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  To my fellow activists, artists, and visionaries who challenge the status quo and dare to imagine a better world.
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  Preface



This book is a departure from my usual essays—a fictional space where I weave fragments of myself into four distinct characters, each embodying a vital part of my worldview. Mira, Jax, Kali, and Tommie are not just characters; they are vessels for radical feminism, anarcho-communism, transsexual identity, and animal liberation, respectively. Through their stories, I explore the intersections of identity, politics, and resistance.




The inspiration for this novel first sparked with my song “Sick List”—a musical expression of frustration, hope, and defiance released under my artist name, Elias of Venus. The colours that represent each character in this book—purple, red, pink, and green—also appear in the cover art of that album, symbolising the movements and ideals that fuel my work.




I invite you to read this book as more than fiction. It is a reflection of ongoing struggles for justice, a meditation on empathy and transformation, and a call to imagine and build a world where liberation is possible for all beings.




Thank you for joining me on this journey.








  
  
  CHAPTER I

  
  




The morning light crept softly through the thin curtains of a cramped apartment, casting muted shadows on worn furniture and faded photographs. Mira moved quietly, careful not to disturb the fragile stillness. Her mother lay in bed, frail and pallid as ivory, the slow rise and fall of her chest a delicate rhythm against the silence. Nearby, Baal, the old housecat with eyes like molten amber, stretched languidly on the windowsill, a silent guardian of their small world.




Mira’s hands lingered briefly over a worn sketchbook resting on the cluttered table. Its pages were filled with designs—bold lines, daring shapes, visions of a future where she could rewrite the rules. But the edges were curled, the colours faded, much like the dreams she had carried with her from another life. A life left behind in a distant land where hope had once burned fiercely, before trauma and displacement had extinguished its warmth.




She had come to this new country carrying scars invisible to the eye but heavy in her heart. The factory where she now worked was a far cry from the studios and creative spaces she had once imagined herself in. Here, the air was thick with dust and the acrid smell of chemicals, machines clanking relentlessly, drowning out any whisper of hope. Her hands moved automatically, assembling parts with a precision born of repetition, but her mind drifted—fragmented memories surfacing like shards beneath the surface of her consciousness.




The noise of the factory was a constant roar, but within it lurked moments of piercing silence—moments when the past broke through. Shadows of a childhood marked by fear and pain flickered briefly behind her eyes. The violent outbursts of a father whose rage had shattered the fragile peace of their home, the silent tears of a mother who bore her suffering in quiet dignity. These memories were fragments, dissociated and distant, yet they clawed at her mind, relentless and unforgiving.




At times, Mira felt herself slipping away, her sense of self dissolving into a haze of exhaustion and dissociation. The relentless grind of the factory, the weight of responsibility at home, and the ghosts of her past converged into a suffocating fog. Her body ached with exhaustion; her spirit trembled on the edge of collapse.




Evenings were no refuge. Returning to the small apartment, Mira found herself once again the caretaker—administering medication, preparing meals, offering what comfort she could to a mother growing weaker with each passing day. Baal, ever faithful, nestled close, a small warmth against the cold reality of their lives. In these quiet moments, Mira’s dreams of becoming a feminist designer who could challenge the oppressive structures that had shaped her past felt like distant echoes, fading further into the background of survival.




One day, the weight became unbearable. At the factory, Mira’s hands trembled uncontrollably, her vision blurred by fatigue and the creeping shadows of trauma. The noise around her faded into a dull roar as she struggled to hold herself together. In that moment, a fragile act of defiance emerged—a simple decision whispered by her weary soul. She would call in sick. Not out of weakness, but out of necessity—a small rebellion against the relentless demands that sought to consume her.




Returning home, she found the mailbox heavier than usual. Among the usual clutter of bills and advertisements lay a folded piece of paper boldly stamped: “SICK LIST.” Mira’s fingers trembled as she unfolded it, her eyes scanning the names piled one atop another like the weight of a thousand exhausted souls. The list was a testament to a collective weariness, a silent uprising born from shared pain.




For the first time in a long while, something stirred within her—a flicker of hope, a spark of solidarity. The sickness she had borne alone was not hers alone to carry. It was a symptom of a broken system, a wound shared by many. And perhaps, this list was more than a record of absence; perhaps it was the beginning of a reckoning.




Outside, the city breathed indifferently beneath a grey sky, unaware of the quiet storm gathering within its streets. Mira stood by the window, Baal’s steady presence at her side, and for a moment, the weight on her shoulders felt just a little lighter.








  
  
  CHAPTER II

  
  




The city’s pulse had not changed. Crowds moved like rivers beneath the grey sky, faces blurred by routine and obligation. But beneath this surface, something new was stirring—a quiet, restless energy that Jax could feel in every conversation, every whispered rumour, every sick note handed in without explanation.




In his cluttered apartment, the air thick with the scent of old paper and ink, Jax sat surrounded by the voices of revolutionaries long gone. His fingers traced the faded letters of a pamphlet he had printed the night before—an impassioned call to recognise the power in absence, to see the sick not as weak or broken but as the vanguard of a new resistance.




The Sick List had become more than a symbol; it was a manifesto etched in the names of those too exhausted to fight by conventional means. Jax had heard from Rory about the swelling numbers—workers, office employees, factory hands—all refusing to show up, their silence louder than any protest chant.




He thought of Mira, though he did not know her name. He did not know her face or her story, but he knew her struggle. He had read too many reports, heard too many testimonies from those crushed beneath the weight of relentless labour and invisible wounds. Mira’s decision to call in sick was a single thread in a vast tapestry of defiance.




Jax’s own journey had been forged in the fires of loss and ideology. Orphaned and adrift, he had found purpose in the radical texts that lined his shelves—Marx’s critique of capital, Kropotkin’s vision of mutual aid, Lenin’s call for revolutionary action. These works were not relics; they were living blueprints for dismantling a system that devoured human lives.




His twin sister Rory, immersed in the medical world, had become his eyes inside the system. She spoke of hospitals stretched thin, doctors overwhelmed, and an epidemic of burnout spreading faster than any virus. The Sick List was not just a rebellion against work—it was a revolt against a society that valued profit over people.




Jax’s radical committee had grown quietly but steadily. What began as whispered meetings in basements had turned into coordinated actions, leaflets distributed in secret, and plans laid for broader resistance. The sick were awakening, and with them, the possibility of revolution.




He paused, staring at the list again. Each name was a story of pain, endurance, and silent rage. The list was too long to read, yet every name mattered. It was a ledger of broken bodies and spirits, but also a ledger of hope.




Outside, the city carried on, indifferent to the gathering storm. But Jax knew that beneath the surface, the fabric of this capitalist society was fraying. The Sick List was the first crack, and soon, those cracks would widen into a fracture no system could ignore.




For now, Jax returned to his desk, pen in hand, ready to give voice to the voiceless. The revolution of the sick was just beginning, and he was determined to be its chronicler—and its catalyst.
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