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A pale yellow triangular prism with a light brown crumbly base sat on the cross-section of a white cylinder. Two reflective fluid-filled indigo spheres balanced on the top face of the yellow prism, wading in a pool of magenta liquid. 

Axion regarded it with a craving for sustenance. 

He blinked. It was...a slice of cake. More specifically, the perfect blueberry cheesecake. Made by his truly. 

He made sure the lab sign read: “On break”. Nowadays, anything could be considered an experiment; actually, it has always been. Everyone was a scientist after all: Psychologists, kinesiologists, philologists; in this earth ridden with diseases and overrun by climate change, only a careless inspiration could save the world. The invention to save humanity. 

He carefully sank his fork into the yellow prism and scooped an oblong piece of bite-sized cake. 

So, why was he spending so much time on this cake? Shouldn't he be out there fighting diseases with a prototype or slaying vectors or cooling the earth--

He was on break. He eyed the sign just to be sure. But yet again his mind started to wander: would the amount of energy spent cutting the cake be replenished by the cake itself? How could he cut the cake such that the exposed surface area to volume ratio of the cake on his tongue would allow for the most efficient eating? Could a different shape of cake correspond to different speeds of eating? Did—

“Sucrose!” A loud shriek pierced through his ears, making him take in a sharp intake of air, dropping the fork and nearly spilling the precious morsel of sugar-milk curdle. Jetterasse peeked out from the sink base cabinet. 

“Yes! I predicted the best time to scare you is when you’re eating! And the best scare word is “Sucrose”, for some reason…Hey, your face is really red.” His childhood friend studied the deep blue eyes of the blonde-haired boy, causing him to look away shyly. Yes, apparently, he was the test subject for this guy. ‘Why’re you eating in the lab anyway?” 

Axion quickly swept his surroundings another time. Behind them, columns of grey test benches and racks stood. At the far end was the algae fridge, bathed in the white sunlight streaming in from the large screen of panelled windows in front. 

There was nothing but them and the habitual smell of algae: at least before Project Micro-greens had taken them all for testing. If he looked out the window, he could almost imagine the trees he used to stare at in anxiety as a student while doing volumetric calculations without a calculator. 

But those were long gone—he buried his head in his hands to rid the thoughts, peeking out to look down again at the moisture-covered boy.

“…I should ask why you’re hiding in the sink.” He sighed and got up, “anyway, I was researching on an enzyme-based disinfecting spray.” He stuck the cake-laden fork into a clear liquid puddle on the table, despite Jet’s protests, watching as it dissolved slowly.

“Why would you do that?! How long did it even take you to make that cake?” Jetterasse almost wailed in despair, staring at the disintegrating blobs of starch. Food was precious and every monomer mattered. 

Pensively, Axion swirled a gloved finger in the solution. Tracing a finger down Jet’s cheek, he leaned in and whispered gently,

“I find the best way to hold on to it is to fear losing it.”

Swiftly, he turned to leave without a second glance at the spiky black-haired boy’s shocked expression.

“By the way, that was my saliva.”

He winked.

The metal door slammed, shutting out everything once familiar to him.

- - - - - ═∞═ - - - - -
He decided to stop pretending to be on break—by going out to observe his fellow student research groups in the institution canteen.

His feet started oscillating so naturally rhythmically that it almost startled him. What if he leaned forward a bit? The forward moments of his body weight would further accelerate him. If all humans walked this way, the efficiency of making inventions to save the world might be increased. 

If he researched this more, he could earn his yearly salary--if one was able to make an invention to help slow climate change by even a bit, the government gave them a yearly living wage.

 However, he was sure everyone had thought about that before at some point in time. It was old news. He needed something new—a brand new, better invention to save humanity. And so he kept thinking—

“Splat!” A blueberry muffin collided with the surface of a cardboard space shuttle, sending a jolt of anguish in his heart, until the wall of the shuttle opened its mouth. A student covered in photon-reactive paint emerged out of the wall, swallowing the muffin whole. 

“How does it feel to see your precious invention being destroyed like what you did to ours?” The student throwing muffins and the paint-covered student smirked at a student being restrained by two other students. 

A group of students in blue surrounded them in the middle of the canteen—blue was the rarest colour dye, so the Welps made a point of wearing it—they were all about living the best life, like humans always have, as the last generation of humans before dying out to climate change. 

The Helps, who were all about saving the future and the earth, did not have such colour coordination—the student being restrained and the wary Helps skirting around the blue circle wore simple white lab coats. 

“Please, I didn’t mean to! It was due to go anyway!” The Help cried as the Welps readied muffins in their hands. The white-clad students looked with visible concern—food was a scarce resource. But those of other research groups could not interfere with others’ project matters. 

The first muffin took its mark—on the student’s face. Baked goods flew—and that was when the white circle closed in, catching muffins mid-trajectory, eating salvageable bits of muffin, heading to fridges with tiered muffin stacks to relocate them to their original habitat; the Welps kept it going with handmade muffin detonators, duplicating collapsible muffins...

The air whizzed with muffins, hysterical laughter, and so did Axion’s blurred emotions: He had never known which side he was truly on. Now, in the clash of ideas, his mind flashed.

He needed something new.

Muffins became merely golden irregular-shaped projectiles, forming parabolic lines of flight. If he looked at it as a whole, it formed a picture: repeating with the predictability of human pattern. 

There was one opening of his dimensions. Calmly, he simply walked through under the fire. The barrage ceased in his wake—out of admiration, bewilderment and fear. A murmur washed over the crowd.

“Mr Top Student.”

A shower of the past peppered his thoughts as he remembered his old identity--back in schooling days, he would remember the glances of awe by those in the same exam room as him. But at the end of the exam, no one spoke to him. He made it a point to write his answers on the whiteboard at the back just so they could burst into chatter. Then, he would slide away elusively. 

By the time he blinked, he was engulfed in darkness and swept away as if by a gust of wind.

- - - - - ═∞═ - - - - -
"Hey, don't tell me you fell asleep. " 

After the darkness lifted in the form of a bag, it took a while for Axion’s eyes to bleach their visual purple in the bright lab lights. 

It was not a lab he recognised. The first thing that caught his eye was the towering prototype space shuttle in the middle of the room. It was truly massive—its at least 15-storey tall white external tank sticking out of a hole in the large hemispherical ceiling. Littered around it were various sheets of scrap metal hammered into different shapes—fuselages, doors, wings.

“Anyway, in case you were wondering I was the one who sabotaged the students’ invention,” the person spoke again, and Axion could see that it was a middle-aged bearded man clad in a black suit. A badge read: “Last Space Station”. 

“Not like you cared. But thanks to that, now I know your capabilities, Mr Precise Fingers.” He smiled deviously, playing with Axion’s hands. 

It was then Axion realised his hands were fastened to two armrests with zip ties. He tried a sharp pull upwards. No use. A sharp tug diagonally down with the help of his bodyweight—

“Hey, chill. This is just to stop you students from exploding anything here ‘kay? We just want to strike a deal: in exchange for joining our research team, we’ll give 25% more than the usual yearly salary.” The man said somewhat exasperatedly.

“So? What will it be?”

“Bzzt!” (No, Axion did not say that.)

Axion felt a tickle near his ear and thought it was a fly until it crackled to life.

“Hello? It’s me Jet! Thank goodness you have long hair, so my flying remote earpiece can stay hidden.”

“So, I assume you don’t have much time so I’m going to burst in from the door to the right, and when he goes to check, you use the earpiece’s metallic wing to sever the ties ok?”

Something stirred uncomfortably at the bottom of his heart, but he shut his eyes, steeled himself and pushed it down.

New life, new vision.

“I accept to join your research team and leave Jetterasse’s.” 

Axion’s words rang loud and clear as the solemn expression on his face.



“Woah, I like your attitude. Now just wait a moment while I settle some things…” The man’s sound waves decreased in amplitude as he pulled himself away.

“No wait, Axion! What?” The electrical energy to sound wave converter released a high pitched indignant static sound wave near his external auditory canal.
 
“It’s all about survival Jet. I’m sure this earpiece came from an excellent imagination. I’ve always imagined many inventions but never made them—now I finally get the chance with the actual equipment and professionals. Here, I have the safety of a research team and an annual living wage. I think I ought to devote all my time to provide a new habitat for the continuation of the Homo Sapiens.”

An unidentifiable static interference. The auditory device whipped out of his follicles, displacing through the air towards the right. An anticlockwise moment was exerted on the door about its hinge, creating an opening where the device displaced out of before promptly going back to its state of equilibrium.

An uncanny period of inaudibility passed as his photoreceptors captured every colour reflected off his new playing field. His fingers contracted and relaxed uncoordinatedly as he felt the pressure of the ties and every surface area of his body in contact with the angular-cut L-shaped prism of all wavelengths, holding him in a certain stability.

This time, he did not blink.

- - - - - ═∞═ - - - - -
The following days passed fruitfully. 

After a meeting with the Last Space Station company, Axion’s cerebrum retained that the goal of the research was to make a modified space bus that can accommodate as many people with as little fuel as possible, so humans can be relocated to Mars before climate change deems Earth inhabitable. It was a simple synapse connection—in fact, it had already been there since a long time ago, as a highly debated subject. But nothing had come to fruition, due to several problems. 

The current problems were creating a safe and efficient fuel type to sustain the 380 million km trip to Mars within the time frame of orbital alignment, and finding a resistant material to withstand solar radiation blows along the way. Then, there was the second part to make Mars habitable with its freezing temperatures and thin CO2 atmosphere. 

The man assigned him to work on fuel and temperature resistant materials. He introduced the apparatus and his team, who then told him about their experiments in nuclear-powered liquid hydrogen fuels. There were so many options: solid, liquid and gaseous fuels, fission and fusion energies... Or rather, fuels with high density, definite shape and volume, fuels with high latent heat of vaporisation, high specific impulse, fuels with high potential energy, low density, compressible properties which induce higher pressure build-up, then exothermic and endothermic isotopic nuclear reaction energies......

He often thought of science as the root of everything; seeing everything in its most fundamental reality: technically human vision and feeling were all imaginations. Of course, so was language and scientific terms, but those were necessary for communication.

His mind buzzed with information and his eyes were clear: he set straight to work. At first, some of his team tried to join him in his various concurrent experiments, and he did attempt to explain, but soon it became far too overwhelming. From the simplest experiments like fuel combustion exposed surface area to things like combinations of fuel pressure propulsion, nuclear power and combustion energy; his fingers kept flying gracefully from one piece of equipment to the next; finding another testable modification at every turn, as his brain calculated and estimated every action down to the velocity of his digits: the positive acceleration just kept increasing. 

Very quickly, the rest of the research team left him alone, shooting occasional glances at arrays of equipment sailing across the table.

Finally, he sat down on the lab stool for the first time, waiting for the furnace to create more test samples. 

The dull hum rang in Axion’s ears as he fingered a conical flask—when he noticed a small black solid behind a crowd of flasks. 

He moves it aside to see an auditory device.

The device starts vibrating its wings as Axion exerted a high pressure on it with his fingertips, increasing its gravitational potential energy.

“Wait, I was just checking if you’re okay! Like if you need someone to talk to-”

Jet’s voice barely gets through as Axion’s other appendage causes the panel that allows most light to enter to displace by twice its length, exposing the atmosphere outside. 

The earpiece is dropped out of the window. The window slides shut.

Who needed feelings anyway?

- - - - - ═∞═ - - - - -
Light energy streamed through his window once again, signalling the start of another earth rotation. 

Axion’s eyes snapped open. He uncovered the pristine cotton lattice from his body and got up. A ghrelin-stimulating scent wafted from the table, which upon observation revealed a pale yellow triangular prism with a light brown crumbly base sitting on a white cross-section of a cylinder. A black aerial earpiece hovered near it.

“I hope you still remember-”

“Go away, fly.” 

The last thing Jet saw was a dark shadow cover the image of Axion digging in as Axion swung his palm. The device spiralled out of control into some dark corner of the lab.

“Hope that didn’t contaminate anything,” Axion muttered between bites, “well, food is food.”

Out of the blue, a tremor rattled the china plate, sending a bone-chilling clatter echoing around the silent room. Axion increased his eating speed slightly. 

A kettle-like whistle pierced the silence, and the air burst with activity: sounds of water bubbling, hissing and wheezing, and most of all, the thundering roar of an engine.

The rest of the cake made its way down Axion’s gullet.

He sprinted down the corridor that opens up into the rocket testing room. His eyes widen, taking in the catastrophic scene. The looming external tank shuddered and hissed with liquid fuel shaking the scaffolding tether holding it in place so violently everything became a blur. If it exploded, it could blow up everything.

“Press the button with the longest wavelength!”

A grown man’s shriek echoed down the corridor as Axion lunged for the large cylinder cross-section dead-centre of the rocket. He vaguely remembered it—it was the emergency switch. 

By 10 seconds with reference to the shriek, the carbon-infused gases from fuel pyrolysis and the plasma of low light wavelength had increased in intensity, making the surroundings become asphyxiating with increased thermal energy gain through conduction, stimulating his adrenal glands to secrete more adrenaline that increased his heart rate; increasing oxygen and glucose uptake in his arm muscles, actuating a series of uneven contractions in the deltoid, bicep, extensor digitorum and flexor digitorum superficialis, executing a negative displacement of his hand, flexing his digits around a high-albedo circular cross-sectional prism of height 2 metres, displacing it upwards with curved surface area parallel to the ground, with the circular cross-section furthest from him perpendicular to the longest wavelength button, decreasing the distance between the 2 elements with contractions and relaxations of his gluteus maximus and quadriceps femoris, he aghdsfks

Ow…?

A sharp rap on his skull sent jolts arching down his spine, making his eyes spin in their sockets and his teeth clatter.

“Sucrose wouldn’t want to see you doing that!”

Jet’s voice exploded from the air-borne earphone that had collided with Axion’s head.

Axion nearly gagged from laughter. Jet seriously thought Sucrose was some love interest--

“Jet, have you heard of sharp consonant words and the rush of blood to one’s face in surprise?” he rasped into the earpiece.

“Do what though?”

“Blow-”

A bout of static.

“-battery”

A flat, sonorous tone rang in his ear.

“Jet...” 

Axion knelt there, cradling the earpiece to his ear, a tear falling from a wide, fear-stricken eye. 

His emotions built up, washing a melancholic, dramatic piano solo over his ears. Watching the flame-engulfed rocket and the winds rippling the flimsy cardboard lab walls, exposing the roof of the institution, his mind was reduced to an utterly confuddled mess.

Something in his hippocampus burst, flooding his brain with memories.

And suddenly, staring at the red button, he remembered.

“That’s a ...combustion button.”

Smiling, relieved, he leaned forward and reached out.

“Chik!” 

The oxidiser wire snapped cleanly in his fingers and the engines sputtered out into reminiscent tinkling. 
 
Yeah, maybe he was imagining things. But he could not have looked at it any better.
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