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Quotes

What distinguishes homo sapiens from every other living creature is the mind.

—Collins English Dictionary.

Insanity—perfectly rational adjustment to an insane world. 

– R. D. Laing

All animals are equal but some animals are more equal than others. 

-—George Orwell

The idea of race is a recent phenomenon in human history.

It dates to the start of the transatlantic slave trade and 

thus to the subsequent caste system that arose from slavery.

––Isabel Wilkerson, Caste –– The Lies That Divide Us 
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Foreword 
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I began to write the story on my iPhone. 

But after a few attempts, 

the creative juices started to flow, 

so I switched to my laptop.

I chose fiction and not non-fiction. 

Don’t ask me why; I’m likely to over-rationalise
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I HAD BECOME FIRED up after reading on FB about the unlawful killing of a black brother who got shot while out jogging: Ahmaud Marquez Arbery. 

The instant response was to post my reaction on FB. 

Getting hold of my anger, I decided to write a story instead. 

Freud wrote about “sublimation”: the act of diverting 

one’s instinctual impulse into something socially acceptable. 

The story isn’t about the jogger who died at the hands of racial injustice.  

When I developed Boy Blue, I had John Coffey in mind, 

the character from The Green Mile.

There are no heroes in the story – at least not intentionally. 

However, in the spirit of D. H. Lawrence:

Trust the tale,

not the writer. 

“Darker than Blue — This Mortal Coil”

I

THE YEAR WAS 2030 –– American-style landscape - Springtime

SUNDAY ––
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BB, alias Boy Blue, awoke from a nightmare in the early morning. He was enormous and pressed his hands against his ears as if to block out the internal noise. He perched on his bed with slumped shoulders and red-eyed from weeping. 

His baritone voice bounced off his cell’s grey-padded walls; His booming voice and intimidating manner aggravated the sufferers’ agony. 

So he obtained a soundproof room.

“Who can tell me who I am? Who dares to speak of the almighty Father in this chamber of hell on wasteland, where skeletons lay far from villages and towns?”

***
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SOUTHWEST OF ATLANTIS Island, among forests, pastoral vegetation, and agricultural terrain, stood a large brick building with barred windows and a weathered facade. 

The structure appeared mediaeval to Boy Blue.

During his first admission, the devices in the asylum seemed terrifying, and he became increasingly dissatisfied, breathing rapidly and shifting eye contact as though he was about to throw a fit. 

Patients were in physical restraints such as straitjackets or manacles, waistcoats, and leather wristbands. 

Some submerged in a bathtub for an hour or longer, some in foster positions on the floor and benches. 

Others were absorbed in monologue. 

Shouts heard from afar.

Boy Blue had not returned to the right place, where ancient healing had reasserted its authority, and prison life was not as bad as he had imagined.

From a solitary window with four horizontal iron bars, you could see bright orange clouds above and among the hilltops of massive mountains. Newspapers, dirty clothing, socks, and muddy jogging shoes littered the room. Bolted to the floor were a table and chair.

II

On Atlantis, there was talk of dark forces rising from Hades, bringing terror and a new world order. 

The presidential campaign rallies have begun. The placard, which read, Justice and Freedom may soon be a thing of the past, appeared on billboards across the country and on buses and trains. The smiling face of Liberal presidential candidate Charlie Marx appeared on buildings and billboards.

In an NNC interview, Charlie stated, “Democracy has become archaic and frail and is now on the verge of death with crutches as an ally.” 

Charlie concluded, “A pest rages on the island of Atlantis. If you vote for me, your freedom will be guaranteed.” 

Charlie avoided answering whether his opponent, President DeeDee, was a pest endangering democracy. 

The election was coming up in November.

The people of Atlantis had a variety of skin tones. Pink was the dominant colour, symbolizing privilege and power, to name a few.

III

“Your loving souls are a testament to this strange change I speak of,” Boy Blue whispered, still sitting on the side of his bed, haggard, red-eyed, and slanting. 

After yawning, his dark, gloomy voice said, “My mind and body aren’t what they should be: I feel like a green monster and probably look like one, too. Or a neanderthal minus my stature and hairless torso.” He giggled a little.

After a pause––rubbing his eyes and yawning––the patient, Boy Blue, muttered as if repeating something he could have heard while he was away. 

“Atlantis is a-changing in a way the Founding Daddies feared. 

This noble island, where my forefathers toiled until they couldn't any longer, flogged, shot, or sold at auction. The island is on par with hell. Take pity on the souls of wicked homo sapiens, Holy Mary.” 

Boy Blue directed his bulging red eyes to every caregiver in the room. “Your loving souls tell me you are different. What will become of me?” 

“Much good will come to you, sir,” said Sam, a pink and wiry junior assistant. “Much. Don’t lose faith, sir.”

BB’s thoughts sped up as if in a delirium. Four steroid-pumped men stood at ease and waited for further instructions.

The scene became farfetched. Hollywood-like. The muscular caregivers planned to capture this massive beast before all hell broke loose. 

IV

Es lebe der Satan chanted a circle of noble pink knights who hoped to establish autocracy with a landslide victory at the polls in late autumn.

A pest arrives just in time to assist the noble pink trolls at the island’s historical moment.

Trolls and pink sympathizers from all walks of life are expected to support the President’s “death to democracy” crusade, according to liberal and socialist Atlanteans. 

A recent survey shows idealistic youths are head over heels for an authoritarian leader. The survey characterised their desire as an emotional experience for many young people. They wanted to be a part of a new order in which equality was nonsense. 

Iron-fisted autocrats have begun to manipulate the minds of older adults, leading them to forget the horrors of the past. 

However, many misinformed yellow, darker-than-blue, and brown earthlings take pride in their colour-blindness. There were complaints that the democratic system made hollow promises to the people.

V 

BB read books above his level in the prison library and concluded that he had gotten them half right or entirely wrong. 

According to mythology, Plato mentions Atlantis as west of the Pillars of Hercules. And, as Boy Blue recalls, some historians describe the island as a peaceful and powerful kingdom. 

Some academic nerds maintain rampant internal skirmishes among its tribes. 

BB was confused by the contradicting stories about what happened to Atlantis once upon a time. It puzzled him. 

Some scholars believe a series of volcanoes had destroyed Atlantis in the Atlantic Ocean, west of the Straits of Gibraltar. A few geographers claimed that war and the black death had brought destruction to the island.

Scholars agreed that the island re-emerged between North and South America, sandwiched as a shaky stepping stone to either continent. San Pedro is the closest country. There were several islands in the El Dorado Straits.

VI

At lunchtime on a warm spring day, downtown skyscrapers and sidewalks on both sides of long avenues are crowded with vehicles, horse carriages, pedicabs, pushbikes, and pedestrians. 

“There’s no more sunshine in our mundane lives, no more hope, no more glory,” moaned a middle-aged pink woman with rosy cheeks and short black hair, dressed in a navy-blue blouse tucked into a black leather short skirt, white stockings, and red high heels. 

“Bitterness and despair are issues,” she added.

The woman was with an older pink lady, grey-haired, with a paler face, wearing a bright red dress, black low-heeled shoes, and arms swinging as if marching—she
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"Boy Blue’s fate and the fate of
democracy are at stake."
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