograph: The Aesthetic of The 

Tethering 

In undertaking this project I sought first and foremost to be creative in the most essential 

sense of the word and to give my imagination room to manoeuver. To this end I wrote the first 

draft of the piece before completing any major research for this critical introduction so that my 

creativity would in no way be constrained, confined or compromised by a desire to achieve some 

sort of superficial unity between the two initiatives. Even later, when this critical introduction 

began to take some form (various, sometimes itself monstrous), I resisted the urge to open up a 

two-way dialogue between the two pieces.26 In my creation of this imagined world, I sought to 

respond on the one hand to the dominance of bodies in contemporary post-apocalyptic narratives 

but also in predictive anticipation of a new niche for the fiction that I see ready to re-emerge and 

explode like never before in the very near future. I refer here to the concept of the apocalyptic 

extra-terrestrial invasion or encounter. Science is catching up to imagination as the search for life 

outside of our planet holds promise not only in distant star systems, but here in our own solar 
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system. NASA, currently searching for past or present evidence of life on Mars, also plans to 

explore the waters beneath Europa and also explore the moons Enceladus, Titan, Europa, Calisto 

and Ganymede. At the same time, both the Hubble Team and SETI have ramped up directed 

searches for exoplanets, after startling information revealed that there are more potentially 

habitable planets than ever commonly supposed.27 Some experts in the field are now offering 

predictions that we will confirm extra-terrestrial intelligence exists within 20 years. A new 

psychosocial pattern revealing our collective fear and our hope tied to these recent projects may 

eventually become discernible. I see my own work as an early contribution to a coming resurgent 

trend of extra-terrestrial post-apocalyptic writing.28 Though I don’t discount the fact that there 

have been a plethora of narratives involving alien life since Wells, many of these efforts have 

historically treated the subject about as seriously as the general public has; a shift in attitude 

towards life outside our planet may soon see a corresponding alteration in the patterns of post-

apocalyptic fiction, amongst other genres.29 

In revision, I knew what I was trying to accomplish with the story and worked to find 

where the bodies in the text were not showing and doing what I wanted them to. I tried tackling 

this problem of expression guided first by Charles Baxter’s The Art of Subtext: Beyond Plot, 

which helped me to think about my main character and her internalization of her experience in 

the world. An example of just one problem I grappled with, that I tried to solve by addressing the 

subtext of the story, would be Tiger’s concern over her brother’s safety. Earlier drafts had almost 

all of Tiger’s concern for her brother spoken in dialogue or expressed through description of her 

emotions. Writing about how the concept functions in the J. F. Powers story “The Valiant 

Woman”, Baxter explains that a particularly effective strategy for humanizing characters is to 

allow them to contemplate the subtext of the very story they are participants in by confronting 
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supposedly unthinkable thoughts. Baxter claims, “any thought considered unthinkable qualifies 

as a subtext” (59). I decided to alter many of Tiger’s spoken fears and internalize them as 

unthinkable thoughts related to her connection to her brother.30 According to Baxter, even 

though “we live in a post-Freudian, post-humanist, postmodern, post-everything age, there are 

still plenty of unthinkable thoughts around, and in the Chekov tradition they serve as the hard 

core of narratives” (59). And so the hard core of my post-apocalyptic narrative became perhaps 

one of the most unthinkable thoughts: what if the connection to the last person I call family in 

this world were to be broken through my failure to act?31 

 After I solved this and several other problems I perceived in the text through working to 

create and enhance subtext, I uncovered a problem with the prose that an infusion of subtext 

couldn’t resolve. In creative writing I always strive to appeal to the senses – but a post-

apocalyptic world presents its own unique challenge: the use of figurative language doesn’t work 

as effectively in a speculative world if it relies on comparison or allusion to things the reader will 

be familiar with.32 One can create a complex mythology so immersive that figurative language 

comes naturally to its characters and can be developed over an extended period of time, as in the 

world of Tolkien’s The Lord of the Rings or in the Dune Universe. But I discovered that working 

within the confines of a post apocalyptic novella requires a more sparing use of figurative 

technique. Instead, I turned to Noël Carroll’s theory about Art-horror and the way in which that 

particular form is designed to “elicit a certain kind of affect. We shall presume that this is an 

emotional state whose emotion we call art-horror” (52). I was already interested in the areas of 

overlap between horror and apocalypse and soon realized that the truly affective post-apocalyptic 

body is perhaps a kind of Ouroboros; a special kind of Apocalyptograph capable of generating 

complex emotional states through its expressions of contradiction (destruction and renewal) that 
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are nevertheless unified.33 I suspect that this functions slightly differently for zombie narratives 

than it does for cyborg or alien narratives and that each might elicit its own unique emotional 

response in the reader.34 And though I don’t have the space here for an extended discussion of 

the reasoning for a new term for this, I will call it for now, cyclic-fear. This cyclic-fear seems to 

me to operate through the technology of the body in most recent post-apocalyptic narratives. And 

so, where figurative language couldn’t help me appeal individually to the senses, I instead 

attempted to appeal directly to the emotions, particularly focused on the idea that my characters 

could generate a very precise kind of affect in the reader; an affect unique to the 

apocalyptographic body.35  

 I also endeavoured when revising this piece to ensure that the dialogue, setting, 

characterization and tone did as much to carefully reveal the plot of the story as could be 

tactfully achieved. Whenever possible, I desire the interplay of characters in the story to serve as 

the vehicle by which information is understood by my reader. Even more ideal, is if readers will 

feel the details of my post-apocalyptic world through the emotional nuances in character or have 

some knowledge of those details that does not come directly from narration. In other words, if 

readers come to amass any detailed knowledge of my fictional world, I hope they can do so 

without necessarily understanding how they did so; it is through subtext that this can be 

achieved.36 This approach may fly in the face of traditional science fiction or speculative fiction 

writing rules, which can demand a certain patience with long descriptions of technology and long 

digressions that provide narrative of the pre-apocalypse or detail the actual apocalyptic events 

themselves. But my piece is character driven from the beginning, a fact that seems to suit well 

the focus of this project on bodies. There are differing forms of bodies in this story and therefore 

many maps to be written, rewritten and interpreted. Readers can expect to find fear lurking 
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primarily in the shadows cast by the different personas, or that particular form of cyclic-fear at 

the overlap between sites of individual and collective identity crisis.37 

It would be remiss of me not to mention that I have given my work the mark of the 

beast.38 The post-apocalyptic tradition has its well-known conventions, but also unspoken 

demands that in my case only revealed themselves during the writing process. Some of these 

include paying homage to the tradition through literary allusion, the use of imagery, the creation 

and fulfillment of prophecy, and gesturing through epigraph. I decided to directly incorporate 

William Blake’s poem The Tyger, references and allusions to The Book of Enoch, The Revelation 

of St. John The Divine, The Egyptian Pyramid Texts and The Nephilim.39 Despite doing this due 

diligence to the genre, one thing I was very conscious of trying to accomplish when writing the 

fiction, was to demonstrate that my narrative is different from some post-apocalyptic tales in that 

it does not detail the events surrounding the apocalypse or the precise cause of what readers 

might consider to be the world ending or altering event. In this sense my story is like The Road; 

if readers pay attention to the subtext, the apocalypse, like its namesake, reveals itself. But unlike 

in McCarthy’s vision, in The Tethering readers will not follow one character that experienced the 

moment of apocalypse, as they follow the man in The Road. My characters are living distantly 

from the end of any social reality that resembles our own and I hope the reader will not only 

begin the novella in a state of de-familiarization, but that this state will be sustained through to 

the end of the piece. 

 To conclude, my fiction through its many processes of revision was closely informed by 

the answer to a major question I posed at the beginning of the project. That question is 

essentially “how are bodies remapped in post-apocalyptic worlds and how can such 

cartographies be read and understood”? I suspect the bodies in my novella are mapped primarily 
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through subtextual elements. To this end I hope readers will be aware of the broad strokes 

painted by subtext on such a map: the lakes, peaks, valleys and borders. It is also my hope that 

through emotional nuance, readers will also be able to read the minute subtextual details: the 

inlets, hills, groves, and secret passageways. 
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The gatekeeper comes out to you, he grasps your hand, 

takes you into heaven, to your father Geb. 

He rejoices at your coming, gives you his hands, 

kisses you, caresses you, 

sets you before the spirits, 

the imperishable stars... 

 

 

The hidden ones worship you, 

The great ones surround you, 

The watchers wait on you 

 

- From the Egyptian Pyramid Texts, Utterance 37340 
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Prologue 

 Tiger and Tarren were tied together by an invisible thread. Their father sat them in the dirt 

and told them:  

 “I have linked your fates.”  

 They were starving then, and she remembered those times with the most clarity. Her and 

her brother had been fighting over a dead sand spider that she had found pressed into the clay. 

Her father had separated them with his massive hands. 

 “A person can do one great thing during their lifetime, one magic thing.” He had said from 

sallow cheeks. “That tethering was mine. And now, whatever happens, you must always be 

together. Together you will be strong, and survive. But you must care for each other above all 

else, or the magic of that thread will falter. The thread must not be broken. Your lives depend on 

it.” Then, her father had eaten the sand spider himself. The words stuck with them. They would 

never fight over food again. 

 As she grew, Tiger had doubts about her father’s magic. She would go hunting with Sai or 

her father and feel nothing. If anything, it was good to be away from Tarren sometimes. Tarren 

and his stories – prophesies about the return of Saxon Arroway or the birth of The Starchild. But 

then sometimes she would feel it. An invisible force, pulling. She would be checking water 

collectors or digging for dustcrabs, not far off, the Tar Garden still visible, when suddenly she 

would feel it – something pulling, maybe pushing her to her brother. Sometimes she would go. 

Leave her work and find him. He would smile as if to say, you felt it too? Other times she 

ignored the feeling. If she was lucky, it would simply fade away…but occasionally, it became 

overwhelming and her head would begin to hurt.  

 She was rarely far from Tarren. Life in Tar Garden became more stable over time. They 
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grew through the years as one starved wanderer after another joined their settlement. Eventually, 

the settlement grew into a village. Her father became Ghan simply by reputation. Nobody 

worked harder than he did to make shelter, gather food and stave off attacks from raiders. But 

raids became less frequent as the drought and heat of the Tarlands increased. They would have 

died or been forced south if not for the well. It had taken months to bring the stone from the ruins 

of the great northern city. Tiger and Tarren hadn’t been permitted to go, but Aichlan told stories 

of a twisted, frightening place, haunted by ghosts, hybrids and thousands of cats; cats whose 

bites or scratches could cause death in sunsteps. Of course, he had admitted to only having seen 

the cats. 

 When the well was complete, everyone in the village was afraid to drink the water. It was 

cold and looked clean, but a rumour spread that Tarland water was still poisoned by some black 

magic from the times of impurity. Some had even refused to help build the well. In the end, it 

was her father and the old man, Sai, who had sealed the last of the stone and built the frame for 

the line. That day, her father had lowered, and then hoisted the wooden cups Tarren and Tiger 

had painstakingly carved from Bittergum tree root. 

 “It has been hundreds of years since this land was poisoned and burned.” Every face in the 

village was tired and lined from thirst, but all eyes followed her father. He lifted one of the cups 

to his face. 

 “This water runs deep under the earth, it has been protected from the decay of the 

wastelands to the north. We still need to maintain the collectors, but this is what we will drink 

now.” And he had tipped the cups to his lips and drank noisily in front of them all. The water had 

splashed down his cheeks, in runnels through the layered dust that clung to his skin. For a 

moment she had seen Tarren’s youth there, in her father’s bright fearless eyes. When he had 
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finished, her father breathed a sigh of relief and exaggerated refreshment. 

 “Don’t be afraid. It is cleaner than anything grey that falls from the skies here. Cleaner than 

any of the meat or roots we can scrounge from the Tarlands. Drink it and be renewed.” The 

people had crowded around.  

 Time passed in the tar desert. Tiger grew. The village grew. She wondered about the world 

to the south; drank in the travelling traders’ whispers of giants, monuments and people in 

underground hiding. She thought less of the invisible thread. Sometimes when her father was 

away on a hunt, she would wander from the village, always farther each time. But the landscape 

didn’t change much. Flat. Empty. Hot. She knew that some day, if she wasn’t allowed to see 

something of the world, no matter how dangerous it was, that she would have to leave. She 

convinced herself that thread or no thread, eventually that would happen. 

 Then, two days before Tarren’s becoming ceremony she had felt something beckoning her 

away to the south, like the call of an invisible but conscious force. As she was sneaking off, 

determined to explore further than she had yet done, her nose started to bleed and she fell to her 

knees. All she could think of was her brother. Something seemed to force her back to the village. 

She staggered into the hut she shared with Tarren and her father.  

 “Sister. I was just thinking of you.”  

 Tarren was there with the entire village library spread before him: seven discernible books 

but also scraps and fragments, some of them so swollen and faded they were difficult or 

impossible to read. That didn’t matter much, as Tarren and her father were the only two in Tar 

Garden that could read a word. 

 “Tiger you’re bleeding.” 

 “It’s nothing.” 
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 She leaned against the smooth grain of the polished wall. Tarren just looked at her for a 

moment, and then he crossed the small space in three slow steps. 

 “I have something for you.” He said, holding out his large dark hand.  

 She reached out, but he pulled back. The late day’s sun had shone from the doorway in a 

wet smear across her knuckles. 

 “Hold on. The blood. Here.”  

 Slowly and carefully he used part of his tunic to wipe first her hand and then her upper lip.  

 “It’s stopped.” He decided, then carefully handed her a small rectangle of yellowed paper. 

 “What is it?” 

 “Your words. Your poem. It is called a poem.” 

 “But Tarren, father…” 

 “Forget father.”  

 He smiled then, small wrinkles at the corners of his eyes. When he smiled he looked so 

much like father and so forgetting was difficult. 

 “But I can’t read.” 

 “It doesn’t matter. You know the words.”  

 This was true. He had read it to her so many times. In what distant deeps or skies… 

 “Thank you.” 

 “I brushed the page with Sap of Arden but you should still keep it dry.” 

 “Why are you giving it to me now?” 

 “Because words have power. They will keep you safe.”  

 Tarren crossed back to the table, and began his small ritual of returning the documents and 

books to their home. He carefully wrapped the treasures in bigleaf. Three layers. Then he 
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reached up to hide them in their place between the roof supports, sat cross-legged on the floor 

and gazed out the door. They both watched the moving forms of the people as the village began 

to prepare for night.  

 He can’t know that I sometimes think of leaving. Can he? 

 “Why would I need anything to keep me safe? Is there news? Have raiders been seen?” 

 “No, nothing new. But change is coming.”  

 “You’ve been listening to old Miriam again.” 

 “She said Arroway would return. It’s been foretold.” 

 “Father doesn’t believe much of what she says.” 

 “I know Tiger. But it isn’t just old Miriam. It’s the air and the deep sky beyond. They tell 

their own story.” 

 “And what story is that?” 

 “That Arroway will return. When the Starchild is born, Arroway will return and unify 

humankind.” 

 “The stars told you all this?” 

 “And then the Starchild will conquer death. Think! What if the Starchild were born here? 

In Tar Garden? Who knows, it could be yours! Or mine.” 

 “I’ll never have a child, Tarren. But your becoming is at hand – and at least four of the 

women here would love to try to make you a Starchild.”  

 He blushed at her chiding, still only a boy.  

 “I believe that there is renewal coming. We can’t live in this clay wasteland forever, Tiger. 

We deserve to be delivered of it. I’ve seen the shapes of coming change in the sky.” 

 “You are seeing things again. You stare up at the stars too much. You think about them too 
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much as well. The best we can do is to hope that soon they will be gone.” 

 “That’s what she said. Miriam. That the time of The Watchers was at an end.” 

 “Well, then that is one thing I hope she is right about. But can things ever go back to what 

they were before, like in the stories of old times? When they built a glass tower that touched the 

sky and the world was filled with food of all colors and magical things.” She laughed. 

 “But then the stars threw down their spears.” He said quietly. 

 “You are too serious. Let’s go help prepare for the meal.”  

 She pulled him up and embraced him. 

 “Thank you for this, Tarren.”  

 She folded the poem carefully into her belt. He smiled, but his eyes were far away. 

 “Come on.” She pulled him out into the late day’s heat. 

 A few days later, Tiger woke early, before Tarren and her father. The night before had 

been Tarren’s becoming celebration. The men and women had given him some of the dream 

fungus, found only at the edge of the Inner Band. The celebrations had gone late into the night. 

She had gone to sleep earlier than the rest, uncomfortable watching the way the women looked at 

her brother now that he was permitted. Today, the entire village would sleep like the dead. She 

lay just before first light, eyes wide open, and heard that silent horn, calling. 

 She set out to the south to explore. Her father would assume she was west, checking rain 

collectors. The rains came infrequently but sporadically and a storm cloud had been spotted the 

night before. She walked, then ran. Even in the early morning, the sun could be harsh. Today her 

piebald skin tingled and soon the camp was only a brown bump on the horizon. Around her she 

saw nothing save the occasional distant rock, treacherous depression or uneven mound. These 

she avoided. Predators had been known to lie in wait in these places, animal and human.  
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 When she stopped to catch her breath, she scanned the horizon and thought she saw a wild 

cat moving in the north. But she blinked and there was nothing. Just a sun-wimple, perhaps. To 

the east, the terrain seemed to change. There were what could be hills. She knew based on the 

stories of some refugees that had found their camp, that if she went far enough that way, perhaps 

days, she would see mountains. 

 She pulled out her poem. Climbed to the top of a large stone. Took a deep breath. She 

performed the words, just as they were on the paper. But she didn’t chant them quietly as she 

normally did. The paper seemed to give them more power. She shouted them to the empty 

landscape to the south. She put extra force into the end of each line when there was a similar 

sound, as Tarren had taught her. When she was finished, nothing happened. The desert of clay 

still slept. Her face was hot. In her haste she had neglected to bring water, a good sign that today 

was not the day she was meant to leave. She wasn’t even sure that she was meant to leave. The 

feeling of being called had not faded. It was simply gone. She would have to go back. The sun 

had already traced five steps across the sky. She could make it back in four sunsteps and in time 

for the evening meal if she ran hard. Her father was likely to have discovered her absence by 

then. He would be angry with her. As she stood by the stone, she thought she felt it again, the 

pull south. Then, a sudden pressure came into her head and she cried out, fell to her knees. This 

was different. Something new. 

 “Tarren.”  

 She breathed between stabs of pain. There was trouble. She managed to get up and began 

to run. She ran without stopping. 

 She saw the smoke a long time before she could make out the shape of the village. A few 

spans after she could smell burning flesh. She sobbed as she ran – screamed – but her voice was 
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only the shadow of a dry whisper. Her vision swam as the feet of her leggats smacked the rubble-

streaked clay. Raiders. They could all be dead. It was her fault. She had left them. Closer now, 

but still maddeningly far off. She didn’t see anyone moving. 

 Then the wind changed. She saw forms slumped in the clay outside the village. She tried to 

call out but the wind swallowed all sound. One of the larger forms broke into two. One half rose 

from the ground, seemed to regard her, then began running towards her. She didn’t even realize 

that she had taken her bone-knife out. But as she neared the other running form, she saw that it 

was Sai, the old man.  

 “Look away child…Look away…” 

 

 

PART 1 

“Come and See” 

 

Chapter 1 

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright 
In the forests of the night 

   -William Blake 

 

 First they had to bury the dead…thirteen, including her father. The bodies of two dead 

attackers they pulled outside the bounds of the village and left to rot. By the end, her arms shook 

and she had nothing left to cry. Sai said some words. She slept, perhaps two sunsteps at the foot 

of her father’s shallow grave in the light of her still burning hut. Her mind, unwilling perhaps to 

rest despite the punishment done to her body that day, brought her a dream. 
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 The village burned fiercely, as though anew. In the sky, the moon seemed to expand 

towards her. She could see them come and go in its glow, The Watchers in their vessels. At the 

edge of the firelight, shadows moved. She peered into the darkness…tried to call out for 

Sai…couldn’t, as though her skin had grown over her mouth. The shadows moved closer out of 

the darkness. Four beasts, each different in size and form, crept towards her. She tried to get up 

and run, but first her hands melted into the clay, then her feet. The first of the four hulked close 

on twisted limbs, its yellowed eyes locked on hers. Her skin tightened in against her flesh, as 

though trying to flee from the beast. Its jaw, filled with reddened teeth, twisted open. 

 “Come and see.” It said. 

 She woke. A shadow moved quickly toward her against the dim glow of the last of the fire. 

Tiger screamed. 

 “A dream Tiger-Ghan, only a dream.” Sai clasped her by the shoulders. 

 “A nightmare.” She said, looking around at the dark mounds. “We go. Now.” 

 For two days and nights, Tiger and Sai chased the raiders across the clay. The first night 

was a moon-night and they were able to follow easily. The clay was heavy with the marks of 

many feet. With thirteen dead, that made twelve prisoners. The next day, they found signs of a 

brief camp. 

 “We are almost seven sunsteps behind.” Sai said, picking through the remains of the fire 

with his bone-knife. “They will make the first trees of the Inner Band by nightfall. 

 “I have never seen a living tree.” Tiger said. Though she knew of the different types of 

wood. Her father had taught her. 

 “If you truly mean to follow them, we will see little else from the borderlands on. Nothing 

grows here in the Tarlands – but inside, everything does.” 
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 “We don’t just follow Sai. We kill. In the dark. They have to sleep sometime.” 

 “There will be many.”  

 “I won’t force you to stay with me.” 

 “You won’t have to, Tiger-Ghan.” 

 “Don’t call me that, Sai. I’m not my father.” 

 “But you are, in your way.”  

 They didn’t sleep that night. It was easier to travel in the dark and out of the heat. The 

moon was always there, watching them. It didn’t move from its position in the sky. The 

Watchers came and went from somewhere far south: red green streaks on the horizon. 

 The third day they moved slowly, exhausted, finally lying down to sleep in the shade of an 

outcropping of rock. Tiger had no dreams. When they woke and pressed on, she noticed that the 

ground was becoming uneven. Scrags of brush began to appear. 

 “Sai, I see someone.” She stopped him. 

 “No Tiger. That is a tree.” They came closer. The old man was right. 

 “You have good eyes for an old man.” 

 “Or you have poor eyes for a young girl.” They laughed, but the sound was no comfort. 

She wondered if laughter would always ring hollow now.  

 Her first tree turned out to be a twisted branch sticking up from the ground, nothing of the 

green she had been told of. But more trees were to follow. Many, many more. 

 That night they moved slowly…The Watchers had taken the moon away and the darkness 

was absolute. They had to stop for a time, or risk losing the trail. Sai was able to make torches, 

but it took him some time to light them. While he worked, she closed her eyes. There was 

something new in the air here. It took her some time to realize that it was moisture. It clung to 
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her face and her sides as she lay against a broken, yielding tree. She may have slept. When they 

had light, they began to move. The trees grew thicker. Tiger heard animals hissing in the dark. 

An old fear gripped her. 

 “Sai. Are there lurks here?” 

 “Not yet Tiger. These are only wild cats. The lurks are further in. They haunt the deeper 

tangle. They love darkness.” 

 “The cats…will they try for us?” 

 “Not unless we both go to sleep. They are small, but don’t get close. The bite is poison.” 

 “There are so many of them.” 

 “Once they were a friend to man. But when The Watchers first came, there was chaos in 

the human world. These animals prospered. But their love of dead flesh changed them.” 

 It was at the end of that slow-moving, exhausting night that Tiger spotted, very distantly, 

the light of a fire.  

 “Not such bad eyes after all, young Ghan.” Sai said, leaning against a sapling that had 

twisted its way up from inside a much older and very dead tree. 

 “How far, Sai?” 

 “Hard to say. Perhaps nine sunsteps from here.” 

 “Nine?” 

 “Yes. They know these places. They also know that to stay long in one place is foolish. It 

will be difficult for us to catch them.” 

 “Come on. Faster.” 

 “No Tiger.”  

 Sai put out their torch. The distant fire was now the only thing she could see. 
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 “Why did you do that? We have lost enough time already.” 

 “If we can see their fire Tiger, they may see ours. Better they don’t know that any follow 

them.” 

 It was useless to protest and impossible to keep to the trail in only the starlight. They slept 

one sunstep each; taking turns keeping the cats at a distance with the many small stones that now 

littered the ground. Tiger made a game of trying to hit the ones that came too close in the ribs. 

But the first time she succeeded, one creature directed a surprisingly deep growl in her direction 

and regarded her with glowing eyes (come and see…) – so she stopped. 

 The next day, the fourth since her father’s heart stopped beating, they made better time and 

passed out of the sparse vegetation and into the true jungle of the Inner Band. After years 

daydreaming about glimpsing a life other than tar and dust, here she was in the forbidden place. 

As the bush thickened and the land became rocky, the first thing Tiger noticed was the sounds. 

Animals. Everywhere. All kinds. And she could see some of them. Birds of many colors when 

she had only seen black. Things that scurried. Swinging things that laughed. Every sound made 

her uneasy. With her bone-knife, Tiger made a small cut on her left arm to mark her passage into 

this place. Then changed her mind and cut three more. One for each day that passed without her 

brother. Sai only looked on. Nodded. 

 About midmorning, Sai’s foot kicked something loose from the dirt. He bent, scooped it up 

and held it out for Tiger to see. It was about the length of her arm from fingertips to shoulder. 

Mostly, it was tarnished and filthy. But when Sai rubbed at it with his tunic, it began to shine. 

There was a light in his eyes she hadn’t seen before. 

 “This is metal, Tiger. From the old times. Somehow the sweepers must have missed it.”  

 She had never seen metal and held it briefly with fascination. It was cold and hard. 
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 “What is it for?” 

 “I don’t know.” He frowned. “But it will be good for clearing bigleaf when we get into the 

true jungle. And if we had a really hot fire, we could make a blade of it.” His eyes lit with some 

memory of another life. She hadn’t seen him so animated before.  

 They walked as fast as they could in the now hot, moist air. Sai named the trees and plants 

for her from the depths of his memory as they grew thicker: Longshoot, Yew, Poplar, Crab-bush, 

blade-bush, skunkgrass, kill-weed, bigleaf, short beech, cripple-vine, Enoch’s poison, splinter-

spike and the list went on and on. Most she had never heard of. Some, like short beech and Crab-

bush, bore deadly fruit. Some like Cripple-vine and Enoch’s poison bore delicious fruit. At Sai’s 

insistence, she tasted some. Her stomach growled for more. 

 “Funny. The ones that sound the worst are safe?” She reached for more of the tart red fruit. 

 “Yes, but be careful not to eat too much. It has been a long time since I have been this far 

in. My memory may be faulty…or the fruit may have changed its mind.” 

 Not far from where they rested, was a small but swift moving channel of water. Sai pointed 

this out to Tiger. A feeling like wonder filled her heart as she lay on the ground and pressed her 

hot face into the cool current. She drank deeply. She splashed her chest and arms. She felt 

revived. It was difficult to leave the small stream. She had never seen one before. 

 By the time the sun reached its lower steps in the sky, they were both dripping with sweat 

again. The moon might belong to The Watchers, but the sun was as reliable as ever. In the late 

afternoon it created strange shades of color that played between the leafy green. Tarren would 

love the forest…in better circumstances. Tiger held her arm out into the light and the uneven 

pattern complimented her patchwork skin… 

 After staring at her arm for a time she realized she had stopped moving. Sai was 
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somewhere behind, tiring. She could hear him calling out faintly between breaths to her. She felt 

as though she could feel the pull on the imaginary thread that tied her to Tarren. As the sun 

dipped lower through the trees, she even felt for a moment that she could see it, stretched from 

her chest out into the tangle, gleaming with tension, ready to snap. The raiders that had taken her 

brother would know the route through the jungle, as Sai had said. They would move faster now. 

 Tiger began to run through the sweating big-leaf, her eyes darting from the heaving rooted 

ground to the tangle of the hillcrest ahead. Pink light stabbed through the gaps in the green and 

she knew the day was dying fast. Drawing air deep into her chest, she pistoned her legs and 

fought for the summit. If she could just get a trace of them before the light died, she could 

determine how far ahead they were. She vibrated with exhaustion. 

 Behind and below, she heard Sai hacking his way through the foliage with his new prize 

possession. He was wheezing badly trying to keep pace. Eventually she might have to leave him 

behind. 

 She reached the summit, nearly hurtling off the edge of a sheer drop, just able to grab hold 

a slender longshoot. Pink light stung her eyes and burned her skin. The landscape that rolled 

away in front of her shone. The trees, moist, reflected the setting sun. She had never seen 

anything like this in the Tarlands. If the longshoot hadn’t been waiting here, she would have 

tumbled into that lake of leafy glass. 

 She snapped back to reality. Her father’s crusted blood still coated the dirty grey front of 

her tunic. Her left arm throbbed. As her breathing slowed, she watched the tops of the trees and 

any clearings for signs of movement. Nothing. All around her the light was being sucked out of 

the world.  

 Where are they?  
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 The trail led here to this cliff edge. They must have veered left to get down.  

 Then where?  

 Straight again. Into the cover of the thickest jungle. The light was in its final narrowing 

now, a rotting purple. Tiger scanned the trees once more even as she heard Sai calling from 

halfway up the hill.  

 There. Movement just past center of her field of vision. Slight swaying of the treetops. She 

marked the place in her memory even as black inked into the purple and the sky died. In the last 

of the residual light, Sai collapsed heaving in front of her against the same longshoot. Then all 

went dark.  

 They climbed. In the dark, Sai was able to find a good tree, a strong yew with many 

branches. At his insistence, they climbed higher than Tiger thought necessary. There was one 

good hollow high up, a welcome surprise. 

 “You rest here, Tiger-Ghan.” 

 “You don’t have to call me that.”  

 But she took it, propped her head and shoulders against the damp inside of the tree. Her 

lower legs dangled off the thick branch. Sai was likely to stay awake most of the night watching. 

He sat propped between two forked branches, and though she could barely make out his outline 

in the cold glint of the starlight, she knew he was admiring the new tool in his scarred hands, 

turning it over, sliding his palm along its length. She heard it rasp rhythmically against his 

calluses.  

 Later, she woke, seized Sai’s wrist and guided him firmly into the hollow. He protested 

thickly through his exhaustion. 

 “Tiger-Ghan…” 
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 “Silence. Sleep old man, or you’ll be no use to me.”  

 She took the stick of metal from his hands. He fell into the hollow, already asleep. She 

balanced in the crook of the tree and listened. The jungle below was alive with sound. That was a 

good sign. Sai had told her that when lurks were near, the jungle went silent. They were high 

enough in the tree that any beasts (come and see) would have trouble reaching them. Yet her 

fears – based only on the memories of stories of running from the lurks, told by the others around 

the fire – remained. In the dark, her mind called forth its own images. Teeth on bone. Bright jets 

of blood.  

 She strained to hear the sounds of people: talking or perhaps low laughter. But they were 

not foolish enough to make a fire so deep inside the green, so she didn’t expect them to be 

reckless enough to attract attention with loud sound either. 

 Tiger had always preferred the moonless nights…unsettled by the hive-like activity and 

fiery green streaks of moon-nights. She had always found it hard to sleep when she could see it; 

wondering what The Watchers were doing there…what new horrors they may choose to unleash. 

She hoped that the raiders would also be forced to rest at night and that Tarren would be smart 

enough not to fight them. 

 There was a snap from below. Something large and heavy was moving up the hill near 

their tree. She stopped breathing. In the hollow, Sai was rasping thinly, almost inaudibly. She 

wanted to reach out and wake him, but couldn’t risk it. She gripped the thin rusted metal, Sai’s 

treasure. But it wouldn’t make much of a weapon. Below, there was more crackling. A heavy 

movement. A grunt. Was something climbing the tree? Come and see. 

 Out in the darkness, a high-pitched scream sounded, and was then cut short. The sound 

cooled her already chill bones. She tried to make note of the direction. Could it be from the same 
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place she had seen the swaying treetops at lights-end? At the sound of the scream the yeeking 

and tittering animals of the jungle went silent. 

 Below, there was another grunt, almost like words, and then an explosion of energy along 

the ground as something large moved quickly through the trees in the pitch-dark. She heard it 

moving down the steep slope, breathing heavily. After some time, the jungle returned to normal 

and Tiger heard nothing but Sai’s ragged breath. 

 By daybreak, Sai was awake and imploring her forgiveness for sleeping, particularly in the 

hollow. 

“Tiger-Ghan, it is unacceptable. Your father-” 

 “Don’t talk about my father right now, Sai. I need your help. You can track. But if you 

can’t keep up with me I’ll leave you behind.” 

“You must not do that. You don’t know all the dangers of the Inner Band.” 

 “All the more reason for you to keep the pace old man.” She began to climb down into the 

steep ravine and after a moment, Sai grunted and began to follow. 

 

Chapter 2 

What immortal hand or eye 
Could frame thy fearful symmetry? 

    -William Blake 
 

 It was mid-morning of the 6th day. Another cut. She made it deeper. But Tiger felt the 

press of time more intensely, fraying against her father’s thread, like an enormous bone-knife 

held by a giant hand in the sky, stretched down sawing. She knew that her brother would never 

become like them, would never forgive. When they reached their lair, they would try and fail to 

break him to their purpose – and so he would die.  
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 They were inside the Inner Band now, where life was controlled by The Watchers. There 

were snaken everywhere, of every color. As promised, Tiger could already see more varieties of 

tree than she could have ever imagined. Sai, of course, knew them all. This raggedweed has 

poison nettles. This gumtree delicious purple fruit – but only on the branches near the top. Tiger 

listened to him struggling to explain and move quickly at the same time. 

 “Sai, stop. Tell me when we rest.” 

 “I thought we were resting.” He said, and wiped his sweating face with the back of his 

hand.  

 Faster then. But navigating the steep slope was difficult. Tiger picked her way carefully, 

moving laterally away from Sai as she descended. If he slipped and fell, the two of them would 

careen to the bottom in a mess of shattered limbs, lucky only should they break their necks. Tiger 

reached the bottom and crouched in the soft green moss. Below her leg, something moved. She 

remained still. 

 “Tiger Ghan, the trail is still fresh, I can see-” 

 “Don’t move Sai.”  

 He stopped. Looked down at his own legs in the moss to mid calf, saw the rippling. Tiger 

heard the soft slake of dry skin. The moss bed stretched forward into the bigleaf. Everywhere 

there were what Sai had called Tepi trees, draped with looping vines. The mossbed writhed, a 

gently moving mass of greens. There was no wind this morning. Sai was still as stone; sweat 

beaded his brow. Tiger’s thick leather leggats would provide some protection. But Sai was 

barefoot. 

 “I’ll come to you. Don’t move.”  

 She stepped lightly, testing inside the gyrating mass. Now she could see them, sliding in 
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and out, over and under. One step brought a quick hiss and commotion of blind strikes under the 

moss. She could see that Sai was trembling slightly, though his face appeared calm. 

 “Perhaps we should run.” He said quietly.  

 Tiger’s silence was refusal. Two steps closer, eight more to go. She nosed the toe of her 

leggat into a mass of them, prodded for ground, found only more movement underneath. Finally, 

she reached the old man. 

 “Climb onto my back Sai.” 

 “Tiger-” 

 “Now.”  

 He obeyed. She felt his leathery skin. His wrinkled dry arms scraped the smooth hard 

round of her shoulders. He wrapped his legs around her and hooked his ankles. He was light. The 

ease with which she bore his weight frightened her. She leaned forward, bracing him…stepped 

more cautiously than before, looking for the shortest path out of the nest. 

 “There.” Sai whispered, pointing to a mound of rocks off to the right.  

 Tiger began to move slowly towards the rocks. She mistook one hard and still form for 

ground. There was a chorus of hisses and a Diamondhead reared up, struck. There was pressure 

on her calf. She stopped. Waited for release. The leggat was layered for harvesting in the 

northern snakenpits. She was unharmed. This time. But many of the snaken here were larger than 

in the Tarlands. She saw one half as thick as herself move through a thin place in the moss. The 

sun shined on a lidless emerald eye. Closer to the rocks now. A cloud of flies appeared as they 

neared the rocks. 

 “Those are not rocks.” Sai observed. Tiger pressed forward through the moss. A leg 

appeared, a seat, part of a shoulder. She stepped up onto the dead man. The flesh was swollen, a 
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deep purple hidden under dusty grey cloth and green moss. She paused on the man’s back. Long 

stealthy forms slithered out of the green, over the body and back in again.  

“It isn’t Tarren.” 

“No Tiger-Ghan. It is Daniel. Was.” A wave of revulsion washed over her and she hurried 

off the corpse. 

 Thirty more tense steps and a few strikes later, Sai slipped down and off from her back. He 

quickly moved to remove her leggats.  

 “No Sai, we must continue.” She pushed his hands away. “I am fine.” 

 “You would not feel the poison. We must be sure.”  

 He grabbed at her foot again. Tiger kicked him away, lightly.  

 “I said no.” 

 “Ok, ok.”  

 He put up his hands, grinning with a gapped mouth. He stood and surveyed the tangle of 

bush. 

 “The trail. You said it was fresh.” 

 “Very. I could see well the path they traveled as we came down the cliff.”  

 Crouching, Sai moved quickly through the undergrowth, the calluses of his bare feet 

rasping against the ground. 

 “Here.” He was gesturing to some split grass bushes. “They passed through here.” 

 “You’re certain?” 

 “Yes. Very. Look here.” Sai pointed to the tangled ground. “And here.”  

 Tiger saw nothing there but nodded.  

 “Your legs are bare, you won’t last long in the deep bush.” She said. 
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 “I will be fine.” 

 “Oh? Without me just now, you would be next to Daniel.” 

 Sai didn’t speak, just continued to examine the split grass. Tiger moved back into the moss. 

Soon she was back at the body. She performed a quick and careful search, found nothing useful. 

Then, forcefully, she guided the leggats off the dead man. His legs were bloated from the poison. 

Sai crouched patiently, watched. 

 “Put these on.”  

 Sai complied. They were loose on his frail legs. Tiger’s bone-knife gleamed white in the 

morning sun. She cut a length of vine, then crudely laced the top of the leggats. Daniel would 

have approved. 

 “Thank you.” 

 “I can’t read nature like you can. All I see is green and mud. Don’t die please.” 

 The jungle steamed as the sun rose. They waded through bigleaf and something Sai called 

natfern that released clouds of bothersome stinging bugs into the air in front of them. Tiger’s 

stomach growled for food, still they pressed on. Sai moved quickly but they could not run, the 

bush became so thick. Here, the trail became more obvious to Tiger as the brush thickened. She 

saw broken branches, trampled bigleaf and the occasional break or scuff to one of the long 

twisted roots that crossed their path everywhere. After a long time they came to a clearing. 

Embers of a morning cook fire. Sai crouched by the fire, poked the embers with his metal 

treasure. 

 “How long?” She demanded. 

 “Six sunsteps. Maybe less. Less.”  

 “If we catch them today I will kill their Ghan.” 
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 “Tiger, we must be cautious. They are too many to rush upon. Darkness will be our friend.” 

“My father’s death must be answered.” 

“It will be.” 

“Without a leader, they will scatter.” 

“Maybe. But there is risk to Tarren.” 

 Tiger moved closer to the fire. She crouched down with Sai, tried to see what he saw in the 

dirt and the ash. 

 “Teach me this.”  

 So he showed her the depressions, the particles, the layers. After some time they knew 

what was eaten: a large cat. 

 “But not a wasteland cat. A jungle cat, nearly your namesake.” Sai grinned.  

 She pressed her hand to her waist to check for the words. The poem was still safe there. It 

was the only physical connection she had left to her brother. Perhaps the thread was wrapped 

around it, unspooling as her brother was dragged further south. Twist the sinews of thy heart… 

 They knew how many were in the group, twenty-two, maybe twenty-three, plus the now 

eight bound captives. That meant they may have missed several bodies somewhere in the jungle. 

Or perhaps not. Maybe the large thing she had heard moving in the bushes in the night had…that 

Tarren could be one of those already dead was not a possibility she was willing to consider.  

 There had been ill treatment. Sai showed her the place on the ground where there was sex. 

Another place in the dirt where there was a fight or torture. 

 “They will use our women hard. Perhaps the men as well. Your brother and Aichlan likely 

protested the treatment and were beaten, here.” Sai moved his hand in a circle above the ground.  

 His face was sad but calm, as though he had seen all of this before, in some past life. Tiger 
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felt anger growing in her chest. Then she pictured her father…dead…and tamed her anger. Saved 

it. She would need it. 

 Midday. They moved on, the sun tingling their skin through the gaps in the trees. The bush 

thinned and they were able to run again. Sai with his steel toy moved in front now, whacked 

aside the grabbing green fronds. Tiger tried to be patient, but soon was out in front again. She 

felt the slow haze of the steadily progressing afternoon with a panic that defied the movement of 

time. She felt she must reach her brother by nightfall no matter the sunsteps that remained 

between her and him. Sai called directions ahead to her, sometimes forced her to stop. She was 

dodging the increasing pools of swampy and foul water when she heard a curse from behind. She 

stopped, dragged in a breath and turned back. 

  “We need to stop, move back. You are going too fast again.” Sai said. 

 “Keep your eyes on the trail.” She spat back.  

 Sai moved back into the leaf, muttering under his breath. After some time, he found the 

trail again. They stopped briefly to eat. Sai found many wild plants and some delicious fruits, 

many of which she had never seen before. She asked him why the traders never brought them 

such things. 

 “The fruit traders that visited us would never come this far in.” Sai said, through a 

mouthful of sticky purple fruit. There was plenty. It was more than Tiger had been accustomed to 

eating. There were stones, smooth and flat for them to sit on. They sat side-by-side, facing south. 

In the depth of the jungle, something screeched. 

“There is so much to eat here, Sai.” 

“Yes.” 

“Could we not have lived inside? Could we not have survived here?” 
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“No.” 

 “Why would we live so far out in those filthy, barren plains, struggling every day for meat, 

when there is so much here?” 

“You know why Tiger.” 

“You sound like my father. We must beware the lurks. Beware of gangs and raiders.” 

 “Yes, them too. All of them. This place, these things -- The Watchers did not make them 

for us.” 

 “Perhaps the old woman Miriam was telling the truth. She said they would be gone from 

the world soon. But I have never seen a lurk. And as for safety from the gangs…” 

“A raid was always a risk, one your father knew well.” 

 “Not well enough then. Look where it brought us.”  

 She spit the hard seeds of the dark triangular fruit at the flat of the rock. They bounced like 

pebbles into the greenery. 

 “This jungle is a deadly place. Their place. And we are not yet fully inside. ” 

 “You survived here, long ago. When it was worse. My father told me about you.” 

 “I was alone. And survival can be a very near thing.” Sai gestured to the wide twisted scar 

across his midsection.  

 Tiger had seen it before, run her hands over it as a child.  

 “What did they try to take out of you, Sai?” 

 He didn’t answer. They finished eating. They shared from her leather water skin. 

 “Tell me about Saxon Arroway.” 

 “Hmm. A legend. Built up in people’s minds.” 

 “Was he a real person? Tarren believes he was.” 
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 “Perhaps. Probably. But not this prophesy nonsense. He’s not going to come back from the 

dead and lead us all to salvation.” 

 “No,” she said, pulled the old man up by the arm. “Let’s keep moving” 

 The light was beginning to fade again and after a time the trail became difficult for Sai to 

find in the swampy ground. Tiger’s hope that they would catch the raiders before sunfall was 

fading. Her panic came and went in a useless cycle. Their leggats were caked with mud, their 

feet inside swollen and sweaty from abuse. 

“How close do you think we are to them?” 

“We are a few sunsteps from them yet.” 

“Can we not push on?” 

“Impossible. The sun will fade. We must be in the trees by then.” 

“There are some longshoots ahead, taller than these yews.” 

“Safer, yes we can stop there.” 

 Tiger entered the grove first. Here, there was almost no underbrush. The ground was 

covered with wide puddles, reflecting the pink of the tired sun. She had never seen so much 

water in one place in her life. At first, she thought she was looking at hummocks scattered across 

the dim glade; twisted mounds of root and earth heaved up by the soft ground. 

 “Sai…”  

 The words died in her throat as she saw one of the hummocks shift. What looked like an 

arm came free from the ground. Had they stumbled upon the gang sleeping? Could Sai have been 

so wrong in reading the trail? 

 Ten spans in front of her, another mound moved. In the dim light, she could barely make 

out the form and certainly no features. But she saw the clumps of earth fall from the shoulders 
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and heard a guttural growl. More forms began to shift up from the earth, some dripping with the 

stagnant water. Then she saw the dim blue glow at the neck through the mud, the red shine of the 

eyes. Lurks. A nest of them. 

 She turned, Sai was frozen behind her. Seeing with her. They locked eyes. 

 “Just run.” He whispered. “To the west. Don’t stop. Lose them and head south again. I will 

find you.” 

 “Sai–” 

 “Run Tiger. And if you can, climb!” 

 There was another growl and then suddenly the shapes in the dim were shooting forward. 

Sai sprinted off to the east. Still frozen, she watched as some of the dark forms tracked left with 

incredible speed after Sai. Some were still moving toward her. Her legs felt joined to the ground; 

her shins melted to the mud. One of the things uttered a sharp, loud barking sound. The sound 

unlocked Tiger’s legs and she sprinted west, towards the thicker jungle. The lurks followed 

closely behind. She ran blind into the dark jungle. Cuts and slaps of the foliage. Ragged breath. 

Panic. She was losing the trail by the moment, and felt her brother moving further away from 

her. Felt the slack in the thread drawing up. 

 Choking on her own sweat, Tiger fell over a patch of bramble high enough to gouge her 

thighs. Panic seized her body, but somehow she found she could pull herself underneath the thick 

twists of bush. She was panting, waiting for the lurks to find her and tear into her head with their 

razor claws and dripping snouts. She unsheathed her bone-knife. Held the ragged but hard blade 

against the thrumming artery in her neck. She wouldn’t let them eat into her face while she lived. 

One quick snick across the neck. It would be fast. She wondered if Tarren would feel the thread 

break. If he would carry it and spool it up the rest of his life. 
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 Time passed. She heard cracks, distant. Grunts. Far off barking growls. Then, nothing. She 

had lost them. Her breath came more evenly, through dry, cracked lips. A green glow began to 

grow in the sky. She had no way to mark time. It was a moon-night, but The Watchers guided its 

movement by some pattern unknown to her. The full round orb glowed green in her view. Faint 

streaks passed to and from the horizon as she could make out through the distant tree line. Red 

trails dissipated and fizzled to black only to reignite on the horizon as fiery lines that she could 

see even through the thick tops of the trees. There was no accompanying sound. Her head began 

to pound as she watched them come and go and she shut her eyes against the sear of the green. 

She slept. 

 They were around her when she woke. She could hear them moving through the bramble to 

her left. Shaking trees to her right. There were many of them. She wondered if Sai had made it to 

safety, perhaps high in the branches of a tree. They came closer still. Could they smell her blood? 

She pressed mud against the cuts. Her bone-knife found her throat again, waited there. Cold. 

Time passed, and the lurks did too, deeper into the bush. She waited. Re-sheathed her bone-

knife. Crawled out from the murk under the thorns. She moved through the jungle, the dim green 

shine let her see a few feet in front of her and no further. 

 She was lost. Stumbled forward dumbly, fighting back tears. A tree loomed in front of her. 

She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand. Two red orbs gleamed at her from the tree. A 

mud-rotten smell filled her nostrils. Her hand went to the knife at her thigh. Frighteningly strong 

arms seized her and a conical mouth appeared in the green haze of the moon. The face was 

horrible. She saw the faint blue pulse at the back of the neck, the swollen translucent sac. She 

knew exactly how she was going to die. Saw the formerly human teeth, elongated, all sharp. 

They would drive into the center of her face; tear in through her eyes and her nose. What was 
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once a tongue would then stab out, pierce deep into the frontal lobe of her brain, slither along the 

base of her skull and take its prize. And that’s when the thread would snap too. She was sure 

Tarren would feel it. Her eyes closed. She tried to repress her own desire for final resistance. She 

felt its hot and sickeningly pleasant breath. Like ripe fruit. 

 Then there was a sound. A twang. A wet thud. The grip loosened. Tiger opened her eyes. 

The shaft of an arrow protruded from the eye socket of the lurk. It grunted, the jaws yawned 

wide, the tongue lashed out towards her face. It fell into the mud, pulling her down. She strained 

away from it, slapped its powerful claws from her skin. Too late – the weight of the lurk brought 

her hard toward the ground. There was a brief sharp pain as her head struck something. The glow 

of the moon. Blackness. 

 

Chapter 3 

In what distant deeps or skies   
Burnt the fire of thine eyes? 

   -William Blake 
 

 She woke. He sat in front of her. In the dark, her vision blurry, he was only a pale shape in 

purple shadow. She reached to her thigh, but the knife was not there. Whoever sat in front of her 

had saved her life. And whoever sat there had also taken her knife. It wasn’t Sai. Tiger tensed 

herself to spring forward. So much time had already been lost. The trail was growing cold by the 

sunstep, the jungle filling itself back in over the passage of the raiders. If Sai was not dead, and 

even if she could find him, they may never find Tarren’s trail again. Soon the thread would break 

forever. 

 To overpower the form in front of her, she would need simply to be fast and to be ruthless. 

She was in some kind of a sheltered crescent of rock and bigleaf. There was no trace of the lurk 
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anywhere near them. This person sitting in front of her had carried her through the dark. A man 

then? Man or woman, both were likely to use her ill. If she was fast enough, perhaps she could 

simply disarm him. She stole herself to do anything necessary to win the struggle. Positioned her 

foot. Her muscles tensed. 

 The form in front of her spoke suddenly. She couldn’t understand the words. They sounded 

so much like Anglese, and yet as though they were spoken from a snake-throat. She opened her 

mouth and closed it again. Breathed once. The voice repeated the same words and this time, 

though the words were drawn out and had a hissing quality to them, she could make them out. 

 “Don’t be afraid,” said the voice. “Don’t be attacking us.”  

 The form shifted slightly and Tiger caught a glimpse of a large yellowish eye in what little 

moonlight pierced this thick part of the jungle. 

 “Who are you?” 

 “I am called Gralen.” 

 Tiger suddenly realized that she was not speaking to a man. Or a woman. The thing in front 

of her on the rock was a hybrid. Both human and watcher. An abomination whispered about and 

feared. 

 “Yes. Gralen, both it is.”  

 The thing spoke as though not used to the practice. Then suddenly, she felt a strange 

violation she hadn’t felt before. As though there was an unwelcome hand on the front of her 

mind, pressing. Could this hybrid read her thoughts? 

 “Yes. Speaking not Need. Can not you hear us?”  

 And then Tiger felt something in her head, a pressure deep inside, between her nose and 

eyes. A trickle from her left nostril ran easily to her lip. Somewhere she registered its metallic 
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flavour. Shapes like words formed in her head. Her vision swam and something pulsed behind 

her eye. 

 “Stop that...it hurts.” Immediately the pressure stopped. 

 “Gralen take your knife. Give it back.”  

 The thing on the rock shifted and Tiger tensed. An arm came forward in the dark; the light 

from the moon caught the white gleam of her knife. A thin grey hand held it out, in offering. 

 Tiger took the blade and some of the tension left her body. The hybrid did something with 

its face that could be a smile; in the dark all Tiger was sure of was a glimmer of teeth. 

 “Thanks many.”  

 She didn’t sheath the knife though, but kept it ready. There was a void of silence now. The 

hybrid remained still in front of her. She felt the push against her mind again. 

 “I said not to-”  

 But then a message came through clearly. Then another. An entire conversation seemed to 

attach itself to her mind. Her spine stiffened of its own accord and she felt the trickle renewed in 

her left nostril. She opened her mouth to speak again. Then realized she might not need to. Some 

time passed that way, with her head locked to its head. She couldn’t say how much time, only 

that the night slowly vanished. 

 The sun had yet to break through the dense canopy overhead but Tiger and her new 

companion were already moving through the cool shadows. It was always coolest just before 

dawn, and silent; even the snaken were still at this time. Tiger could still see almost nothing, now 

that the moon had left the sky, but Gralen led her. Gralen. That’s what he called himself. 

Claimed he wanted to help her. Don’t trust him, warned her other voice. Though without Sai, she 

needed him. 
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 Soon light licked through the canopy and caressed her face. Though in only sunsteps she 

would long again for the cool of the dim morning, now she welcomed the sun, the only lover of 

her piebald skin. Later, the heat would sting the freshest of the seven cuts on her arm. But Gralen 

shied from the light even now. He moved in the parts of the tangle that retained the night’s 

darkness; canopied yew trees with walls of stab-leaf and stagger-vine. They traveled through 

twisted ravines of moss growth. Here and there was an old road pierced in hundreds of places by 

diamond-root. Something inside her head was sore. It was a good kind of pain, like the pain that 

came after running, or after a hard day’s labour.  

 She thought of digging up clay-yams for her father, and the physical ache in her head was 

dwarfed for a time by something larger. She couldn’t help but think of her father’s body; all that 

remained of him now was a decaying mound wrapped in animal skins in a shallow grave. She 

told herself he lived on in Tarren. The son was the spitting image of the father. Tarren would 

look just like her father when he became a man. His voice would deepen and one day boom 

when he laughed, the lines around his eyes would sink into the skin when he became serious, just 

like her father. Their father. That is, if those that had hold of Tarren hadn’t already...she couldn’t 

think like that. She would think of something else. But what?  

 Sai. He could be alive. And he was, aside from Tarren, the last living reminder of her 

father. Always at her father’s side, Sai was subservient in a sullen but diligent way. Her father 

had saved Sai from one of the techno tribes, from the lost sons of Arroway. Two men had been 

trying to take something out of his body. Her father had interrupted while he was hunting. The 

men, hands slick with Sai’s blood, had been no match for her father, who had moved through the 

jungle on silent, practiced legs. 

 There had been a long recovery. Sai a ghost under uneven sheets of dried leaf, cold clay 
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packed over his wound. Tarren had been young and so forbidden to see the warped scars twisted 

across Sai’s stomach that leaked green pus. But Tiger had been often in attendance under that 

canopy and saw the old man sweat and writhe in fever. Watched her father, sometimes others, 

carefully wash the angry scars with the bitter water of red-fern oak bark and then repack the 

wound with fresh clay. Eventually, she had learned to take care of him. Had washed the green 

wound and packed red clay on it and dabbed cold mud on Sai’s forehead.  

 A cold grey hand clamped onto Tiger’s forearm and she jerked back to the present. Gralen 

stood in front of her, closer than ever before. In the light she could see its seemingly poreless 

skin stretched tight across an oblong face. Its head stretched unnaturally far back from its smooth 

brow. It smiled and for the briefest moment the expression was so like Tarren’s…then the sharp 

teeth caught the light. They were stained – likely from the same juicy purple fruit Sai had shown 

her grew in abundance here – yet the color was so like blood. Tarren vanished then. But for a 

moment, she had seen something human. The hairs everywhere on her skin moved. She took a 

step back. 

 “You frightened me.”  

 She was thinking it too, opening her mind to him temporarily. It was easier than before. He 

was hot, needed to keep cool, find a place to rest. The area ahead was dense with snaken, they 

must move around it. What was worse, there were great ones ahead. 

 “Great ones?” She asked aloud.  

 It was only the closest translation her mind could make of his thought, which seemed like a 

hundred meanings compressed into one. They had stopped on a small rocky hill. The trees were 

thinner here, the scrub brush thin. Gralen leaned back against a tall, cool rock, out of the reach of 

the sun. Words pressed into her head. 
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 Those that work and build. 

 Is there a danger? 

 Always danger in the world. 

 From The Great Ones? 

 Yes. 

 Tiger realized Gralen meant the giants. Her father had called them Lurk Kings. Sai called 

them Nephilim. 

 Yes. Giants. Many ahead. Not safe for Gralen, or for human. 

 How do you know they are there? 

 “Gralen sensing them from far. They haven powerful mind.”  

 The hybrid’s speech was clearer than before. 

 “How close are they?” 

 “See…” 

 “I don’t understand.” 

 “See! Come”  

 Come and See.  

 Gralen pointed ahead through the trees, towards the high end of a ravine. 

 “We can see them from there?” 

 “Come.” 

 They moved upwards and Tiger saw that Gralen was right; there were more snaken here. 

One stabbed out with its fangs at her ankle; she mashed its head with her heel. Another dropped 

on her from a tree, its fangs latching to the leather strap across her chest. With a quick motion – 

to hesitate meant to die – she twisted its neck and removed the head with her knife as she 
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walked. She knew this snaken, covered with red spots and highly poisonous. There were a good 

many in the clay pits to the north of their village. Good eating, if one was sure to remove the 

poison sacs. She could use the poison if they found the gang. She wrapped the head in a large 

yew leaf, then slipped it into her small leather pouch, beside the poem. None of the snaken 

attacked or came near to Gralen. 

 They came to the top of the ravine. Gralen raised a thinly muscled arm into the bright sun 

and pointed to the valley below. Then it retreated to the shade and squatted down on the ground, 

watched her with its large yellowish-black eyes.  

 Tiger stepped out into the sun; a wave of heat seared the sweat to her already hot skin. At 

first it seemed that the treetops in the distance were moving, but there was no wind. Her eyes 

were bleary in the blinding light. She pressed the backs of her hands to her damp eye sockets. 

Then her eyes adjusted and she realized that she was not seeing trees. 

 “So it is true.”  

 Her bone-knife fell from her hand and stuck into the leaf littered ground. Her mouth 

remained open. She slowly regained her breath. They had come to a place where the jungle was 

thinner and down from where she stood, further than she could throw a stone and yet somehow 

too close, the giants were moving. 

 “I thought that the stories were only meant to scare us. To keep the younger ones from 

following into the jungle during the hunt.”  

 Though she wasn’t exactly speaking to Gralen, the hybrid stirred and came nearer to the 

light. 

 “Great Ones serves us.” 

 “I don’t understand.” 
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“Great Ones is us.” Gralen smiled through eyes misted from the stinging light. 

 “Us? You mean like you? Like me?”  

 Though she didn’t speak it aloud, she felt another moment’s revulsion at the thought that 

she and Gralen were alike. She wondered if he knew what she was thinking. She was getting 

better at feeling when it was in her head. She couldn’t feel it then. 

 “Yes. Like us.” 

 “And they serve people? So will they serve me?”  

 She looked down at them again, there must have been a hundred or more of them, moving 

through the trees, pushing them aside like long-grass. They seemed to be carrying something. 

 “No. Serves us.” 

 “Serves you? You and me?”  

 From this distance she couldn’t quite make out their faces, but the giants looked human 

enough to her. They were all naked except for a loin covering of some kind. They all seemed to 

be male. 

 “No. See.”  

 There was pressure on her mind again. She opened her mind, understood. The Watchers 

had created the giants. The giants were their workforces. The giants were their slaves. 

 “They work for them?” Tiger pointed up to the skies.  

 Gralen nodded.  

 “And you are one of them.” Tiger said.  

 Gralen’s teeth came together and its lips twisted into a half smile. 

 Part them. Part you. I am lost. 

 These giants were once people like me? 
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 Yes. 

 I don’t understand, how have they been changed? 

 Gralen closed its eyes, brought its fingertips to its temples and Tiger’s mind flooded with 

information. She fell to the ground, her left knee smacked against a mossy rock and her jaw 

hinged open. The breath was forced from her lungs. She saw it all simultaneously (come and see) 

and felt an immense pressure in her skull…couldn’t make sense of… felt her left eye 

bulge…blood explode from her nose. Her vision swam. Falling. Gralen moving quickly toward 

her, like a massive snaken. 

 

Chapter 4 

On what wings dare he aspire?   
What the hand dare seize the fire? 

    -William Blake 
 

 The sun was high in the sky when Tiger woke from unconsciousness. Gralen was kneeling 

over her and she felt its cold touch on her skin. Panic seized her but before she could respond to 

its chill flesh, it drew away from her. The panic faded. She glared at it distrustfully. Her head felt 

like a crushed orango, the only sweet fruit that her father had ever been able to bring back from 

traderuns and her favourite. She had loved being asked to step on them at mealtimes; she would 

crack the hard shells and scrape the fruit into the communal bowl. Tarren used to wash with the 

peelings and he had always smelled of the crisp fruit. She could smell it now. Her head throbbed. 

It was the seventh day. 

 “What did you do to me?”  

 Now she felt information crowding her mind, sudden unwanted but remembered 

knowledge, as though from a recent nightmare. It all hit her at once and violently forced the 
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memory of her brother to evaporate. She leaned over, retching.  

 “The lurks…the giants…people, we are all the same – stages in their service. Your 

brothers. The Watchers. The Grey Devils.”  

 She spat this last, staggered over to the large tree she had held before, tried to catch her 

breath. Gralen didn’t speak, only regarded her cautiously. 

 “Only – your kind…they are different. And so you…you are different somehow too. From 

some other place. Far beyond here. Far far away.” 

 Gralen nodded and moved closer to her. He reached out a thin arm and beckoned to her to 

step closer to him. Tiger was not sure why she thought of Gralen as male. Its lack of 

distinguishable breasts was the only physical indication. A loose fitting leather wrap was all the 

creature wore to hide its genitals, if it had any.  

 “What? What do you want now?”  

 But she moved closer anyway, despite her instinct to refuse. 

 “No more now…I don’t think I can handle any more.”  

 Gralen nodded and was reaching out slowly, carefully, for her head. The grey hands seized 

her again, but this time the pain in her mind disappeared immediately. She could think clearly 

again. The pulsing, blinding ache that had sat behind her eyes was gone. The thin arms drew 

away again. 

 “Better.” 

 Gralen watched, curiously, as she cut another thin line into her arm. Seven. Then they both 

returned to watch the giants trudge along. The day was hot and they had not found the trail. Now 

the path ahead was blocked by a long, seemingly endless line of walking monsters. 

 “The lurks collect something from us…in our heads. When they get enough of it, they take 
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it…somewhere…south. Then these giants are made.”  

 That wasn’t precisely it. Gralen nodded though, close enough. 

 “I want to get closer. I want to see them up close.” 

 “This bad. We stay away.” 

 “We will be careful not to be seen.” 

 Gralen shrugged, but she could feel its desire to travel by another route. They began to 

descend into the ravine. The trees were thinning here on the side of the hill. At the bottom the 

trees became sparse in a way she hadn’t noticed since the borderlands between Tar Garden and 

the Inner Band. As they moved closer, she was able to better distinguish the giants from one 

another. Each of the hulking forms wore some kind of loincloth made from a material she didn’t 

recognize. The material gleamed, seemed to absorb and hold the light. 

 The air was filled with grunts and a low rumble. It took Tiger a moment to realize that they 

were talking. Some of them were laughing. She could not understand their language. They spoke 

it mostly with their lips curled back or mouths open, their dialogue a hundred gentle collisions of 

harsh sounds. It was almost as mesmerizing as the shimmering cloth. Gralen hunkered low at her 

side. Tiger could feel its fear, greater now than before. After moving closer, she looked back and 

realized that Gralen would go no further. Tiger proceeded on her own, crouching low to avoid 

being seen, moving silently in her leggats through the denser places in the underbrush. The trees 

were much thinner now and if she were to stand up she would risk being seen. 

 The giants walked like men. But their bodies rippled with muscle in ways she had never 

seen. The arm of one of the giants was larger than Tiger herself. She thought of how easily one 

of them could crush the life from her body. Yet still, she moved forward, filled with curiosity. 

The giants were still laughing, marching with huge burdens of stone. Each of the blocks they 
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carried was larger than she was. Some of the Giants, in groups of three or four, carried even 

larger blocks. These giants were sweating and grunting and moving more slowly than the others. 

Then, incredibly, a giant stone appeared at the edge of her vision. It looked to be larger than her 

father’s hut had been back in their camp, perhaps twice the size. But she saw no giants. This 

stone was floating through the air. Surely Gralen had damaged her mind – this could not be 

possible.  

 She raised her head above the bush. The last stone was indeed the largest of all. But Tiger 

was wrong that there was no giant moving it. The giant seemed to be the last in the long parade. 

He held something long and slender, like in length to the browned steel Sai had found. She 

couldn’t be sure it was metal, as it was shining with golden light. The end was rounded and the 

giant had it pressed against the stone. She heard a low humming. As the giant passed her, the 

small hairs on her arms and the hair tied behind her head seemed to vibrate towards the stone, the 

golden rod or perhaps both. The sound seemed to vibrate in her bones and she couldn’t help 

letting out a gasp. The giant turned and Tiger dropped back into the green. 

 “Abur-Mahkt. Hekt-do!” The giant bellowed out. Tiger’s first thought was to run. But she 

knew she couldn’t outrun this creature, not with the trees thin like they were here. She needed 

the deeper tangle, something that would slow the large things down. So she pressed even flatter 

to the ground instead. She looked for Gralen and saw nothing. She should have listened to its 

warning. From where she lay, she could see the legs of the giant. Then another pair of legs 

appeared, running back towards the first. She tensed, clenching her bone-knife. Tiger could not 

see the stone, but she knew it was there. She could still feel the hum, everywhere in her body. 

The two begin to speak in abrupt, harsh sounding tones. 

 Then the second giant suddenly ran off ahead once again. Tiger’s grip relaxed slightly. The 
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first giant yawned. He hadn’t moved. Suddenly she saw the stone come lower into view. Then 

lower. Finally it seemed to be resting on the ground. The hum stopped and a massive thud 

rippled across the ground. Tiger shook with it. And then, the giant sat down, back against the 

stone. She could not see its face, but heard it let out a long, exhausted breath. 

 Maybe it didn’t hear me. Tiger waited. Aside from the giants deep and slow breathing, 

there was only silence. Perhaps the giant was sleeping. If she didn’t go now, she may miss her 

only chance to escape alive. With the practiced silence her father had taught her, she came to her 

feet in a crouch and looked over at where the giant was resting. 

 But the dark haired giant was staring right at her. His eyes settled directly upon Tiger’s. 

She was too frightened to move or even to breathe. Something deeply intelligent within his gaze 

made Tiger shudder. The eyes were old; as if there was knowledge there that Tiger could only 

dream of. In that one instant she was filled with the surety that the giant knew more about the 

world than she ever would. 

 The corners of the Giant’s mouth turned up in a half smile. His eyes did not change 

however, and remained locked on hers. Tiger waited, her pulse pounding. The sweat on her skin 

multiplied. She heard the lack of sounds around her in sharp focus. Her muscles twitched, and 

despite her fear, she was ready to run if she must. She hoped that her body would listen to her 

mind. 

 The giant said something. His words were unintelligible to Tiger. He did not move from 

where he sat. He glanced around, peering into the edge of the woods and the tangled underbrush, 

looking to see if there were any others. Then, the giant spread his massive hands—palms up—

and raised his eyebrows. The sound of the other giants moving had faded into the forest ahead. 

Somehow, Tiger found words. 
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 “Hello.” She said quietly. “I am alone. Do you speak my language? Can you understand 

me?”  

 The giant smiled wider. 

 “Ah. It has been a very long time, but I can speak in the older English.”  

 “I’m sorry to disturb you. You won’t hurt me?” 

 “Hurt you? Oh no. Of course not. Unless you can see a reason that I should do so.” 

“You are a giant. You could crush me if you wanted to.” 

 “Giant.” 

  “What do you call yourself?” 

 “You may call me Nahim. This is close enough.” 

 “Nahim. Do you mind my asking where are they going? Why have they left you behind?” 

 “On the contrary, why have I ordered them forward?” He narrowed his eyes and looked at 

her expectantly. 

 “You are their leader?” 

 “No. Well, yes. There are considerations. There is the code. The word. The law.” He 

tapped the golden rod that lay at his side. 

 “You are human. I have not talked to one in many years. I have never seen a human like 

you before. Your skin is very different. From where did you come? You don’t look as the grave-

lings.” 

 “Grave-lings?” 

 “Those that dwell under. I thought maybe your skin is a result of living deep.” 

 “My skin has always been like this. Have you seen them recently? Gravelings?” 

 “No. I have seen very few of you. The ones I have seen are always running from us Giants, 
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burrowing in their secret tunnels. Gravelings and Cavelings. But you are different. You are 

pleasant. And polite. I like politeness.” 

 “You are not the ones destroying us? Sending my kind under the ground?”  

 “We are builders, not breakers. We destroy nothing. We collect, we build, and we work.” 

 “Your masters are the destroyers then.” 

 “All serve Those Who Watch.” 

 “I am searching for my brother. You’re certain you have not seen a group of humans 

traveling? I had the trail and have lost it.” 

 Suddenly the giant stood. At his full height, Tiger had to crane her neck up to look at him. 

She felt her pulse pound. The giant gazed down at her. If she could convince this giant to travel 

with her and with Gralen, they might find her brother all the faster. The giant would be able to 

see over many of the trees. Not the tallest longshoots of course, but certainly the smaller fronds, 

stagger-pricks, bushes and bigleaf.  

 The giant’s face darkened and he tilted his head.  

 “Who are you travelling with?”  

 Nahim took a few steps towards the tangle that Tiger had emerged from. Tiger’s pulse 

pounded as the giant neared her. Every step he took vibrated the ground under her feet. 

 “What makes you think I am travelling with anyone?”  

 Tiger looked for signs of the hybrid. It seemed that Gralen didn’t want to be seen. 

 Nahim turned suddenly, an angry look clouding his large features. 

 “If you want the continued generosity of Nahim, human, then you will cease your lies. I 

can smell the hybrid. Have it come out.” 

 Tiger could feel a throbbing in her temple. How was this possible? She felt a sudden press 
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against her mind. She let Gralen speak to her. 

 RUN.  

 The force of the word almost knocked her over.  

 RUN NOW RUN.  

 Her eyes slammed closed in pain and she pressed her hand to the front of her head. She 

was dizzy… 

 Before Tiger knew what is happening, enormous hands seized her and lifted her up off the 

ground. She felt how easily Nahim could crush her.  

 “Come out hybrid! I will squeeze the life from this human if you do not.” 

“Let me go.”  

 She struggled to retrieve her knife, but the press of the giant’s callused hand pinched her 

hand and arm against her thigh. Then the giant began speaking in the thick language she did not 

understand. 

 “Mallahk-Tesht. Trablick-Wickt, trablick-tallat. Forshtune. Wicktet-Mahkt. MAHKT! 

 Tiger tried to relax her body and speak to Gralen, to tell it to run. But she had trouble 

directing her thoughts without knowing where Gralen was. She looked to the bush where she last 

saw it, thought she saw movement there. 

 Nahim continued to say the strange word again and again; mahkt, mahkt, mahkt. If this was 

to be the end of her short life, then she would not die screaming. She relaxed her body and closed 

her eyes. Tried to picture Tarren. Where he might be. Thought about that thread, imagined 

herself gathering it in her hands, pulling. 

 “MAHKT!” The giant shouted again.  

 Pounding…shaking. A rustle in the bush. Opened her eyes. 
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Chapter 5 

And what shoulder, & what art   
Could twist the sinews of thy heart? 

    -William Blake 
 

 Gralen stood writhing in visible agony in the sunlight. 

 “Pakhasht! Gralen. Chik-mo Spekhetha?”  

 The giant set Tiger down suddenly. As soon as his hands left her body she was drawing her 

knife and rolling away from the giant. Gralen shielded its eyes from the sting of the sun. Tiger 

could see its pale skin beginning to burn immediately in the heat.  

 “Get away from us!” She yelled, pointing the small bone-knife at the giant. 

 Nahim regarded them for a moment and then threw his head back in laughter. His laugh 

was a deep boom.  

 “Spekhetha Gralen! Imkesh Khetap Eagrr-ma chik-mo gru-tep!” Nahim roared, then threw 

his head back in deeper laughter.  

 Tiger looked from one to the other, confused. 

 “Yes, Nahim. I can speak in human tongue.”  

 Gralen seemed ashamed, continued looking at the twisted earth. Nahim only roared louder. 

 “Ah, you see girl! I know this hybrid that leads you. A snaken of a creature, shunned by 

your own kind and also by Those That Watch.” 

“I don’t understand.” 

 “Of course not. This creature has told you nothing of the world. It is likely that it would 

have taken you deep into the woods, hypnotized you and fed on your blood.” 

 “No. He saved me.”  

 But Tiger felt more and more frightened. The world of the Inner Bands was beyond 
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anything she had imagined. Her brother seemed farther from her reach than ever before. Each 

moment was another of her brother’s now limited heartbeats. 

 “Ahhh, Gralen, for all your newfound powers of speech, you have told this human little of 

your history.” 

 “How do you know each other?” Tiger gestured to them each in turn with the blade.  

 Gralen met her eyes with its own yellow orbs. The pupils were slits and the grey skin 

flamed with red. She felt the pressure on her mind again suddenly. 

 Do not tell Nahim you can Hearen Gralen thoughts. 

 Tiger met the eyes of the hybrid. Gralen stared levelly back. 

 “Ah…a blade. Where did you find such a thing?”  

 Nahim was transfixed by the knife, began to move towards her. Tiger backed away, held it 

in front of her. 

 “Don’t come any closer, or I will use it.”  

Nahim’s eyes widened and then he broke into more laughter. 

 “Very well human girl. Please, don’t hurt me!” Nahim raised his hands in mock obedience. 

“How have you managed to avoid her wrath, Gralen?” 

 “Don’t mock me.”  

 Tiger felt heat rise into her face. The giant sat back down, this time on the broken trunk of 

one of the great trees. It creaked under his weight. 

 “Apologies, odd spotted human child.” Nahim held his hands in a pacifying gesture. “Let 

Gralen use his newfound ability with the human tongue to tell you how we know each other.” 

 Tiger looked to Gralen. The creature was shaking now, its entire body beginning to turn 

pink. 



	  

	  
	  

73	  

 “Gralen…get out of the sun.” Tiger moved to the creature and helped it to the shade of a 

twisted tree. 

 Nahim watched bemused as Tiger helped Gralen sit atop a rock. She removed the bow 

from its back and shoulder and found a pool of shaded water. Using a handful of sponge-moss, 

she brought it the cool water. Gralen nodded gratefully and used the moss to cool its skin.  

 “He can’t be in the sun.” 

 “Ah, yes.” A small smile played at Nahim’s lips and he began to walk. His thick black hair 

hung down against his shoulders and he turned his face back to them. “Come.” 

 “Where are we going?” 

 “Out of the sun. We can talk while we travel.” 

 “Then you will come with us?” 

 “I will guide you some way, but not far. I have stone to move.” 

 “I thought we were as flies to you.”  

 Tiger hesitated at the edge of a tall row of shaded yews. 

 “You are different than most humans. I find you interesting. The code forbids me to harm 

this creature.” Nahim gestured at Gralen. “For you, my word will have to suffice. Come.” 

 That was enough for Tiger. It would have to be. She helped Gralen and they followed 

Nahim past the enormous stone and back into the jungle beyond. She was glad to be moving 

again. Somewhere in the distance, there was a long, drawn out and ominous sound, as though 

some long lost instrument – like she’d seen in one of Tarren’s books – had been raised to 

otherworldly lips. 
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PART II 

“The Revelation” 

 

 

CHAPTER 6 

And when thy heart began to beat,   
What dread hand? & what dread feet? 
    -William Blake 

 

 The odd party moved for three sunsteps through dense jungle. Nahim at times left a swatch 

of destruction larger than the trail of the gang they had been following. Tiger began to worry that 

she had lost the trail when she had lost Sai. But Gralen was confident that he would soon find the 

trace.  

 All must travel the Three Bridges Road for a time. It is the only path South. We must leave. 

Nahim is dangerous.  

 Tiger knew nothing of this road. But she did know that at the moment to suddenly leave the 

company of the giant seemed far more dangerous to her. So she ignored Gralen for the time 

being. 

 “You know Gralen.”  

 Tiger increased her pace and fell in beside the giant. 

 “Yes, I know him. I am walking you to the road used by the humans; they call it the Three 

Bridges Road. We Eloh-hakim call it the Channel of Death. My people fear that place, almost 

above all others. I should not like to enter there. But it is your best chance to find those you seek. 

There should be just enough time for this tale. And I do love stories.” 

 The jungle – which had all but emptied of the sounds of life as the giant made his passage 
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– cloaked them from the burning touch of the high sun. The giant began to speak. As he did, his 

hands came up and formed exaggerated shapes and movements in the air. 

 “After the times of the darkness, when the struggle of your people was all but ended, there 

were those of your kind that persisted, in the dark places under the dirt and rock. In those days, 

Those That Watch came more frequently upon Gaik-tat Mulak.” 

 “Gaik-Tat Mulak?” 

 “This place.” Nahim gestured with his arms to everything around them. 

 “The Earthen?” 

 “Yes! Earth, as your ancestors of old would call it. We, the giants – or the Nephilim as you 

call us – refer to ourselves as the Eloh-hakim. When Those That Watch came down upon the 

earth to awaken us, they were often in the land. At this time the servants, the Hakim, were less in 

the land.” 

 “What are Hakim?” 

 “Your people have different words for them. The collectors. The children.” 

 “Lurks? The dog-faced eaters?” 

 “Ah. Such nasty words for our saviours. Our children. But yes. The humans call them lurks 

in the Outlands. You must be from there, a child of the scattered. The collectors, or lurks if you 

must, had reduced you humans to near extinction. Those That Watch came down to awaken us 

Eloh-hakim. But there was one day when something incredible happened.” Here Nahim paused 

and looked to Gralen. The hybrid regarded the giant suspiciously. It had lost its pink sun-angered 

color and was regaining its former ashen hue. 

 “The Great War?” Tiger said.  

 Her favourite of the old tales. For Tarren it was a singular obsession. Around the night fire, 
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Sai had always told the story best. 

 Nahim narrowed his own eyes at Gralen. 

 “Be careful of this hybrid. It can read your thoughts. Have you felt pain in your head, 

here?” Nahim gestured to the front right of his own massive skull. Tiger shook her head, looking 

over at Gralen suspiciously for effect. She felt the grip on her mind relax and suddenly realized 

she could trust neither of these strange creatures. Remember that they know each other. She told 

herself. 

 “The Great War… many events have that title, but only one that would live as such in the 

recent memory of your people. Perhaps we speak of the same one.”  

 Nahim looked back at them both with eyes that seemed they could measure the depth of 

time itself.  

 “The humans came from under the earth in large numbers. They were half-starved and 

filled with bloodlust, but they were also organized. Under one leadership.” 

 “Saxon Arroway. May he rise once again,” Tiger said, unconsciously touching her 

forehead and thinking of her brother. 

 The giant stops to consider her. 

 “Hmm.” 

 From where he was slinking along behind them, Gralen hissed. The snaken-like response 

was a surprise to Tiger. She shied away from him, watched him more carefully. 

 “Gralen and his kind are few and have reason to hate this name. Saxon Arroway, the great 

leader of the men from the earth. Yes. I had only just been awakened, a few turns before the 

attack. I was stretching into my new skin. You can’t know what it feels like to be asleep for as 

long as I was.” 
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 “Saxon Arroway was the last great hero. Unless you believe the Starchild prophesy.” 

Nahim just smiled. 

 “If you will understand more about the one you travel with, you should hear the story from 

another side.” 

 “I am listening.” 

 “When the humans appeared from beneath the earth, it was a surprise to Those That 

Watch. Perhaps they did not watch closely enough. There is a place far from here, a sacred place 

that you will likely never see, Aluk-Makhit. It is the place where my people are reborn. Those 

That Watch created this place. Your ancestors tried to destroy the temple. Many of the Eloh-

Hakim perished defending it. Many of my brothers.” 

 “My father told me Saxon Arroway broke the neck of a giant with his bare hands.” 

 Nahim threw his head back and a landslide of laughter tumbled out towards Tiger. 

 “Perhaps girl, perhaps. Yes, stories of heroes and their deeds are often exaggerated. But 

this human man Saxon is much respected by the Eloh-Hakim for his bravery. He led his men to 

their death trying to reach the temple of Aluk-Makhit. Many of my kind were killed in the battle 

at the great river. Perhaps you have heard of it?” 

 “Yes. That is where Saxon made his last stand. The river Arroway, my father called it. I 

thought it was just a legend.” 

 “Ah. Not so. I was there, at the battle. To our people the river is The Elin. It is our sacred 

place to bathe.” 

 “You were there? Impossible. That would be almost one hundred years ago.” 

 “I helped build that temple with these hands.”  

 Nahim stopped and regarded his callused and scarred hands, which had been moving in 
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time with his story. 

 “These temples. Why do you build them?” 

 “In time…in time. I hope you live to see an Eloh-Hakim temple. It is a wonder to behold. 

Our temples will exist here long after all of us are gone from this place. The river temple is the 

gateway to the Aluk-Makhit, and that is our sacred place. There I fought the humans. I took 

many lives. One brave human gave me this” Nahim lifted his arm and showed Tiger a twisted 

scar along his side. “I spiked his head at the temple steps in his honour.” 

 “Some say that Saxon survived the Great War and lives still.” This was always Tarren’s 

favourite part of the story. 

 “I have heard many stories. Our legend is that he was bitten by one of the Elin snaken and 

turned to stone. My people say he still stands defiant in some lost part of the jungle.” 

 They had approached a deep valley that stretched nearly a thousand-span across. Here the 

jungle thinned. Across the valley, Tiger could see a twisted and crumbling protrusion of stone. It 

sneered out from the place where the green suddenly grew thick once more. 

 “What is that place?” She pointed. 

 “The beginning of the Three Bridges Road. Where we must part ways. Come.”  

 They started down the slope, Tiger close behind Nahim and Gralen slightly back and to the 

side, picking his way carefully through what shadow he could find. 

 “We were winning. The war drawing to a close. But the humans were able to take prisoners 

of some of Those That Watch. We tried to follow into the jungle and killed many of them, but the 

remaining humans escaped under the ground. We could not follow.” 

 She suddenly realized Nahim had just spoken her greatest fear aloud. If the raiders were to 

reach the underground network before…  
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 Gralen spoke up then. 

 “Humans creating us from pain. Tortures deep in the ground.”  

 Tiger regarded his strange features once again – the almost dual nature of his skin tone, so 

unlike her own patched skin – it was as though Gralen’s skin changed with the light. Sometimes 

the skin looked human. At other times – such as when he had been inflamed by the sun – his skin 

seemed to…swim…somehow. To shimmer. And in the strange eyes, sometimes she could 

recognize something: a flash of mutual understanding, or – perhaps – a flicker of suspicion.  

 “Combine themselves with our destroyers? Why do such a thing?” 

 “Those Who Watch are – different. They live far longer than you humans. And they live 

very well without much light.” 

 “Why the torture?” 

 “Ah. Those That Watch do not reproduce as humans do.” 

 “I don’t understand. How do they survive?” 

 “They eliminated the need to mate long, long ago. They have also taken that from us, for 

now. But when the building is done, then we go to the travelling place. That is where all is 

permitted.” 

 They neared the yawning mouth of the dark road. She knew that Tarren had already 

crossed over that murky threshold. How much time could be left. 

 “We need to hurry.” She said.  

 They matched her pace. 

 “So Gralen is what exactly?” Her eyes flicked to his, but the creature only looked at the 

ground. 

 “Gralen is one of the few who survived the human meddling, deep underground. Humans 
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should not meddle with flesh they do not understand. Gralen is both human and Those Who 

Watch. But an abomination to them.” Here Nahim gestured upward. 

 Gralen seemed to ignore them, staring forward, squinting in the light. Tiger regarded its 

strange features once more: the almost non-existent nose, absence of cheekbones and wide 

smooth forehead. She imagined she could see more humanity than not flickering there in the 

bright yellow at the center of the eyes. 

 “When did you meet him before?” She asked Nahim. 

 “Gralen once helped to show my people the entrance to the place where the humans 

created him when we feared they might come again in great numbers. But now humans living 

under the ground are cut off from one another, Those That Watch made sure of it. And time has 

grown short in this place.” 

 “Gralen, is this true?” 

 The creature stopped, eyed them both. 

 “Truth. Gralen living no place. No place to belong. People wants to kill it. Watchers in sky 

would destroy it also.”  

 They started moving again. 

 “The humans under the earth didn’t realize how effective their experiments would actually 

be.” Nahim said, starting up the slope towards the road. “They must have been puzzled when 

they realized that the children born of the human mothers could not mate, just like Those That 

Watch.”  

 As Nahim spoke, Tiger tried not to glance at Gralen’s loin covering and failed. The 

creature ignored her glance.  

 “The hybrids became like the Watchers. They favoured the dark. They could move in it 
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quickly and quietly. They could even see in the pitch black of the deepest of the hidden human 

tunnels. Then came the physical changes. Then the mind control.” Here Nahim turned his own 

gaze upon Gralen. “But I am sure Gralen would not try its tricks on you.” 

 “Why would the humans want to breed themselves with the grey devils?” Tiger said. 

Nahim paused for a time, looking from her to Gralen. 

 “You despise them, but they bring life to dark places. They created us, the Eloh-Hakim. 

They are the gods of this place, your Earthen. They have long been masters of the stars. The 

people living deep in the ground tried to blend themselves with the star masters because they are 

adapted to dark places. And because they knew then what was coming.”  

 Tiger was about to ask what was coming, but Nahim halted them and pointed ahead to two 

pillars of stone twisted over by the largest and most hideous trees she had yet seen. 

 “That is where the Three Bridges Road begins. It is a long road and some places will be 

impassable or too dangerous. There you will need to route through the jungle. Gralen will guide 

you. But you must not trust it.” 

 “Can you not help us?” 

 “Impossible. Only a fool would go deep into the ruins of that place. The humans hate us 

Eloh-Hakim. And they are starving. My flesh could feed a band of them for months. I should not 

expect to see the travelling place if I were to go in. And my soul partner Ashiv is to meet me 

there.” 

 She looked at him. 

 “You also have someone you are trying to reunite with. Then you understand why I need to 

save my brother. I will protect you. Gralen and I both. We will leave this place by the same way 

we enter it. All of us. There is a kindness in you, I see it. Please, help me.”  
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 Nahim looked from her to Gralen, then back at the road again. His hand fell to the golden 

wand, still sheathed at his waist. And then the familiar laugh came, but it seemed forced, without 

its earlier trace of mirth. 

 “I like you. I shall help you on only one condition –”  

 Tiger simply waited. But before Nahim could name it, Gralen’s thoughts were hissing 

violently in her head.  

 NO. You must not!  

 The pleading went on in her head, but she pushed it to the back of her mind, stared only at 

Nahim, calmly. 

 “Well?” She said. 

 “When we have reunited you with your brother, I want you both to accompany me to Aluk-

Mahkit. To the great temple.” 

 She doesn’t ask why. Nods assent. The entrance is both maw of sound and yawn of silence. 

 

CHAPTER 7 

What the hammer? what the chain?   
In what furnace was thy brain?   

    -William Blake 
 

 In the dream he was being eaten alive by animals. They had yellow eyes and crawled all 

over his skin. He sat propped in a tree and he could not move because the animals had somehow 

fixed him there. They crawled under his skin. They were inside his muscles. They were eating 

him from the inside out. They were gorging on his special heart. They drank the blue light there 

but the heart kept him alive yet. They crawled down his throat, down to his bones and into his 

spine. They scurried in his guts. Up above, in the dark sky, the moon was hanging. And he could 
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see them, The Watchers, moving over the surface of the moon. As he watched the pain inside of 

him became intense as the moon moved closer. The trees melted away and dripped to the earth, 

leaving nothing behind. All that was left of the entire landscape of the earth was the tree that he 

was stuck to. 

 The earth below his feet turned from a steaming, sweltering jungle to a dry barren 

wasteland. Not like the occasionally damp clay of the Tarlands, but a dry, lifeless dust. The earth 

split and cracked. Everything once alive melted and dripped and leaked into the cracks. There 

was nothing left. Finally the animals inside of him ate their way through his skin and he saw 

them: their yellow eyes, their small hairless bodies. He realized that they were not animals but 

people. They crawled all over his body, picking clean all the muscle and tendon on the flesh. 

They ate in great grabbing handfuls all the tissue they could find. They swallowed the skin until 

he was nothing but bone and blue heart-light protruding out from the tree. Somehow he was still 

able to see, think and hear. He tried to scream but he had no lungs to drive the air. Above in the 

sky the moon loomed closer and closer. The wind blasted across the deserted landscape, 

whipping up a cloud of dust. The dust hit him and all of the little beings were knocked off his 

bones. They flew off and shattered against the dry ground and fell into the yawning cracks. He 

watched as the bones of his toes and his feet, his legs and his knees, his pelvis and eventually all 

the rest of him blew away in that relentless wind. All that was left was his heart-cell and his 

head, somehow fixed atop the rotten dry tree. 

 Still the moon drew closer and closer, and a great roaring filled his ears though they too 

had been swallowed. He could still hear the roaring getting louder and louder and louder. The 

moon careened towards him. In the final instant before it crashed into the dry tree, he could see 

The Watchers, looking down – or perhaps up – at him. Could see them inside their ships and 
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from underneath the surface of the moon. They seemed to smile and laugh at him. 

 “Come closer. Come and see.” They said at once in his head. And then he was always 

rushing towards oblivion. 

 Sai woke in a feverish sweat. He was lying on a bed of cold rock. It was the middle of the 

daytime and the flesh on his arms and his back was torn. He could barely remember, but 

sometime in the night running from the lurks, he had fallen down a steep cliff. He knew that at 

some point he had hit his head. Perhaps this was the only thing that had kept him alive. Certainly 

if he had been conscious all the way down, he would have tensed his body, tried to break his fall 

and injured himself far worse. He turned and his head was filled with a searing, unbearable pain. 

He looked up. The edge of the cliff seemed spans from where he was lying. He wondered that 

the lurks that were chasing him at the time did not make their way down here to where he lay. 

Then he thought of Tiger and was filled with panic. Perhaps they were drawn to different prey 

and followed her deep into the jungle? He had not known many cases of men escaping from 

lurks when in the dark of the jungle. After all, the lurks had the ability to see in the dark. And 

they were merciless hunters. 

 Sai tried to sit up. The pain again wracked his body, but he was able to focus his mind 

through it by breathing deeply. It wasn’t the first time that his body had been cut up or bashed 

around like this. If anything, the fresh cuts in his skin reminded him that he was alive. He stood, 

a bit shaky. He was a very old man. 

 Tiger-Ghan. He must find her. He owed what was left of his wretched life to the children 

of Avo. Avo may not have been a great warrior Ghan, like those that fought in The Great War, 

but Tiger’s father had been a great man while he had lived. He had kept his clan safe – and fed – 

above ground, something no leader had done for a very long time. 
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 He felt the weakness in his old body starting to take hold. His blood was thin, and his 

peculiar heart very tired. The only way to keep it working was to keep it working. He must 

move. Too much being still was beginning to feel like death. He took a moment to collect his 

sense of direction. From this wet pit, it was hard to see the sun clearly. Its rays knifed through the 

split leaves of the big trees and stabbed at the cuts on his arms and sides. If he did manage to get 

into the full sun, his flesh would burn. He stooped and collected handfuls of cold mud, smeared it 

on his bleeding skin. At first there was a sting, replaced quickly by a pleasant numbness. 

 Sai moved towards a gap in the trees. One of his legs dragged in protest, but he ignored it 

and found he could still run, though perhaps not as fast as before. He would have to move 

quickly though. If Tiger still lived, she was young and strong and would keep her promise of 

leaving his old bones behind. Her love for her brother Tarren was perhaps fiercer than her love 

for her father, though she would have scarcely been willing to admit to that. Sai knew that time 

was short for the captured. He knew well what the captors had in mind for most of their prizes. 

 He inclined out of the pit of the valley into a bright flash of light and shielded his eyes. 

Some of the cuts he missed stung in the sun. After a moment his eyes adjusted and by the 

position of the sun he quickly found the southern path. He began to run as fast as his body could 

handle. He wasn’t sure when the power-cell deep at his core would fade and die, but when it did, 

his one hundred and thirty year old body would follow closely behind. Surely there was still time 

for redemption. 
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CHAPTER 8 

What the anvil? what dread grasp   
Dare its deadly terrors clasp? 

   -William Blake 
 

 The road into the jungle followed one of the broken and twisted remnants of the old roads 

of man. Some old poison lingered there that kept the jungle from growing entirely over its 

crumbled surface. 

 “Mustn’t eat anything growing near this road.” Gralen said, when Tiger reached for some 

tempting berries. 

 “Listen to Gralen now. These are his old haunts.”  

 Nahim had grown oddly silent when they entered the thick canopy of jungle. His eyebrows 

were furrowed and he would occasionally chew at his lower lip with his enormous, square white 

teeth.  No birds or cries greeted them as they traveled. To Tiger, the place had the feel of evil. 

 “You should trust to Gralen for the tracking, for it knows this land better than I. And still 

trades with some of the humans, I see.” Nahim gestured to the bow Gralen wore slung over one 

narrow and pale, but tightly muscled shoulder. 

 “Gralen, do you know which group has taken my brother.” 

 “Tells us of them.” 

 “They raided us in the middle of the day, a surprise attack. We were celebrating my 

brother’s becoming the night before. Some of our men forced him to eat from the poison 

mushroom that grows under the sponge moss at the edge of the jungle.” 

 “Yes…seeing things.” 

 “It makes you see things, yes. When they came into our camp, many of the strongest of us 

would have been unable to fight them.” 
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 “How did you escape?” Nahim interrupted. 

 “I was away from the camp. Just wandering. My friend, Sai…my father sent him off to 

look for me…if I hadn’t…maybe I could have…” She didn’t know how that sentence could 

possibly end. 

 “What’s them looking as?” Gralen said. 

 “I didn’t see, but somehow Sai did. He said they all had their hair cut short and had strange 

round scars on the right sides of their heads.” 

 Gralen made a low sound and moved closer to the edge of the shadows. 

 “These be the mens descended from those that kept Gralen. I know these ones.” 

 “Can you find them?” 

  “They liven not far from here. South. Taking prisoners bad. They wanting to kill all 

hybrids. Hole to the head is to stop the thinking…”  

 Nahim turned to Tiger as Gralen finished speaking. 

 “Gralen speaks of the humans that live under what was once a great city before the 

darkness. They use the old tunnels. This is the largest group of them. They fear the hybrids most 

of all, for they are descendants of those that created them.” 

 “Yes…but us broken. Lost.” Every second word from Gralen’s mouth was a hiss. 

“How many of you are there?” 

 “Few left, thinken maybe five.” 

 “I have met only three of them. Gralen, one called Runor and also one who calls himself 

The Eaten.” 

 “The Eaten?” 

 “Yes. He eats human flesh. Has acquired quite the taste for it. His revenge follows the 
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cycle of his hunger. An unpleasant creature all around, you should be glad you ran into this 

hybrid and not the other. Though if I trusted him fully to guide you safely, I would not have 

come with you as far as I have.”  

 Nahim met Gralen’s eyes. 

 He lies. Came the sudden thought from Gralen.  

 But the hybrid just continued to look at Nahim. 

 “Yes…Eaten…bad. Dangerous for all. Gralen also.”  

 They carefully moved on. Every few spans, Gralen would examine the ground. Around 

them began to appear the ruins of what looked like ancient buildings. Furry animals darted here 

and there beneath the low bush. The occasional snaken followed stealthily after. 

 “These gravelings, they have only your brother?” Nahim questioned. 

 “There are others…members of my clan. The last of them.” 

 “They may already be dead. Or if not, these humans will perform their ritual on those they 

have taken.” 

 “Ritual?” 

 “Yes. Every person’s skull is opened if they live to adulthood. They stab out a part of the 

brain to eliminate the ability of the hybrids or of Those That Watch to control the mind.” 

 “I see.” Tiger focused on the trees and the long tunnelled path ahead. Can’t think about 

Tarren’s head being on the receiving end of such a ritual. Must not think of dark skin bright 

white bone and the berry red blood that would merge the two. 

 “The power to control thought is strong. The hybrids have exacted revenge on humans this 

way before. If the clan travelling make it safely back to their hidden city, which is doubtful, then 

they will open your brother’s head. Sooner or later, if he lives through the procedure, he will 
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become one of them. The life underground is not much known to us, but there is fierce loyalty 

amongst the clans that live there.” 

“Nahim, this underground city must not be far. My brother is everything to me, the last of 

my family. Please, help me stop them from taking him.”  

A tear spilled from her cheek.  

 Nahim sighed, regarded her and the hybrid. Gralen was bent to the trail ahead, pretending 

not to notice. 

 “I will try to help you, Tiger. But the places under the earth are inaccessible to my kind. If I 

am to help you reclaim your brother, we must catch them before they reach it.” 

 “How far is it from here?” 

 “Less than two days march for my kind. But it will be longer for you and your short legs. 

And should we fail, you must still keep your promise to accompany me to Aluk-Mahkit.” 

 They pressed on. The jungle around became tinged in blackness. As the heat of the sun 

began to fade and the night gathered in, Nahim seemed to tire. From in the darkness, came 

animal sounds Tiger hadn’t heard before. One was like the happy scream of a child and guttural 

yell of pain, all at once. 

 “What’s out there?” 

 “What isn’t? This jungle is meant to be a brutal place. You fragile humans should expect to 

survive no longer than the next sunstep.” 

  “Where I come from is barren, but there were no lurks in the North. My father said we 

could build a life there. He was right, before he was wrong.” 

 “The Hakim thrive in darkness. They cannot bear the light, long exposure ruins them.” 

 “Yes. And so finally, we found a safe place deep inside of nowhere. A place we thought 
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could be safe.” 

 “And your father became a great leader?” 

 “The Ghan of our clan, yes. He always denied he was leader, but he saved us all. Found a 

way to grow food under the barren clay. Made a hole deep in the earth and found water. He kept 

us strong when hope of survival seemed faint.” 

 “Ah. Yes, a great man. I admire stories of such…people.” 

 “He had to do something. My mother was carrying Tarren then, far too soon. I was still 

hanging at her chest. A baby.” 

 “Do you remember?” 

 “Remember what, being a baby?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “No…I’m not sure when I first remember. I think it might be the night my brother was 

born. I thought my mother was dying.” 

 “Human birth is a difficult thing?” 

 “She bled to death during the night, after Tarren was born.” 

 “So much death in the world. How beautiful.” 

 Nahim paused, turned and stooped low, looking right down into her eyes. 

 “I remember the moment of my birth.” He said. 

 Tiger looked at his moonish features, the stretch of his lined skin. 

 “I can’t imagine the mother that could bear such a thing.” 

 Nahim threw his head back and laughed his chalky rumble. 

“Nor is it necessary for you to. We giants are born at The Great Temple of Aluk-Mahkit. 

We are drawn from the great essence by the power of Those Who Watch.” 
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 “I don’t understand.” 

 “You have much to learn. I will tell you some things, but the knowledge that hides inside 

would require…some time.” Nahim pointed to his head.  

 Gralen stood away from them, watching, alert. 

 “I knew a man almost as old as you. I always enjoyed his stories. But I lost him in the 

jungle.” 

 “Yes. But perhaps I was not clear before…I was not speaking of the moment of one of my 

rebirths. I was speaking of being able to recall the time I was first born.” 

 Along the broken road the sounds of animal life had returned, despite the disturbance 

Nahim created as he moved. But gone were the pleasant sounds of any birds or even the squeaks 

of the furry things that moved in the underbrush. Now there were croaks, howls and hisses. 

Every now and then, a tittering laughter echoed from ahead. Tiger constantly thought she could 

see dim shapes, moving. Then nothing. They came across water – streams, pools and even small 

marshes that stretched off into the darkness of the deep forest. Tiger drank gratefully from a thin 

stream that ran down from a rocky slope a distance from the road. The water was clean and 

refreshing. She had never seen so much water in her life. As the sun began to set, Gralen began 

to show more strength, pressing on ahead into the deep bush, moving silently, searching for signs 

of trails or tracks. 

 They moved swiftly now. The Moon rose and Nahim had finally settled into a pace Tiger 

could easily maintain. He was moving at a swift walk, being careful not to let any small trees 

swing back and hit her. Occasionally a large snaken would strike out from the rubble and the 

green at their feet. Most of them tried to sink their teeth into Nahim’s ankles or feet and found 

themselves frustrated by thick, weathered skin. Tiger’s boots served their purpose and she was 
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able to collect a few more snakeheads. She would draw out the poison from the glands in the 

heads when they stopped for the night.  

 Pressure on her brain. Gralen back in her head, shouting. 

 STOP. 

 She froze and dropped low, behind a slanted stone. Nahim was still moving. Gralen hissed 

at him and waved a thin grey arm. After a slight delay, Nahim stopped and sank to the ground. 

Now they were all silent, listening. 

 Tiger flexed her mind and thought to Gralen. 

 What do you see? 

 There is humans. 

 Can you see them clearly? Is it them? Do they have captives? 

 Maybe being. Maybe not so. 

 How many? 

 Wait and stay. 

 Gralen moved away into the bush, its bow ready at its side. Nahim and Tiger waited. After 

some time, all they could hear was the mocking titters and unpleasant buzz of the jungle. Tiger 

moved up beside Nahim. 

 “He has been gone awhile.” She whispered. 

 “You cannot trust this hybrid, Tiger.” 

 “He saved my life.” 

 “Always the hybrids are concerned with survival. It will open your neck with its teeth in 

the night if it thinks there is some benefit.” 

 “And how do I know you will not do the same?” 
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 “You don’t. But I will not. I am enjoying your company too much. I enjoy good 

conversation.” The eyes of the giant did not seem to lie. 

 From ahead in the jungle they heard a short cry. Tiger started to rise. 

 “Wait.”  

 The giant held her back gently with a rough hand. After a moment, Gralen appeared as if 

from nowhere. 

 “Comen now. These done. You see.” 

 Tiger and Nahim followed. In a shaded glade, two bodies lay in the fern. A third, a man, 

was pinned to a sickly tree by one of Gralen’s slender arrows. This man’s head was drooped. As 

Tiger came closer, she saw the heads of the men on the ground; they were a mess of blood and 

bone. She turned, not having expected the sight. Took a breath and looked again. 

 “Gralen…what did you do? I thought you were just going to follow them and watch.”  

 She strode towards him angrily and he hissed, backing away. 

 They was bad humans. 

 “I don’t care! If they are part of the group that took my brother, they might know 

something important!”  

 Tiger realized that she had responded aloud to Gralen. Too late. Nahim’s eyes narrowed. 

 “Don’t let this hybrid speak in your head Tiger! It could destroy your mind.”  

 Nahim moved towards Gralen. 

 “Speak your thoughts aloud Gralen, or I will destroy you in spite of The Code. Stay out of 

her head.” 

 Gralen backed away with narrowed eyes. When it reached the man against the tree, it 

grabbed him by the hair and raised the head. The man’s eyes began to blink and Tiger realized he 
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was still alive. 

 “I saving this one for you to ask!”  

 Gralen dropped the man’s head and he groaned again. Tiger stepped closer, looked at the 

man’s head carefully. 

 “He is not one of the tribe that took Tarren. He doesn’t have the mark.”  

Indeed the man’s head was clean. 

 “The hybrid did this, look.” Nahim held up the shattered head of one of the fallen men. 

 “I know, Nahim.” 

 “No, the hybrid did this…with its thoughts.”  

 Tiger looked to Gralen, realized it was true. Looked to the dead men. Their skulls looked 

as though they had exploded from the inside. 

 The man against the tree was fully awake now. He looked from Tiger to Nahim to Gralen, 

and then began to scream. Gralen quickly clamped a pale hand over the man’s mouth. Tiger leapt 

forward. 

 “Listen to me! Be quiet.”  

 After a moment the man stopped. But his eyes remained transfixed on Nahim and the 

hybrid. 

 “If you scream again, then this hybrid will do the same to your head.” Tiger pointed down 

to the arrow sticking from the man’s abdomen. “If you want to live, you will do exactly as I say.”  

 The man nodded. She looked to Gralen and it removed its hand from the man’s mouth. The 

man spit immediately and then retched. 

 “Please…I’m opened badly…water.” 

 Tiger carried a crude waterskin, but it was empty because this part of the jungle was filled 
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with water. She pulled it off and threw it to the giant. 

 “Get him some water.”  

 Nahim looked at her, amused, then bowed his head and moved back through the trees. 

 “Gralen, search them.” She pointed to the bodies on the ground. Gralen was less 

enthusiastic about obeying Tiger, but after brief hesitation, did what she wished. 

 She turned back to the man on the tree. He was losing color quickly. If she removed 

Gralen’s arrow, the man would not last long. 

 “Who were you travelling with?” 

 “Please…water.” 

 Tiger reached out and gripped the sides of his face with her hands, forced the man to meet 

her eyes. 

 “Speak or there will be none.” 

 “Just my clan. My brothers.” 

 “Your clan, do you raid others?” 

 “What?” 

 “Do you raid? Do you steal from others?” 

 “Lurks…always above…in the night…the Eloh-Hakim passing. In…day. Eat. Water. 

There are beasts…we are starving –” 

 “Do you take people? Do you steal them?” 

 “No. Only food…” 

 “Have you seen a boy? A younger boy, almost my age?” 

 “…only food.” 

 “Where were you heading?” 
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 “Home…we went to raid an eastern clan…but they were dead. Starved. There was 

nothing.” 

 Tiger looked over at Gralen; he was busy searching the bodies. 

 “What kind of child…travels…with a hybrid and…the Nephilim…?” 

 “Have you noticed a gang passing through here? A large one?” 

 “…heads…yes…”  

 The man trailed off, his eyes rolled up. Nahim returned with a skin full of water. Tiger 

grabbed it and threw some water in the man’s face. He returned to consciousness with a gasp. 

 “Yes! Tell me. Here is your water.” Tiger poured a little down the man’s throat. He gagged 

and spat, begged for more. 

 “Please…thank you.”  

 She wished she could help him. Felt anger at Gralen. Pushed it down. 

 “A gang…tell me.” 

 “Jackser thought.” 

 “What?” 

 “He thought…was Deadheads…” 

 “Deadheads?” 

She feels the press from Gralen. Lets the thought in. 

 Deadheads is them that has your brother. Same as Gravelings. But calling themselves Sons 

of Arroway. 

 She would remember that but ignored Gralen for now. 

 “Where? Where did they travel?” 

 “…a few sunsteps back – crossed the trail…” 
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 “Can you explain it to us?” 

 Gralen can be tracken Deadheads. This one dead. 

 “East? Did they move east?” 

 “Yeah. Can you help me? I feel funny…can you break this off…are you a healer?” 

 “No. I think if we take this out, you will die faster.”  

 The man groaned, nodded. 

 “I thought…you look so different, maybe you’re special. You can save us.” The man was 

delirious now. “We are starving everywhere. I have a child, Reta. She will die. She has no 

mother.”  

 Tiger tried to push that information away, but it had already gotten inside and now she 

would have to carry it. The man’s already pale face lost all color. 

 “Listen…the Deadheads. Tell me –” 

 “…trying to make…weapon…power source. Deep under. They have electric light.” 

 “Impossible!” Nahim stepped forward, brought his face close to the dying man’s, 

 “It is. True. Nephilim.” 

 “The sweepers have cleaned this land, there is nothing left.” Nahim’s eyes were glittering 

moons. 

 “…so thirsty.” 

  But when Tiger finally brought the waterskin again to the man’s lips he was dead. 
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CHAPTER 9 

When the stars threw down their spears,   
And watered heaven with their tears,   

Did he smile his work to see?   
Did he who made the Lamb make thee? 
    -William Blake 

 
 The blade from the sky was pressed to the thread, ready to tear through. The Deadheads 

must not take her brother underground. She sliced into her arm almost without thinking, drew 

more blood than was wise. The biting flies and parasites swarmed her after that. Gralen was 

certain that if the Deadheads hadn’t already reached their lair, they would by late the next 

morning. If it came to it, Tiger would go inside after her brother, even in the face of certain 

death. But how to find the doorway? All around them, the road was increasingly lined with the 

cavernous yawning faces of collapsed habitations, many of them as large as ten Tar Garden huts.  

 They were travelling east. The sun was setting. They did not speak. On the bodies of the 

dead men, they found nothing but bone-knives and some dried berries. Gralen moved quickly, 

anxious to pick up the trail of the Deadheads. Aside from the crunch of branches under his large 

feet, Nahim trailed quietly behind Tiger, seemingly deep in thought. He had tied his long black 

hair behind his head with a length of thick green vine.  

 After some time, the ground became misshapen all around them. More of the unnatural 

edifices stuck up, stubborn. These vine-covered, moss-hidden structures peered at them with 

pitch-dark eyes. Animals scurried into them for cover. Some of the structures were enormous, 

jutting up above the trees. The vines and green of the jungle grew upward with them, twisted 

around long forgotten stone. 

 “We come near the heart of one of the former great cities of man.” Nahim took a few quick 

steps and caught up to Tiger, suddenly animated. 
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 Ahead, Gralen was bent to the trail. Something howled in the thicker jungle to the south. 

The sun was falling quickly in its steps. Soon all dark night would fall. 

 “Here.” Gralen pointed to the ground with a thin, four fingered hand.  

 “I don’t see anything.” 

 Gralen pointed southeast. 

 “They moven less than four sunsteps ahead. If we moven in night, we maybe finden them 

before they go under.”  

 Gralen moved ahead. Beckoned. His full energy had emerged as the last rays of the sun 

began to fall. His eyes began to take on a bright yellow shine. The thought of following those 

bouncing orbs into the pitch dark unnerved her. She thought of the exploded heads of the men. 

She thought of the child, Reta, her father pinned dead to a tree. The beasts of the woods would 

have found him there by now. 

 Tiger looked south. Wanted to push on. Pushed the urge back inside herself. What would 

Sai have done? She saw even larger shapes sticking up above the trees in the dying orange light, 

saw something slink down from the top of one of them. Come and See. 

 “Gralen, we must rest. We are travelling in their land now. Their comfort may have slowed 

their progress. We can’t risk them hearing us approach in the dark.” 

 They set up a rough camp a few paces from the broken road, to the east – where to their 

surprise – an older, narrower road revealed itself. There was food everywhere, hidden in the 

darkness, hanging from the trees – but the risk of poison and unseen animals stopped them from 

eating. 

 “My father always said that if you try to eat in the jungle, sooner or later, the jungle will 

eat you.” Tiger said. 
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 “The more I hear of him, the more I like your father. What was his name?” 

 “Avo.”  

 Nahim repeated the name, under his breath.  

 “Did you eat the meat of animals in the dessert?” 

 “Whenever we could get them.” 

 “Here the beasts are many. Even us Eloh-Hakim must be cautious, there are some that 

Those Who Watch have placed here to keep us from straying. But we do not eat meat. To eat the 

flesh of any creature is against the the Law.” Nahim grew silent again. 

 Tiger lay back, against the pile of bigleaf Nahim had collected for them all. Gralen was 

suddenly nowhere to be seen. It had been many nights since Tiger had slept. Tonight was no 

exception. The forest sounds nearer. Louder. Darkness absolute.  

Her hands slipping.  

Couldn’t grasp it. Can’t grip the thread. 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 10 

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright   
In the forests of the night,   

What immortal hand or eye   
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry? 

    -William Blake 
 

 She woke. Knew it was the last day, for good or ill. Last cut. Brought the bone-knife down 

across the other nine, re-opening all the wounds. In the first of the daylight, the trail was visible 

even to Tiger. It was fresh. 
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 “We are not far behind.” The giant said. “I can smell them.”  

 A trail of flattened leaf led away from the road and Gralen had found remnants of a camp. 

Tiger saw impressions along the base of a tree where people had lay sleeping, perhaps only one 

or two sunsteps before. For the first time in days, she spooled in the thread, drew it tight. She felt 

the pressure of the invisible blade more than ever, but Tarren was within reach. Gralen motioned 

for them to move ahead. There was a form at his feet. Tiger’s heart began to thump. She must not 

think that it could be him. It could not be him. 

 Not him. 

 “Aichlan,” she said, without emotion.  

 The man had been kind. She had sat on his knee, less than eight years ago while he told her 

stories about Saxon Arroway. Hopeful legends about a second coming, about a new world; a 

paradise, The Watchers driven away. He had been a good man. And now, she was only glad he 

wasn’t Tarren. They had cut his throat. His skin was not yet fully cold. 

 “We have to hurry. If they make it underneath, all is lost.”  

 Tiger and Gralen began to run. Nahim strode. The trail twisted down labyrinthine 

passageways that wove through ruins more overgrown and blasted with each step. 

 At midday they were forced to stop and rest. Even Nahim was winded. Roots twisted up 

through the remnants of the human city: strange towering structures of large stone and low-lying 

piles of brick and rubble. Parts of once great structures remained, leaning strangely, high above 

their heads, supported by jungle that had grown in as framing; perhaps replacement for metal 

ripped free centuries ago by the massive sweeper ships that scoured the land. Tiger could hear 

birds again, singing from the sunlit canopies of the taller structures. Other animals moved in the 

hollow of the ancient buildings. Eyes gleamed. Slanted rays of light peaked through in places 
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and pooled on the ground; the snaken collected in writhing balls, drinking up the hot sun. 

 “Tiger.” Nahim whispered, from where he sat a small distance away.  

 The fact that he did not speak in his usual booming voice alarmed her. She looked at him. 

He was pointing ahead on the trail. Tiger saw nothing. Looked around. Looked again. 

 “Where is Gralen?” She said quietly. He seemed to have vanished again. Nahim just shook 

his head and pointed again to the trail in front of them. 

 “Look. Beyond the snaken.”  

 She followed the direction of his pointed finger. Still saw nothing. Then…a foot. And the 

foot was attached to a leg. The leg vanished under a large frond. She kept staring. The foot 

moved. Just a little. And then she saw something else. Further ahead, in the middle of the sunken 

path between the buildings, the leaves of the low bushes were rustling. She saw backs – bent to 

conceal – creeping away through the green. They had stumbled into the midst of the Deadheads 

they were tracking. 

 Tiger got up, looked over at Nahim. She pulled out her bone-knife and applied snaken 

poison to its blade. Nahim got carefully to his feet, squeezing his large hands into fists and 

looked over at her. Then, Gralen spoke in her head. 

 They here. We close to their underground place. Seens us. Heard Nahim. Trying to escape 

under. Must stop them! Kill! 

 Tiger crept forward. Nahim moved even more carefully. A loud cry. All around them, 

bushes shook to life. From inside the shattered holes of the fallen city, Deadheads leapt out at 

them with weapons. Some gleamed in the light. Metal. Ahead, Tiger saw several of them spring 

up. There – ahead. The captives, grown weak, had slowed the raiders down. They were being 

carried.  
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 Then, she saw him. Her brother Tarren was unconscious, his body dangling limp over the 

shoulder of one of the men. Then they disappeared around a bend in the trail. 

 “Tarren!”  

 She rushed forward, even as she was attacked from the side. Saw the glint of a blade 

towards her ribs; saw the pale flesh of the bare skull of a Deadhead. She turned, too late to stop 

the coming blow. But a rock the size of her fist collided suddenly with the pale skull and the 

deep lined eyes that had locked onto her were obliterated in a spray of blood, bone and brain. 

The jagged blade sliced into her coat and only severed the strap of her waterskin. She looked 

back. 

 “Sai!” She yelled, as the old man, half-running and half-limping, staggered towards her. 

 “Tiger-Ghan, watch out!”  

 Another Deadhead rushed her, knife and sharp teeth flashing. Nahim’s massive hands 

lashed out and plucked the man from the ground. Nahim tossed the Deadhead hard by the ankles 

into one of the sunken hovels. Tiger could hear the man’s bones shatter under his skin as he 

collided with the old stone. Blood erupted from his mouth and eyes. He twitched only a moment. 

 “Don’t let them get under!” Nahim called, running along the path. Some of braver 

Deadheads stayed in a cluster to challenge him and were crushed in a mass of writhing pulp. One 

of their weapons found its mark in Nahim’s side, but the giant moved on as though nothing had 

happened, the weapon waving wildly with each step. 

 “Come on!” She yelled to Sai. The old man’s eyes were fixed, fascinated on the form of 

the giant.  

 “Sai. He’s helping us. Hurry!” They pressed forward. Absurdly, she began to recite the 

words of her poem in her head. Tyger Tyger burning bright. Three more Deadheads appeared, no 
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match for Tiger in her rage and Sai in his experience. In the forests of the night. Her bone-knife 

found its home quickly between the ribs of one and then in the soft shallow between the neck and 

chin of another. What immortal hand or eye. Sai broke the arm of the third Deadhead and forced 

the man’s own jagged knife up into his own heart. Tiger felt her father’s magic at play with that 

of the poem. Would it be enough? 

 More blood. Yells of pain came from ahead as Nahim brought two Deadheads together. He 

dropped them, tangled as though they shared one mind. Could frame thy fearful symmetry? Still 

Gralen was nowhere to be seen. In what distant deeps or skies burnt the fire of thine eyes? 

 “Come any closer and this boy dies.”  

 It was a brutishly large, older Deadhead with twisted scars on his upper right forehead. 

Tiger could see the hole in his skull where the skin dipped in, kissing the brain. In what 

furnace…the words of the poem stopped running through her mind then. Here was the Deadhead 

Ghan. She felt certain he was the one that had killed her father. He held Tarren under the arms, 

and had a toothed blade against the flesh of her brother’s throat. There were two other 

Deadheads, one at each side of him, nervously eyeing both Nahim and something else off to the 

other side. The giant stood motionless beside Tiger in the middle of the cracked dirt and vine-

covered road. Nahim’s own eyes were not fixed on the Deadheads. His gaze was locked to 

Tiger’s left, on Gralen. She looked over. Gralen stood in the shadow of a fallen building, his bow 

raised and a pointed arrow knocked and ready, aimed directly at the gnarled old Deadhead. He’d 

been holding them there. She allowed herself finally to feel trust in him. Sai and Tiger stopped 

next to Nahim.  

 “Let him go.” She said. 

 “The boy stays with us. He is everything.” 
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 “Give him to me and you may yet live.” Gralen hissed and pulled the bow tighter. 

 “I know this creature. It will not let us live. Nor you, if you suffer it any longer. Get it to 

lower the weapon.” 

 “No.”  

 Nothing happened. None of them moved. There was only a shifting of eyes. 

 Tiger could see where they had been meaning to escape to when Gralen had stopped them. 

There was a round hole in the ground, with a misshapen rock lid that had been slid aside. As she 

waited, she held her bone-knife, point down to the ground. A single drop of the venom fell and 

stained a small rock. 

 The large Ghan sneered at them all. Then looked at Gralen.  

 “If we cannot have the child, nor can you.” He began to draw the knife toward Tarren’s 

throat. Tiger felt the thread pressed under the same knife. It was in her very heart. She started 

forward. 

 Then, a command. 

 “Stop!”  

 Sai, in a voice Tiger barely recognized. The bulky Deadhead looked up. Sai moved 

forward, out of the shadow and into a splash of sunlight. All eyes shifted to the old man with the 

pink-fissured scar across his chest and stomach. 

 “Dark lay the night that long hid the light.” Sai said then.  

 At the words, the Deadhead Ghan’s arm faltered. The knife fell slightly. 

 “And long is the fight to return to the light. My God. Then the rumours were true. You 

live.” 

 “Give me this boy. He is my warrant.” 
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 The man looked to his companions. They were whispering to each other, and seemed to 

have entirely lowered their guard. Tiger thought she heard one of them say:  

 “The Mark! The Mark!”.  

 Nahim and Gralen exchanged a look, but neither of them took their eyes from the threat 

long enough to regard Sai closely. 

 “I don’t understand…my lord, the Eloh-Hakim? The hybrid…” 

 “They are under my power now.” Sai said.  

 Tiger didn’t know what Sai was doing. She prepared to lunge forward with her knife. The 

snaken poison would paralyze instantly, kill in moments. But incredibly, the knife of the large 

man dipped further away from her brother’s throat. 

 “Set the boy down. He doesn’t look well. If he isn’t breathing, I will eat your hearts tonight 

for my dinner.” 

 “My lord, he lives, he lives! See?” The man lowered Tarren to the ground. They could see 

that he was breathing, shallowly. “But he is hungry. We are all hungry. Starving for meat. We 

had to eat one of them, on the road. I am sorry my lord. Forgive us. The jungle is spoiled by 

poison.” 

 “That ends now that I have returned.” Sai stepped further forward.  

 The two younger Deadheads were speaking quickly to each other now in a low tongue that 

Tiger couldn’t make sense of. Suddenly they dropped to the ground, heads against the backs of 

their hands. The older man looked at them, then at Nahim and Gralen, and finally, he dropped his 

knife and also fell to the ground. 

 Sai walked toward the men. Motioned the giant to follow. Nahim did. Gralen hadn’t 

moved. The bow was still raised but it was Sai his eye now focused on. 
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 “Saxon Arroway cannot be killed.” Sai said as he neared the three men. “I am eternal 

renewal. I have risen again. The cycle continues.” Tiger heard a sharp intake of breath from 

Gralen. 

 Sai looked to Nahim and motioned at the two younger ones. Nahim nodded. Clever of Sai 

to invent such a lie to fool these brainless men. She felt a surge of love for his bravery and 

loyalty. Foolish old man that he is. 

 “Great leader, we have lived in grave error without you and done harm to many. Below 

you will find a disgrace to your former empire. Lead our people once more, as you led my 

grandfather. End this pain we have lived in.” 

 “Gladly.” Sai said.  

 Quickly, from behind the waist of his tattered cloth, he revealed his own faded bone-knife. 

Bone found bone and blood whipped out across the root and rock as Sai struck a smooth arc 

across the Deadhead Ghan’s throat. The man sighed and fell forward. His surprised face came to 

rest alongside the callused pads of Sai’s feet. Sai nodded to Nahim, and the giant reached down. 

Two voices and lives were easily crushed in Nahim’s grip. The men both writhed briefly in the 

dirt, clutching their throats, then went still. 

 A silence followed. In it, Tiger could hear everything. The echo of Deadheads shouting, 

deep in the tunnels below. The thick breath of Nahim and the thin, ragged whistle in the chest of 

her weakened brother. She heard the blood still leaking with a weak splash onto the rock. She 

heard Gralen’s calculating thoughts scurrying just out of reach. Heard her own heart bounding. 

She also imagined she heard one magic thing as she knelt and cradled Tarren’s head against her: 

the re-spooling of an invisible thread. Standing bent yet somehow far taller than she 

remembered, in the midst of them all, stood an old man. She could hear nothing from him. 
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 “Never fair.” Said Gralen. “Was never right. They should take Gralen.”  

 He swung the bow and pointed it at Sai. “Giving me the Starchild, Arroway. This arrow 

poisoned.” 

 “Check-nay Mo-Kesh, Gralen.” Said Sai and moved slightly, so he was positioned in front 

of where Tiger sat with Tarren. “No.” 

 “Foolish. I will destroy your brain with a thought.” 

 “You can try. I have had many years to learn to close my mind to your kind.” 

 “Sai?” Tiger saw tears splashing down on Tarren’s face before she realized she was crying. 

 The old man turned to her. 

 “Do not worry child, he cannot hurt you. He does not know.” 

 “What doesnt I know?” Gralen said.  

 That’s when Nahim laughed. His deep rolling booms surprised them all. 

 “Why, which is the Starchild, of course! Silly creature. Even the Starchild doesn’t know. 

Your powers won’t work on me Gralen. Any harm to Arroway and I shall squeeze everything 

vital out of you.” 

 “And violate the code?” Gralen hissed. “Thinken not.”  

 Gralen met Sai’s gaze. Sai buckled and seized his head, yelled out. Nahim started forward 

just as Gralen loosed the arrow. It was a powerful bow. 

 The arrow found its mark deep in Nahim’s abdomen. 

 Vaguely, Tiger was aware that Tarren had come to and was trying to say something to her. 

The light played on his weakened face and his lips formed familiar shapes. But she couldn’t hear 

what it was.  

 All sound had been sucked away for this moment. Without thinking, she had connected 
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with Gralen’s mind, but it was dark and slippery. It tried to get away, to fold in on itself. She 

held it, just like one would hold a ripe piece of fruit. She tightened her grip. Waited. His eyes 

met hers. 

 She squeezed. 

   

 

 
 

 
THE END 
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Endnotes 
 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
1	  In	  a	  far	  different	  sense	  from	  the	  Doomsday	  notions	  of	  resurrection	  prevalent	  in	  
apocalyptic	  discourse	  in	  the	  Middle	  Ages.	  Benjamin	  Hudson	  points	  out	  in	  “Time	  is	  Short:	  
The	  Eschatology	  of	  the	  Early	  Gaelic	  Church”	  that	  the	  “resurrection	  at	  Doomsday	  is	  
distinguished	  from	  other	  forms	  of	  bodily	  change	  resurrection	  such	  as	  metaformatio	  
(transfiguration	  such	  as	  werewolves)”	  (109).	  So	  while	  such	  non-‐biblical	  transfiguration	  
was	  distinctly	  not	  affiliated	  with	  apocalypse,	  this	  is	  clearly	  no	  longer	  the	  case.	  I	  argue	  that	  
incorporation	  of	  such	  metaformatio	  into	  modern	  post-‐apocalyptic	  narratives	  is	  one	  of	  the	  
most	  dramatic	  changes	  in	  apocalyptic	  consciousness.	  Zombie	  narratives	  essentially	  involve	  
such	  interstitial	  fluctuations	  en	  masse	  and	  later	  in	  this	  introduction,	  transfiguration	  plays	  a	  
key	  role	  in	  the	  way	  in	  which	  I	  will	  examine	  the	  novels	  The	  Road	  and	  Oryx	  and	  Crake.	  
	  
2	  To	  underscore	  the	  significance	  of	  our	  rise	  to	  prominence	  in	  the	  stories	  of	  our	  own	  
destruction,	  I	  borrow	  the	  catch-‐phrase	  “Meaning	  Machines”	  for	  the	  title	  of	  this	  project	  from	  
J.	  Jack	  Halberstam’s	  book	  Skin	  Shows:	  The	  Gothic	  Technology	  of	  Monsters	  (Duke	  UP	  1995).	  
To	  me	  this	  terminology	  best	  captures	  the	  way	  bodies	  seem	  to	  function	  in	  many	  recent	  post-‐
apocalyptic	  narratives.	  
	  
3	  Of	  course,	  in	  no	  way	  do	  I	  mean	  to	  disparage	  any	  of	  the	  amazing	  writing	  about	  the	  
apocalypse	  that	  engages	  directly	  with	  specific	  and	  pressing	  threats	  to	  the	  future	  of	  
humanity,	  such	  as	  nuclear	  proliferation.	  In	  fact,	  my	  analysis	  of	  a	  “psychosocial	  
consciousness”	  builds	  on	  important	  critical	  discussions	  by	  prominent	  writers	  such	  as	  
Robert	  Jay	  Lifton,	  James	  Hillman	  and	  Mike	  Perlman.	  For	  example,	  in	  his	  article	  “The	  Image	  
of	  ‘The	  End	  of	  the	  World’:	  A	  Psychohistorical	  View”,	  Lifton	  explains	  the	  relationship	  
between	  nuclear	  threat	  and	  psychological	  theory	  through	  a	  detailed	  and	  affective	  analysis	  
of	  shifts	  in	  mental	  states	  brought	  about	  by	  nuclear	  disaster.	  He	  argues	  that	  man’s	  
extermination	  coagulated	  into	  an	  image	  that	  could	  be	  evoked	  by	  nuclear	  weapons:	  “nuclear	  
weapons	  gave	  substance	  to	  the	  image	  and	  disseminated	  it	  everywhere,	  making	  it	  the	  
dubious	  psychic	  property	  of	  the	  average	  human	  being”	  (43).	  I	  make	  a	  similar	  claim	  for	  the	  
body	  in	  its	  manifestations	  in	  recent	  post-‐apocalyptic	  narratives	  and	  that	  in	  fact,	  the	  body	  
may	  be	  coming	  to	  replace	  nuclear	  weapons	  or	  any	  other	  type	  of	  mental	  image	  as	  the	  
ultimate	  representation	  of	  apocalypse	  and	  therefore	  an	  emergent	  psychic	  property	  of	  the	  
average	  human	  being.	  More	  people	  than	  ever	  before	  may	  give	  primacy	  to	  the	  imagine	  of	  the	  
shuffling	  corpse	  of	  the	  zombie	  or	  the	  clanking	  march	  of	  McCarthy’s	  cannibals	  when	  
imagining	  the	  end	  –	  in	  place	  of	  warheads	  or	  asteroids.	  
	  
4	  As	  constant	  representations	  of	  the	  here	  and	  now,	  our	  bodies	  can	  never	  really	  be	  artifacts	  
of	  the	  past	  (like	  the	  nuclear	  bomb)	  or	  of	  the	  future	  (an	  asteroid	  like	  Apophis).	  Because	  the	  
body	  cannot	  be	  tied	  concretely	  to	  any	  particular	  historical	  moment,	  it	  is	  important	  for	  my	  
purposes	  to	  define	  my	  approach	  as	  psychosocial	  as	  opposed	  to	  psychohistorical.	  
Psychosocial	  understandings	  of	  apocalypse	  are	  forever	  ongoing	  in	  a	  way	  that	  distinct	  
psychohistorical	  interactions	  can	  never	  be	  (like	  the	  psychic	  state	  Lifton	  observed	  in	  
Hiroshima	  survivors).	  But	  I’d	  argue	  that	  psychosocial	  apocalyptic	  imagination	  allows	  for	  
the	  incorporation	  of	  various	  apocalyptic	  psychohistories,	  perhaps	  of	  them	  all.	  As	  Linda	  
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Hutcheon	  argues	  in	  her	  book	  The	  Politics	  of	  Postmodernism,	  “Even	  the	  institutions	  of	  the	  
past,	  its	  social	  structures	  and	  practices,	  [can]	  be	  seen,	  in	  one	  sense,	  as	  social	  texts”	  (16).	  
Like	  in	  Hutcheon’s	  interrogation	  of	  postmodernism,	  a	  grander	  aim	  were	  I	  to	  expand	  this	  
project	  would	  be	  to	  “see	  what	  happens	  when	  culture	  is	  challenged	  from	  within”	  (xiii).	  Of	  
course,	  unlike	  Hutcheon’s	  disdain	  for	  the	  “apocalyptic	  rhetoric	  that	  often	  accompanies	  
[postmodern	  discourse]”	  (xiii),	  I	  would	  rather	  embrace	  that	  critical	  rhetoric	  as	  companion	  
to	  the	  apocalyptic	  narratives	  that	  together	  seem	  to	  best	  map	  out	  psychosocial	  reality.	  
	  
5	  Though	  Carroll	  argues	  that	  much	  science	  fiction	  is	  really	  “a	  subcategory	  of	  horror”	  (51),	  
he	  is	  also	  careful	  to	  point	  out	  that	  not	  all	  genres	  “can	  be	  analyzed	  in	  the	  same	  way”	  (52).	  I	  
appreciate	  this	  distinction,	  particularly	  in	  the	  case	  of	  the	  post-‐apocalyptic,	  which	  has	  its	  
own	  unique	  rules	  and	  often	  pays	  homage	  to	  very	  distinct	  traditions,	  tracing	  back	  to	  early	  
religious	  dogma.	  
	  
6	  And	  apocalyptic	  thinking	  and	  writing	  also	  has	  its	  own	  strong	  tradition	  of	  interactions	  with	  
the	  impure	  and	  the	  monstrous	  that	  date	  back,	  in	  particular,	  to	  the	  Late	  Medieval	  period.	  In	  
“Of	  Earthquakes,	  Hail,	  Frogs,	  and	  Geography:	  Plague	  and	  the	  Investigation	  of	  the	  
Apocalypse”,	  Laura	  A.	  Smoller	  details	  the	  importance	  of	  plague	  and	  impure	  creatures	  like	  
snakes,	  reptiles	  and	  particularly	  frogs	  to	  the	  apocalyptic	  mentality	  dividing	  clean	  from	  
unclean.	  She	  also	  discusses	  the	  frequent	  references	  in	  the	  period	  to	  Gog	  and	  Magog,	  the	  
monstrous	  hordes	  serving	  the	  antichrist	  (by	  their	  very	  nature	  impure)	  and	  who	  represent,	  
in	  my	  estimation,	  the	  perfect	  example	  of	  the	  Other.	  
	  
7	  I	  have	  written	  at	  length	  about	  this	  elsewhere,	  examining	  the	  peculiar	  case	  of	  the	  recent	  
extreme	  popularity	  of	  zombie	  narratives.	  For	  that	  project,	  I	  found	  it	  useful	  to	  understand	  
the	  zombie	  as	  an	  extension	  of	  the	  Gothic	  technology	  of	  the	  monstrous	  body	  that	  J.	  
Halberstam	  argues	  for	  in	  her	  book	  Skin	  Shows.	  Like	  Halberstam,	  I	  also	  drew	  on	  the	  
philosophy	  of	  Julia	  Kristeva’s	  Powers	  of	  Horror.	  I	  did	  so	  to	  explain	  the	  zombie	  as	  a	  
technology	  that	  operates	  through	  abject-‐induced	  fear.	  Because	  the	  zombie	  body	  functions	  
in	  such	  a	  specific	  way,	  I	  found	  myself	  wondering	  what	  other	  bodies	  in	  post-‐apocalyptic	  
worlds	  use	  distinct	  technologies	  to	  engage	  the	  emotions	  of	  readers?	  
	  
8	  In	  “Arnau	  Vilanova	  and	  the	  Body	  at	  the	  End	  of	  the	  World”,	  Clifford	  R.	  Backman	  explains	  
that	  Vilanova,	  a	  prolific	  liftetime	  writer	  of	  treatises	  on	  apocalypse	  (and	  as	  a	  professor	  of	  
medicine	  an	  authority	  on	  the	  body)	  concluded	  that	  though	  any	  degradation	  of	  the	  body	  
could	  indicate	  “a	  warning	  sign	  for	  individuals	  to	  engage	  in	  necessary	  spiritual	  
regeneration”	  (154),	  ultimately	  the	  state	  of	  the	  body	  was	  irrelevant	  in	  the	  “reunion	  with	  
God	  [which]	  will,	  if	  anything,	  make	  us	  unaware	  of	  our	  bodies”	  (155).	  As	  belief	  in	  the	  
spiritual	  realm	  has	  waned	  significantly	  since	  the	  Age	  of	  Enlightenment,	  it	  seems	  that	  the	  
body	  has	  become	  increasingly	  more	  relevant	  as	  final	  apocalyptic	  battleground,	  no	  longer	  
the	  temporary	  home	  for	  a	  spirit	  that	  will	  undergo	  final	  judgment.	  
	  
9	  The	  early	  medieval	  text	  Piers	  Plowman	  draws	  heavily	  from	  biblical	  apocalyptic	  imagery	  
but	  is	  also	  concerned	  with	  what	  Douglas	  Bertz	  calls	  “future	  time”	  (313).	  
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10	  The	  focus	  on	  salvation	  in	  apocalyptic	  discourse	  may	  have	  changed	  over	  the	  years,	  but	  
there	  has	  been	  a	  relative	  consistency	  in	  the	  notion	  of	  apocalyptic	  time.	  As	  Benjamin	  Hudson	  
points	  out	  in	  “Time	  is	  Short:	  The	  Eschatology	  of	  the	  Early	  Gaelic	  Church”,	  early	  
prognosticators	  of	  doomsday	  often	  believed	  in	  the	  “imminent	  appearance”	  of	  “the	  end	  of	  
time”	  (102).	  This	  insistence	  in	  continually	  asserting	  that	  their	  societies	  were	  living	  in	  the	  
last	  days	  is	  a	  tradition	  that	  we	  in	  the	  modern	  world	  have	  not	  only	  inherited,	  but	  also	  
magnified	  one	  hundred	  fold.	  The	  difference	  is	  only	  that	  a	  lesser	  proportion	  of	  humankind	  
seem	  to	  understand	  the	  stake	  of	  end	  times	  in	  religious	  terms	  –	  finding	  plenty	  of	  evidence	  in	  
the	  natural,	  observable	  world	  to	  generate	  notions	  of	  apocalyptic	  time.	  
	  
11	  In	  his	  book	  Apocalyptic	  Patterns	  in	  Twentieth-‐Century	  Fiction,	  Critic	  David	  J.	  Leigh	  
identifies	  and	  explains	  that	  the	  apocalyptic	  tradition	  can	  indeed	  be	  traced	  to	  religious	  
foundations,	  though	  he	  demarcates	  these	  into	  two	  separate	  categories	  as:	  Biblical	  and	  
Nonbiblical	  or	  Western	  and	  non-‐Western	  (6-‐9).	  
	  
12	  Ania	  identifies	  these	  shifting	  patterns	  as	  an	  important	  foreground	  to	  her	  specific	  work	  on	  
Italian	  literature,	  just	  like	  many	  who	  examine	  specific	  apocalyptic	  cultural	  trends.	  Ania	  
argues	  that	  classification	  can	  often	  be	  useful	  in	  understanding	  the	  unique	  purpose	  of	  
literary	  apocalypses:	  “dividing	  them	  into	  religious	  or	  secular,	  Christian	  or	  anti-‐Christian,	  
high	  or	  popular,	  ancient	  or	  modern	  (or	  postmodern)…can	  be	  helpful	  in	  assessing	  patterns	  
or	  models”	  (175).	  
	  
13	  A	  selective	  survey	  of	  the	  field	  revealed	  four	  major	  areas	  that	  most	  socially	  significant	  
post-‐apocalyptic	  narratives	  can	  be	  loosely	  divided	  into,	  based	  on	  the	  various	  types	  of	  fears	  
they	  may	  represent.	  The	  categories	  I	  have	  briefly	  made	  use	  of	  for	  this	  project	  are:	  1)	  Works	  
that	  deal	  with	  divine	  or	  supernatural	  elements	  including	  myth	  and	  legend	  or	  Biblical	  
tradition.	  2)	  External	  threats	  such	  as	  meteors,	  comets	  or	  other	  cosmic	  weather	  that	  bring	  
about	  total	  or	  near	  total	  global	  destruction.	  This	  category	  also	  includes	  narratives	  
incorporating	  alien	  civilizations	  or	  other	  threatening	  forces	  that	  come	  from	  space,	  be	  they	  
intelligent	  or	  not.	  3)	  Works	  that	  incorporate	  the	  mass	  or	  near	  extinction	  of	  mankind	  due	  to	  
some	  advance,	  blunder,	  or	  malicious	  use	  of	  technology.	  This	  category	  involves	  a	  wide	  range	  
of	  works	  that	  focus	  on	  technological	  singularity,	  cyborgs	  and	  other	  posthuman	  forms.	  4)	  
The	  final	  category	  is	  bodies.	  This	  designation	  loosely	  collects	  together	  any	  narrative	  set	  in	  a	  
post	  apocalyptic	  environment	  in	  which	  the	  human	  body	  or	  the	  bodies	  of	  various	  other	  
species	  and	  creatures	  become	  the	  foreground	  or	  central	  mechanism	  of	  apocalypse	  in	  the	  
narrative.	  This	  final	  category	  is	  where	  narratives	  such	  as	  McCarthy’s	  The	  Road,	  Atwood’s	  
Oryx	  and	  Crake,	  and	  most	  zombie,	  cyborg	  and	  alien	  narratives	  belong.	  These	  four	  categories	  
also	  loosely	  represent,	  I	  argue,	  a	  natural	  chronological	  progression	  of	  the	  evolution	  of	  fear:	  
from	  as	  external	  to	  our	  experience	  as	  possible	  (fear	  of	  God)	  to	  the	  inward	  revelation	  of	  the	  
frightening	  potential	  within	  the	  human	  body	  (fear	  of	  the	  self).	  
	  
14	  And	  particularly	  what	  we	  do	  to	  ourselves	  and	  others,	  which	  Mark	  Ledbetter	  argues	  
formulates	  as	  apocalyptic	  directly	  in	  relation	  to	  race	  and	  gender	  in	  Toni	  Morrison’s	  Beloved.	  
Ledbetter	  argues	  that	  in	  the	  novel	  this	  is	  represented	  by	  “the	  body	  disfigured,	  the	  body	  
violated,	  and	  the	  body	  dismembered”	  (162).	  That	  the	  apocalyptic	  can	  be	  enacted	  in	  
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narratives	  outside	  of	  its	  home	  genre	  is	  certainly	  nothing	  new;	  its	  being	  detectable	  in	  scenes	  
from	  more	  traditional	  literary	  fiction	  that	  deal	  with	  body	  horror	  does,	  however,	  support	  my	  
contention	  that	  recent	  post-‐apocalyptic	  narratives	  find	  the	  body	  the	  most	  fitting	  place	  to	  
situate	  apocalypse.	  
	  
15	  Individual	  transformation	  has	  often	  played	  a	  crucial	  thematic	  role	  in	  literary	  art	  and	  
other	  influential	  written	  works;	  think	  Frankenstein,	  The	  Strange	  Case	  of	  Dr.	  Jekyll	  and	  Mr.	  
Hyde,	  The	  Metamorphosis,	  Hamlet	  or	  Great	  Expectations.	  This	  long	  established	  tradition	  
might	  help	  explain	  why	  some	  post-‐apocalyptic	  fiction	  is	  perhaps	  taken	  more	  seriously	  than	  
standard	  science	  fiction	  or	  fantasy	  writing.	  For	  support	  for	  this	  idea,	  refer	  to	  Margaret	  
Atwood’s	  insistence	  that	  her	  work	  not	  be	  classified	  as	  science	  fiction	  in	  her	  introduction	  to	  
In	  Other	  Worlds:	  SF	  and	  the	  Human	  Imagination.	  	  
	  
16	  I	  propose	  the	  possibility	  that	  works	  of	  apocalyptic	  low	  art	  (if	  not	  entirely	  tongue	  in	  
cheek)	  seem	  to	  be	  primarily	  fear	  driven,	  while	  apocalyptic	  high	  art	  is	  for	  the	  most	  part	  
concerned	  with	  transformations;	  be	  those	  transformations	  social,	  physical	  or	  personal.	  It	  is	  
also	  important	  to	  distinguish	  disaster	  narratives	  as	  normally	  entirely	  pre-‐apocalypse	  in	  
nature	  and	  also	  therefore	  decidedly	  not	  centered	  around	  transformation	  but	  only	  around	  
fear.	  The	  fear	  is	  manifested	  in	  the	  fact	  that	  these	  films	  or	  books	  build	  tension	  around	  an	  
obstacle	  to	  survival	  or	  an	  impending	  catastrophe	  and	  then	  simply	  destroy	  everything	  we	  
know;	  the	  purpose	  of	  this	  seems	  to	  be	  to	  depict	  a	  sort	  of	  globalized	  suicide	  fantasy	  in	  
response	  to	  our	  inability	  to	  transform,	  both	  individually	  and	  collectively.	  
	  
17	  How	  transformation	  is	  marked	  on	  individual	  bodies	  is	  accessed	  directly	  through	  
powerful	  body	  imagery	  that	  fluctuates	  or	  changes;	  that	  is	  to	  say,	  these	  bodies	  become	  
maps.	  But	  transformation	  is	  also	  perceptible	  in	  the	  subtext	  of	  characters’	  speech,	  actions	  
and	  appearances	  as	  well	  as	  in	  the	  staging,	  dynamics	  and	  tone	  of	  these	  narratives.	  
	  
18	  I	  find	  that	  of	  all	  recent	  post-‐apocalyptic	  narratives	  that	  make	  use	  of	  collectives	  or	  groups	  
that	  share	  major	  physical	  characteristics,	  the	  zombie	  narrative	  has	  most	  distilled	  or	  
perfected	  what	  I	  consider	  to	  be	  a	  technology	  of	  fear.	  As	  the	  more	  blatantly	  body-‐horror	  
focused	  type	  of	  post-‐apocalyptic	  fiction,	  it	  would	  seem	  far	  too	  simple	  and	  I	  think	  
unproductive	  to	  focus	  in	  on	  the	  zombie	  narrative	  alone	  to	  support	  these	  claims.	  Rather,	  I	  
believe	  that	  if	  key	  works	  in	  the	  genre,	  for	  example	  McCarthy’s	  The	  Road	  and	  Atwood’s	  Oryx	  
and	  Crake	  can	  be	  shown	  to	  make	  use	  of	  bodies	  in	  a	  similar	  fashion	  to	  the	  zombie	  narrative,	  
then	  my	  claim	  that	  recent	  body	  centered	  post-‐apocalyptic	  fiction	  marks	  the	  emergence	  of	  a	  
new	  stage	  in	  the	  evolution	  of	  this	  particular	  genre	  gains	  more	  serious	  traction.	  Another	  
reason	  that	  I	  will	  focus	  less	  here	  on	  the	  zombie	  narrative	  as	  representative	  of	  collective	  
social	  angst	  about	  human	  agency	  in	  apocalypse,	  is	  that	  I	  have	  done	  so	  extensively	  in	  my	  
article:	  “Destruction	  From	  Within:	  The	  Significance	  of	  the	  Resurgence	  of	  Zombies	  in	  Film	  
and	  Fiction”	  in	  A	  Critical	  Approach	  to	  the	  Apocalypse,	  Eds.	  Alexandra	  Simon-‐López	  and	  
Heidi	  Yeandle.	  Inter-‐Disciplinary	  Press,	  2013.	  17-‐29.	  Ebook.	  
	  
19	  It	  might	  be	  important	  to	  note	  at	  this	  point	  that	  the	  same	  fictions	  can	  also	  be	  analyzed	  for	  
the	  interesting	  way	  in	  which	  they	  present	  renewal	  or	  hope	  for	  the	  human	  race.	  While	  The	  



	  

	  
	  

119	  

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
Road	  is	  the	  bleaker	  of	  the	  two	  texts	  to	  read,	  ultimately,	  its	  message	  may	  be	  more	  optimistic	  
than	  that	  contained	  within	  Oryx	  and	  Crake.	  
	  
20	  But	  what	  exactly	  do	  readers	  feel	  more	  precisely	  here?	  Just	  like	  with	  horror	  film	  audience	  
members	  experiencing	  Carroll’s	  art-‐horror	  emotional	  state,	  readers	  of	  The	  Road	  might	  at	  
this	  juncture	  of	  the	  novel	  experience	  a	  moment	  of	  cyclic-‐fear.	  This	  particular	  fear,	  triggered	  
by	  the	  image	  of	  a	  hand	  on	  a	  pregnant	  belly	  that	  almost	  perfectly	  embodies	  the	  concept	  of	  
renewal	  amidst	  destruction,	  could	  elicit	  real	  cognitive	  and	  physical	  reactions.	  My	  purpose	  
here	  however	  is	  not	  to	  define	  what	  those	  reactions	  might	  be,	  or	  for	  that	  matter	  to	  debate	  
whether	  terms	  like	  cyclic-‐fear	  and	  art-‐horror	  and	  other	  nuanced	  emotional	  states	  should	  be	  
granted	  new	  socio-‐cultural	  real	  estate.	  Instead,	  I	  hope	  to	  demonstrate	  that	  by	  
understanding	  unique	  emotional	  states	  like	  these,	  however	  theoretically,	  creative	  writers	  
can	  recognize	  how	  and	  when	  they	  are	  at	  play	  within	  a	  particular	  genre	  and	  attempt	  to	  set	  
them	  to	  work	  in	  their	  own	  fiction.	  This	  is	  the	  approach	  this	  project	  takes	  and	  the	  purpose	  of	  
examining	  the	  cyclical	  patterns	  in	  The	  Road	  and	  Oryx	  and	  Crake.	  
	  
21	  As	  in	  the	  word	  for	  monstrous	  transformations	  Hudson	  explains	  would	  have	  been	  
common	  in	  early	  Gaelic	  culture,	  a	  term	  that	  has	  now	  fallen	  out	  of	  use	  in	  the	  modern	  
context…but	  I	  like	  it.	  
	  
22	  The	  symbol	  most	  often	  represented	  as	  a	  snake	  eating	  its	  own	  tail	  and	  present	  in	  many	  
historical	  cultural	  traditions.	  It	  could	  be	  positive	  in	  that	  it	  represents	  eventual	  renewal,	  but	  
has	  also	  often	  first	  been	  representative	  of	  disorder	  and	  an	  end	  to	  time.	  
	  
23	  Although	  my	  lurks	  are	  inspired	  in	  part	  by	  the	  concepts	  of	  zombie	  narratives,	  they	  are	  a	  
unique	  beast	  all	  their	  own.	  Unlike	  the	  zombies	  in	  most	  recent	  narratives	  that	  are	  either	  
never	  logically	  explained,	  are	  explained	  lazily	  as	  the	  result	  of	  a	  random	  virus,	  experiment	  
or,	  in	  the	  case	  of	  the	  Romeroverse	  simply	  as	  an	  act	  of	  God	  –	  my	  lurks	  are	  an	  important	  
aspect	  of	  extra-‐terrestrial	  technology,	  used	  to	  harvest	  human	  growth	  hormone	  to	  create	  
the	  giants.	  
	  
24	  Snowman’s	  present,	  not	  our	  own.	  
	  
25	  Atwood	  would	  likely	  agree	  with	  this	  idea	  –	  see	  her	  discussion	  of	  science	  fiction	  vs.	  
speculative	  fiction	  in	  her	  introduction	  to	  In	  Other	  Worlds.	  
	  
26	  In	  other	  words,	  the	  introduction	  is	  all	  about	  the	  strategy	  and	  content	  of	  the	  fiction,	  but	  
the	  fiction	  comes	  from	  a	  mind	  entirely	  divorced	  from	  theory.	  During	  the	  writing	  I	  often	  
found	  myself	  immersed	  in	  the	  landscape	  I	  had	  created.	  I	  could	  see	  the	  pliable	  fronds	  of	  the	  
longshoot	  trees	  and	  somehow	  know	  that	  the	  leaves	  were	  always	  dry	  and	  dusty	  on	  one	  side,	  
but	  sticky	  with	  some	  peculiar	  pollen	  on	  the	  other.	  I	  could	  stand	  in	  the	  dark	  of	  the	  outer	  
band	  and	  look	  up	  at	  the	  hive	  of	  the	  moon	  in	  unease	  and	  wonder.	  This	  place,	  though	  
originally	  intended	  to	  be	  a	  nightmare	  world,	  took	  on	  a	  beauty	  to	  me	  that	  I	  hope	  others	  will	  
see	  and	  feel	  too.	  
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27	  And	  these	  are	  only	  the	  largely	  publicized	  research	  projects.	  There	  are	  thousands	  of	  
private	  individuals	  and	  organizations	  involved	  in	  scientifically	  sound	  searches	  for	  extra-‐
terrestrial	  life,	  intelligent	  and	  simple.	  In	  a	  fantastically	  stimulating	  TED	  talk	  on	  the	  science	  
of	  Spectroscopy,	  Garik	  Israelian	  conveys	  his	  conviction	  that	  intelligent	  life	  will	  soon	  be	  
confirmed	  by	  examining	  the	  chemical	  compositions	  of	  the	  spectra	  emitted	  by	  stars.	  
	  
28	  I	  realize	  how	  ridiculous	  this	  attempt	  at	  categorization	  might	  seem,	  but	  as	  Atwood	  claims,	  
“when	  it	  comes	  to	  genres,	  the	  borders	  are	  increasingly	  undefended,	  and	  things	  slip	  back	  
and	  forth	  across	  them	  with	  insouciance.	  Bendiness	  of	  terminology,	  literary	  gene-‐swapping,	  
and	  intergenre	  visiting	  has	  been	  going	  on	  in	  the	  SF	  world–loosely	  defined–for	  some	  time”	  
(13).	  But	  I	  would	  argue	  certain	  works	  slip	  back	  and	  forth	  so	  easily	  only	  because	  of	  the	  lack	  
of	  serious	  attempts	  to	  accurately	  define	  those	  texts.	  An	  easier	  way	  to	  define	  my	  fiction	  
might	  be	  to	  call	  it	  Slipstream…but	  that	  term	  just	  seems	  like	  a	  lazy	  escape	  from	  the	  work	  of	  
definition	  –	  no	  offense	  to	  Bruce	  Sterling.	  
	  
29	  The	  market	  for	  serious	  literary	  fiction	  that	  incorporates	  extra-‐terrestrial	  beings	  is	  likely	  
to	  be	  vast,	  consisting	  in	  part	  of	  the	  same	  audiences	  that	  keep	  television	  shows	  like	  Ancient	  
Aliens	  on	  the	  air	  and	  Stephanie	  Meyer’s	  The	  Host	  in	  print.	  But	  there	  is	  also	  the	  massive	  
science	  fiction	  fanbase	  that	  voraciously	  read	  the	  kinds	  of	  books	  depicting	  the	  sorts	  of	  things	  
Atwood	  rather	  hastily	  claims	  are	  not	  possible,	  the	  kinds	  of	  stories	  like	  “Star	  Wars	  and	  most	  
of	  the	  TV	  series	  Star	  Trek”	  (12).	  But	  fans	  of	  science,	  not	  only	  science	  fiction,	  head	  to	  the	  sci-‐
fi	  shelf	  in	  their	  local	  bookstore.	  They	  like	  to	  be	  entertained,	  like	  anyone	  else.	  They	  also	  see	  
films	  like	  Prometheus	  and	  Contact.	  The	  publishing	  trend	  intelligence	  company	  Simba	  
Information	  documents	  that	  while	  the	  fiction	  trade	  market	  as	  a	  whole	  has	  generally	  
declined,	  the	  science	  fiction	  market	  has	  been	  showing	  stable	  increase	  in	  growth.	  I’d	  argue	  
that	  the	  only	  reason	  successful	  science	  fiction	  stories	  like	  Carl	  Sagan’s	  Contact	  –	  that	  make	  
efforts	  to	  extrapolate	  realistically	  based	  on	  current	  technology	  –	  have	  been	  the	  exception	  
rather	  than	  the	  rule,	  is	  that	  Sagan	  was	  writing	  about	  25	  years	  ahead	  of	  the	  curve.	  The	  
market	  is	  hungry	  for	  new	  versions	  of	  the	  contact	  story	  and	  the	  post-‐apocalyptic	  genre	  is	  
likely	  to	  benefit	  from	  an	  injection	  of	  enthusiasm	  for	  extra-‐terrestrial	  plots.	  
	  
30	  This	  is	  indeed,	  much	  of	  the	  basis	  of	  the	  concept	  and	  related	  imagery	  of	  “Tethering”	  that	  
the	  book	  rotates	  around.	  While	  Tiger	  is	  considering	  her	  bond	  to	  her	  brother,	  the	  giant	  
contemplates	  his	  connection	  to	  “the	  travelling	  place”	  and	  The	  Gralen	  laments	  (albeit	  only	  
internally)	  his	  lack	  of	  connection	  to	  any	  definable	  identity.	  Finally,	  the	  entire	  science	  fiction	  
concept	  of	  the	  piece	  centers	  around	  the	  extra	  terrestrial	  presence	  in	  the	  solar	  system	  we	  
know,	  only	  made	  possible	  by	  technology	  that	  ties	  together	  two	  star	  systems,	  via	  a	  
wormhole.	  
	  
31	  This	  idea	  drives	  all	  of	  the	  other	  thoughts	  and	  actions	  Tiger	  has	  throughout	  the	  story.	  I	  
tried	  to	  ensure	  that	  she	  never	  loses	  sight	  of	  her	  desire	  to	  re-‐spool	  the	  thread.	  
	  
32	  One	  small	  slip	  in	  this	  regard	  could	  spoil	  the	  illusion	  of	  the	  entire	  speculative	  world.	  For	  
example,	  If	  Tiger	  reached	  out	  her	  hand	  and	  “felt	  fabric	  as	  soft	  as	  velvet”,	  the	  reader	  will	  
rightly	  question	  how	  Tiger	  could	  have	  knowledge	  of	  a	  pre-‐apocalypse	  fabric.	  The	  same	  is	  
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true	  if	  I	  had	  one	  of	  my	  characters	  “speed	  like	  a	  bullet”	  across	  a	  clearing.	  My	  revision	  
process	  was	  always	  mindful	  of	  watching	  for	  these	  kinds	  of	  slips.	  
	  
33	  After	  years	  of	  experience	  in	  the	  business	  of	  both	  editing	  and	  writing	  popular	  fiction,	  Sol	  
Stein	  once	  wrote	  that	  the	  difference	  between	  writing	  nonfiction	  and	  fiction	  could	  be	  
summed	  up	  as	  simply	  as	  with	  these	  six	  words:	  “Nonfiction	  conveys	  information.	  Fiction	  
evokes	  emotion”	  (7).	  Though	  I	  would	  qualify	  this	  statement	  to	  include	  the	  caveat	  that	  non-‐
fiction	  often	  can	  evoke	  emotion,	  I	  agree	  with	  Stein	  that	  good	  fiction	  always	  should.	  So	  with	  
my	  fiction	  I	  seek	  to	  evoke	  emotions	  in	  the	  reader	  –	  anger,	  happiness,	  excitement,	  fear,	  love,	  
nostalgia,	  pathos,	  confusion,	  curiosity	  and	  many	  others.	  I	  hope	  to	  achieve	  this	  primarily	  
through	  the	  movements	  of	  my	  key	  characters	  in	  relation	  to	  each	  other;	  the	  careful	  
consideration	  of	  staging	  key	  scenes	  and	  movement	  through	  landscape	  and	  the	  cautious	  use	  
of	  imagery	  and	  sense	  in	  the	  story.	  But	  for	  some	  reason,	  standard	  emotions	  don’t	  seem	  to	  
entirely	  explain	  what	  is	  going	  on	  in	  post-‐apocalyptic	  worlds	  and	  why	  readers	  seem	  to	  
respond	  so	  sharply	  to	  them	  –	  hence	  my	  argument	  for	  considering	  cyclic-‐fear.	  
	  
34	  While	  zombie	  narratives	  use	  abject-‐fear,	  cyborgs	  interstitial-‐fear	  and	  alien	  invasion	  
stories	  Other-‐fear,	  all	  of	  these	  seem	  to	  me	  to	  be	  forms	  of	  cyclic-‐fear	  in	  that	  they	  all	  carry	  
within	  them	  the	  contradiction	  inherent	  in	  the	  apocalyptic	  and	  do	  so	  in	  the	  form	  of	  
humanoid	  bodies.	  
	  
35	  The	  more	  I	  pondered	  this	  idea,	  the	  more	  I	  became	  convinced	  that	  cyclic-‐fear	  exists	  
outside	  of	  apocalyptic	  texts;	  it	  can	  be	  found	  in	  everyday	  contradictions	  that	  haunt	  us	  with	  
their	  balance	  of	  destructive	  and	  healing	  forces:	  domestic	  violence,	  alcoholism	  and	  other	  
forms	  of	  substance	  abuse,	  self-‐mutilation	  and	  perhaps	  even	  sex	  addiction.	  All	  of	  the	  above	  
center	  around	  cycles	  of	  damage	  and	  healing	  to	  the	  body;	  all	  are	  dangerous	  and	  each	  could	  
be,	  and	  probably	  have	  been,	  described	  in	  apocalyptic	  terms.	  
	  
36	  Charles	  Baxter	  discusses	  this	  as	  “the	  unknowable”	  (64)	  and	  points	  out	  that,	  “if	  you’re	  a	  
good	  writer,	  these	  days,	  you	  pay	  attention	  to	  the	  way	  that	  people	  don’t	  pay	  attention”	  (66).	  
In	  the	  Tethering,	  there	  is	  an	  unheard	  melody	  that	  haunts	  Tiger	  throughout	  the	  text.	  She	  is	  
unaware	  of	  Sai’s	  true	  identity;	  this	  is	  not	  through	  Narcissism	  or	  egomania,	  but	  through	  her	  
own	  psychic	  vulnerability	  –	  the	  three	  traits	  are	  Baxter’s	  “Pillars	  of	  the	  Tower	  of	  Voluntary	  
Deafness.	  They	  are	  the	  silent	  markers	  of	  subtexts”	  (66).	  
	  
37	  Although	  Tiger	  is	  a	  character	  that	  generates	  notions	  of	  cyclic-‐fear	  through	  her	  
interactions	  with	  the	  texts	  “monsters”	  and	  pockets	  of	  human	  survivors,	  she	  herself	  is	  
written	  to	  carry	  hope,	  love	  and	  the	  promise,	  however	  faint,	  of	  rebirth.	  
	  
38	  Come	  and	  See.	  I	  make	  use	  of	  this	  well	  known	  phrase	  from	  Revelations	  in	  order	  to	  ensure	  
my	  readers	  will	  connect	  with	  the	  apocalyptic	  nature	  of	  the	  text.	  But	  this	  short	  phrase	  is	  also	  
designed	  as	  a	  specific	  component	  of	  my	  attempt	  to	  experiment	  with	  the	  idea	  that	  cyclic-‐fear	  
can	  be	  written	  into	  texts	  and	  drawn	  from	  within	  them	  by	  readers.	  The	  phrase	  is	  used	  in	  
both	  the	  apocalyptic	  Johnny	  Cash	  song	  “When	  The	  Man	  Comes	  Around”	  (2002)	  and	  also	  
shares	  the	  title	  of	  what	  I	  would	  argue	  is	  one	  of	  the	  most	  honest	  and	  powerful	  films	  ever	  
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made	  about	  war,	  Elem	  Klimov’s	  Come	  and	  See	  (1985).	  This	  is	  just	  the	  mention	  of	  two	  of	  
many	  uses.	  
	  
39	  William	  Blake	  is	  well	  known	  for	  his	  apocalyptic	  art	  and	  poetry.	  I	  selected	  The	  Tyger	  as	  my	  
main	  character’s	  precious	  personal	  document	  not	  only	  because	  it	  shares	  her	  namesake,	  but	  
because	  of	  all	  Blake’s	  poems,	  this	  one	  is	  sparing,	  nuanced	  and	  powerful	  in	  its	  image	  of	  the	  
apocalypse.	  I	  find	  that	  the	  fourth	  and	  fifth	  stanzas	  capture	  perfectly	  the	  essence	  of	  the	  
questions	  my	  story	  grapples	  with.	  I	  decided	  to	  use	  the	  pairs	  of	  rhyming	  lines	  to	  loosely	  
inspire	  the	  theme	  of	  each	  chapter	  and	  convey	  a	  sense	  of	  measured	  pace	  to	  the	  story.	  
	  
40	  Lichtheim,	  Miriam	  (1975).	  Ancient	  Egyptian	  Literature,	  vol	  1.	  London,	  England:	  University	  
of	  California	  Press.	  


