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4/9/2067
Dearest Jess,
I hope you are ok. The new lands are beautiful and I cannot wait for you to join me here. Every morning I watch the skyships float high above the streets, weaving among the High Towers. You would not see them back home, or watch Lords and Ladies wrapped in shimmering wardrobes step out of their High Towers to go wherever their skyships take them. To imagine, a life of adventure and luxury! If only… I promise, I will work hard and one day we can both taste such a life.
I just started today. The Lady Aspen had commissioned me and her crew was lovely, all complimenting me on my eyes. I told them from where I came, eyes like that are not such a rarity. 
Oh, and I cannot begin to tell you how majestic her ship is! The Condor. Exquisite white ivory made up the body. Inlaid were shimmering traces of gold, as though a great river flowing through an ocean of milky white. Like the airship in those old books we used to flip through. This one could easily fit our tiny apartment and you would certainly have the best time exploring all the passages of this creature. Her bowels were filled with rooms of all types. From kitchens that pump out pastries and cakes straight out of your little magazines, to theatres, pools, even an indoor sports hall! The deeper you go, the bigger it gets. It's never ending. The Lady doesn't seem so smitten with her ship. She strode through coldly, the clanking of her heels reverberating through the corridor. You could hear her before you saw her. She told me to stick to the cockpit and do what I’m paid to do. Rather rudely, she had deadpanned that the place needed a clean. I took it to mean that I had to do it. I didn't complain. 
The crew doesn't come to the cockpit often. Malcom had his work cut out for him in the kitchen, where he’d whip up dishes that smelled like those Mama used to make. The scent would carry itself down the corridors and inch its way into the cockpit, clambering through the vents and scooting past the vent grills. I loved it, but it was a little unbearable, especially when I got hungry. I missed Mama’s special pandan cakes. Mai does room service, flitting from room to room to tidy up after its occupants had vacated it, or just to dust off the place. I’d see her the most, she visits me with a cake or two and mop in hand. She could never stay long though because she would get height sickness. Kelly fixes everything and the constant clanking of metal on metal reminds me of her. She stays on the floor below me in the engine room, an entire deck of the ship. She is a little woman and her granddaughter Anya would visit her sometimes. She is your age. Maybe when you come, the two of you might become great friends.
Usually, it's just me. I didn't mind. The gentle vibrations of the ship keeps me company. 
I didn't see the lady much. Maybe she was confined to her private quarters? 
Oh, and the actual navigation! It is an honour to be navigating for a Lady of New Singa. When take-off commenced, you could barely feel the ship start to hum. Then, the ship would part ground and ascend like a rising sun at dawn. The domed hanger yawned open and the skyship would float up, imperceptible as a cloud, weightless as the breeze. And I, at her helm, would feel like the master of the skies. She dwarfed every nature’s winged creation, gracing New Singa with her ethereal glow. The little streams that cut through the land reminds me of veins, and of that town, Venice, from your books. Only, there are more bridges than streams. My fingers slid effortlessly across the control panel, landing precisely on every miniscule button without so much as a glance as I guided her upward ascent. At the peak, I placed the ship on autopilot and announced through the speakers that everyone was safe to move about. During the day, the light reflects off the metallic blinds, allowing just enough to enter the cockpit so that every gold instrument is basked in a warm glow. At night, the whole cockpit fills up with light that seems to emit from no source. 
Flying is my dream, Jess, and I’d love nothing more than to fly over Red Dot and surprise Mama and Papa. I think such a view might just be the thing to get Mama on her feet again. 
After the first day, the crew and I met at the coffee shop to have a drink. We shared our stories. Turns out, they all came from the south, and had never met someone from Red Dot. They were very curious, and asked more questions than I could answer. They seemed amused at the thought of our town, the oldest surviving part of the Old Lands, a place untouched by the intruding little rivers. They kept asking if the automaton helpers would start an uprising, while chortling at the thought. I just finished my maggi and left.
I met Anya outside the coffee shop. She blinked at me, and handed me a list of groceries, as though I were her maid! I left her standing there, rain starting to fall in a light drizzle, watching the cars pass me by with a haze in my eyes.
Day One was confusing, hard and tiring. But at least I’m one pay check closer to bringing you, Mama and Papa here. 
Remember to keep your nonsense in check. Mama doesn't have much energy to deal with that anymore. 
Love, Ren

21/9/2067
Dear Jess,
It has been a long time since I last wrote. I’d lost track of how long. It isn't that I'd forgotten, work had just been getting really busy lately. I hoped my last pay check had been able to help a little. 
The ship was starting to fill with more and more people. The Lady would constantly have guests over, or business partners. They’d lock themselves in the conference room while we cruised above the clouds. The crew was also busier. Malcolm barely had the chance to say hi before he was pulled away to the kitchen to draw up a new menu to Lady’s liking, and to entertain her barrage of guests. Mai seemed to have graduated room service to personal maid, serving the Lady at a snap of her fingers. She was always rushing to get from one place to another. Kelly still stuck to her same old routine, though I now go out of my way to avoid her. Especially when Anya is around. Whenever they saw me, they would give me weird looks. Kelly would pull her granddaughter aside and they both would retreat down to the engine rooms, trailing looks of apprehension back to me every now and then.
Had this something to do with news streaming in from home? New Singa had had curiously little updates from Red Dot, but recently something must have happened. The morning newspaper seller was bustling around as usual, but this time people actually paid him any attention. The papers were all snatched by the time I got to him, but all around on the massive screens that grace the sides of the High Towers were images from Red Dot: people running, houses set on fire. A band of the new automaton helpers were charging down people in the middle of the street! They were branded the Runaways by the media and everyone is scared, even here on the mainland. Nobody expected them to deviate from their programming! I asked one man on the streets proclaiming their danger that maybe, just maybe they were becoming sentient? He just threw back his head and laughed incredulously. The crowd followed suit. I left in a hurry, head down. 
The people promptly forgot about the incident in Red Dot. There was no more talk about it for the rest of the week and the news died down. Even the company that created them did not care. They have not called back any of their products, or bothered to hunt down the Runaways. Please, write back when you can. Is the insurgence still ongoing? Have they hurt anyone?
When I navigated the ship today, I saw more than I thought I would. Maybe it was because the news had brought them to my attention. New Singa didn’t have many automaton helpers, its residences being wealthy enough to afford human ones. But those who own automatons, I feel a pang of sorrow for the helpers. One was beaten on the streets for fearing touching her mistress’s child. Nobody stepped forward as she was hollered at and hit repeatedly with a bag of groceries. She was then made to carry those groceries but I saw her power core failing from the assault. She collapsed in the middle of the street. At this point, the clouds obscured the scene in a foggy white, as though trying to convince me that was all a dream.
I guess only I saw the truck that had headed straight for the child.
I’m writing this in the cockpit, scrunched up in a corner, flitting through the news tablet I might or might not have stolen from the Lady. Navigation felt like a chore nowadays, with new thoughts occupying my mind. Page after page, other than snippets of their retaliation against abusive owners, nothing. I almost broke the tablet in frustration. Are the Runaways not at all deserving of attention?
That day the ship felt strangely empty, and I, strangely alone.
Remember to write back soon.
Love, Ren

10/10/2067
Jess, 
What’s happening? Why are they saying they will decommission the crew? The others have no idea, and I have no intent on frightening them. They have their own pursuits, their own troubles that dog them day and night. Life is not easy here, but we try our best to make it work. I've taken the lady to all her destinations, on time and unharmed. I scrubbed the cockpit for hours on end, I’ve done everything they required! Maybe it was because the Lady caught me crying the other day. Her eyes had grown wide as she saw the tears sliding from mine. She’d backed away like I was a feral animal. Maybe she couldn't take weakness, but I was so overwhelmed. Whispers of more insurgence and uprisings, even on other islands have swept across New Singa. I feel helpless, so far away from it all. Did something bad happen? Why are you not writing back?
I hardly ever sit on the navigation seat anymore. The view of land and water hundreds of meters below engulfed me with fear. When will the rivers rise to swallow me? When will I lose control and plummet to meet the ground? 
It's just, I saw too much from this vantage point. That was the thing with navigation. There was a public showcase of ‘dominance’ on one of the days. I will not scare you with the details, but it made me fear for my life. I might just return to Red Dot soon, if they cannot accept us. 
As soon as I alighted the Condor, men clad in black were waiting. I was so stunned I did not move, nor ask the reason as I was whisked away, watching the impassive faces of my crew members, my friends, eyes steeped in unrecognition as they pulled me away.
Part of me wanted to ask, so I knew every detail before making any hasty calls. But another part knew I had to get away, knew what they already knew. That part triumphed. I write to you now, at the corner of an alley, praying the search drones would not think to look in here. 
How could they have found out?
Remember, Jess, don't write back. I won't be where I usually am, and I don't know where I’ll be. Just stay safe and if they find you, don't be scared. They won't hurt you. It's me they want. 
Love you very much, Ren

2/11/2067
By now, everyone knows who I am. What I am. Could you believe it, little old me, famous after one night? My face was plastered all over the giant screens, even flying on the sides of the largest airship!
I looked like anybody else, but people say it's the eyes that gave me away. They whispered, stared and pointed, thinking it was subtle but having no idea that I could catch all of it. It's like marble, they muttered. Beautiful, intricate, critical. Cold, glassy, empty.
Yes, they're not flesh and blood, grown in the womb, but at least they see, I wanted to yell. At least they see and not judge, welcome and not alienate. I see the silhouette that is each person, congruent in line and shape. To me, they are blind. To me, you are blind. 
Tell me, did they see the days I spent at home, working to keep the family business alive? Did they see my arms ache as I rolled bread after bread, shaped cakes and beat eggs? Did they see my neighbour, Julia lift her arms to hold up the falling roof of her mistress’s house, only to have her strength fail her as she was beaten to scraps by her master?
I have seen the darkness of nights and the most blazing sun of day. I have seen children drag each other from the torrents of the rivers. I have seen Uncle Raja and Auntie Ling work hand in hand to bring their coffee shop from the brink of collapse, felt the heat of their wok, could almost smell the sweat off their brow. I have seen Lady Aspen’s other side, when she visited the crumbling mosque under the cover of night to deliver food, funds and tools.
Humanity lives in all of us. The eyes tell in who it thrives. I couldn't explain the sentience, the awakening that found me one day on Red Dot. I reminisced, when Mama and Papa sat down to listen to what I, a mere helper, had to say. They’d looked into my eyes and actually believed me. They treated me as their daughter. They sent me to New Singa, hoping that I could start anew. Be alive. 
I contacted the Runaways yesterday. Today I am on the way to meet them. Our old neighbour, Julian, is among them. I’m glad he took his destiny into his own hands. 
I think they’ve given up. I let them see me just off the coast of New Singa, enroute to one of the distant shores. With the ‘sentience disease’ that I carried, I’m sure they were glad that I was leaving.
I’ll try to write some more, though I cannot guarantee I’ll ever see you again. I want to fight. Fight for our voice to be heard. I promise, one day you will be proud to have me as a family.
Remember I love you.
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