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Introduction

As always, thank you for buying this book, and I hope you get some enjoyment from it.

This book contains two stories. One is a novella – Diffusion, and the other is a short story – Rewind Cry. They are somewhat thematically linked, dealing with the sense of reality we tend to perceive, though one is more linked with memory, and the other with the perceived reality of the moment.

These kinds of themes have been mainstays in science fiction for as long as it has existed, and sometimes offer answers, but often hold a mirror, albeit perhaps a distorted one.

Memory has never been a tidy archive. It has always been fen water, seeping, reshaping the peat beneath it, carrying fragments of one year into another until the original shoreline is lost. 

Science fiction understood this long before any scanner slid across a skull or any postmodern philosopher gave the process a name. For nearly a century the genre has returned, again and again, to the same soft ground, the place where what we remember and what actually happened begin to bleed into each other. It is not nostalgia. It is not even recollection. It is diffusion, the slow, solemn erosion of the real into the told, the lived into the simulated, the self into its own endless copies.

There are some classic examples, far too many to mention them all here, so I’ll touch on a few. This is not a reading list, but no one would be worse off for reading these stories.

Philip K. Dick had a short story in the 1960s, which was later filmed with Arnie,  that still makes the scalp tighten. 

A man walks into a clinic and buys himself a false memory of a holiday on Mars. When he wakes, the holiday feels more real than his own marriage. The title is far more clever than it first appears as well. “We Can Remember It for You Wholesale.” 

Baudrillard would have recognized the move at once. In the age of the simulacrum, the copy no longer needs an original. It precedes and replaces it. Memory becomes hyper-real, cheaper, brighter, more convincing than the thing it once claimed to preserve. 

The man in Dick’s story does not so much remember Mars. He remembers the memory of Mars, and that is enough to unmake his life. 

It could be argued that what we are currently experiencing in the super-accelerated hyper-modern world, is that the same cheap, wholesale transaction happens every time we tell ourselves the story of who we were. The past is not retrieved. It is manufactured on demand, then sold back to us at a discount ostensibly by ourselves, though through various digital proxies.

Ursula K. Le Guin took the question further in The Lathe of Heaven. One man’s dreams rewrite reality. One psychiatrist’s good intentions make the rewriting worse. The world keeps changing to fit the dream, but the dreamer can never quite remember which version came first. 

Here, Gilles Deleuze slips quietly into the room. Reality is not a fixed substance but a becoming, a constant differentiation, a repetition that is never identical to itself. Every attempt to stabilize the past, through therapy, through science, through sheer willpower, only accelerates the flux. 

The present is always already different from the memory that was supposed to anchor it. 

Le Guin’s gentle, devastating prose shows what happens when the machinery of becoming is handed to a single human mind. The shoreline dissolves, the peat shifts, and suddenly the ground you stand on is no longer the ground you thought you knew.

Yoko Ogawa’s The Memory Police makes the process gentler, and therefore worse. On an island, objects begin to disappear, first the birds, then the boats, then the memory of what birds and boats even were. 

The inhabitants wake one morning unable to feel the absence because the absence itself has been erased. Derrida would have paused over that silence. Deconstruction does not destroy meaning. It shows the trace that remains when meaning pretends to vanish. Every erased object leaves a ghostly supplement, an empty place that still insists on having once been full. 

The police are not external tyrants. They are the internal mechanism by which we police our own inability to live with the trace. 

Ogawa’s quiet domestic horror is the logical end of the diffusion we all practice. We do not merely forget. We forget that we have forgotten, and then we forget the forgetting.

The hole where the memory lived becomes the new normal. A horrendous phrase at the best of times…

These three currents have been flowing beneath science fiction for decades. Dick’s hyperreal copies, Le Guin’s endless becoming, Ogawa’s policed absence. 

They are not metaphors. They are a way of saying out loud what the rest of literature only whispers. Memory is not a record. It is a landscape, peat and mist and slow, solemn erosion. 

It diffuses. 

It reforms. 

It bleeds. 

Philosophers gave us the language; science fiction gave us the weather.

And that is where Diffusion and the short story Rewind Cry quietly step into the conversation. 

The past does not return whole. It diffuses, erodes, reforms, bleeds. Sometimes it arrives wearing the face of forgiveness. Sometimes it arrives wearing the face of the dead.

And sometimes it arrives as nothing more than the faint, unmistakable scent of rain rising from damp fen earth on a night that refuses to end.

The download has already begun.

Turn the page. The ground is soft. 

Welcome to the mist.

David Rees-Thomas

Nishinomiya, March 2026


2033: Diffusion

The subject is a lonely wolf, ready to consume, and allow his own lifetime of scripts to be absorbed and conducted into a larger data construct. Dylan is one hundred and three years old, though he still gets about well enough, especially since he was fitted with the glider.

“My legs haven’t worked so good since the millennium,” he once told the staff at the hospital. “Smoked and drank a lot back in the day. Didn’t exercise, should have gone to the gym more often. Hindsight and all that.”

They laughed, of course. Politeness or maybe nerves, but the concept seemed alien to them, and ever since then when he remembers that particular incident, the cheap anecdote, the laughter, he always recalls it alongside older memories.

Amalgam? Composite? 

Greasy stale tobacco stench of an overfilled ashtray on a pub table awash with cheap, hoppy lager. The smell of wet wool in a Cardiff rain, the bite of cheap whiskey on a winter train to London, the faint metallic tang of ink from the old presses he once haunted as a young reporter. All of it still there, waiting, layered now with newer sensations. The cool gel on his scalp, the faint ozone whisper of the scanners, the low constant hum that had become the background music of these final days.

Sometimes, in the quiet hours, he could no longer tell which memories belonged to the boy in the fens and which belonged to the old man in the glider; they had begun to bleed, softly, into one another.

The luxury hospital sat on the eastern slope of a low hill just outside Cardiff, all glass and pale Welsh stone that caught the last of the September light and turned it the color of old honey. 

From his window Dylan could see the city’s sprawl below, the curve of the bay, the distant smudge of the South Wales valleys already turning purple in the dusk, while inside the air carried the faint, clean scent of medical-grade polymers and cooled electronics. 

No harsh beeps; the machines had learned to breathe quietly, like something ancient and patient that had finally learned manners.

The experiment itself is simple enough as outlined to the public through the media, a science fiction melodrama becoming truth.

“Why did you volunteer?” 

“Why were you accepted to the program?” 

These and other questions posed, and re-posed, by the cyclical, churning media loops and threads. 

The reactions are known, or could be guessed by even the most casual observer, so Dylan stopped commenting.

He just smiled and sank into the construct that appealed and fitted. Old man receives experimental surgery to download his brain, that sort of thing. Nothing special, though his young child’s mind occasionally considered that it really should be something special, shouldn’t it?

His physical brain would be mapped first, followed by a data dump of everything.

Doctor Winthrop, in an interview on X, explained it this way:

“The whole enterprise is insane. It’s liable to fail, and we can’t guarantee the safety of Dylan. But with a mind that’s spent so many years in the subjective/objective fighting pits of journalism, we know we’ll be able to mine an enormous amount of riches. Dylan thinks so too, so, yeah, I guess it’s worth it.”

Dylan had watched the interview twice, alone in the half-dark of his room, the doctor’s face glowing on the wall screen like a benevolent ghost. He hadn’t disagreed with a word. The risk felt almost abstract now, just another deadline, another story he would file from the inside.

Dylan wrote an entry in his own online journal, followed by millions.

“Consider this. I have all the memories, all the connectors, images, smells, sights, sounds, debilitating psychological conditions. All these are stored but not on neat little shelves; they interconnect, they flow, they erode over time so that the remembrances of my life become as diffuse and as undisciplined as the chaos that constantly churns at the planet, reshaping, remolding the geography of the world.

And without this, we have no nations, we have no industry, we have no sense of economics, of the beginning of concepts. And it too will change forever, much like my own mind. They can dump my thoughts and they can run models of my past and of all the meshing connectors, but I’m not sure they will ever know who I am. And I know that I certainly never will.”

He posted it at 3:17 a.m., the cursor blinking like a heartbeat, then lay back against the pillows and listened to the low, almost sub-audible thrum of the building itself, the hospital breathing around him, cool and steady, as if it too were waiting to be mapped.

He wondered, not for the first time, whether any of the millions who had read the entry would still recognize the man who had written it once the download was finished.

Would the version of him that lived on in the data construct still sound like the old journalist who had once filed copy from war zones and smoke-filled press rooms, or would it be something cleaner, smoother, less scarred? The thought was strangely freeing.

The process took place over a period of days.
They began at dawn on a Monday and finished on a balmy September night. The room was kept at a precise 19.2 degrees, cool enough to keep the equipment stable, warm enough that Dylan never shivered. 

He lay on the narrow bed while the scanner moved above him like a slow, silver moon, its underside etched with faint blue runes of light. He felt nothing at first, only the cool gel on his scalp, slick, a touch medicinal, and the gentle pressure of the neural net that settled over his skull like a second, tighter skin.

Later came the dreams, or whatever they were, sudden, vivid flashes that arrived without warning. 

Childhood rain on the fens, fat drops drumming on the tin roof of the old barn; the taste of stolen blackberries, tart and warm from the sun; the exact weight of his mother’s hand on his shoulder the last time she ever touched him. Light, distracted, already moving away toward the stove.

Each flash left a residue, a faint after-image which lingered behind his eyelids like smoke.

The technicians watched the monitors and said nothing. They were used to this now. Their faces, young and unlined, floated above the banks of softly glowing screens, calm as monks. Occasionally one would murmur a measurement, the words swallowed by the room’s perfect hush. 

Dylan, drifting between states, wondered whether they ever dreamed of their own futures being peeled open this way, or whether the future had already become too clean, too quiet, for dreams at all.

On the final night the air outside carried the faint salt of the Bristol Channel and the sweeter, earthy scent of late-summer grass. A light wind moved through the open window, brushing the curtains like a sigh. 

Inside, the lights had been dimmed to a soft amber. One by one the cables were detached, thin filaments sliding from the ports behind his ears with a whisper of released pressure, almost intimate, like the final breath of a long confession. The last machine interface came away from the base of his skull. The hum in the room changed pitch, then fell silent.

He was a mere human again


























