
And the World Keeps Moving 


Sometimes Cain wished his world was different. 

A place where there were no cameras every turn a person took. A place where smiling at the wrong person couldn’t be spotted and easily found in the future. A place where there were humans helping you instead of complicated interfaces with flashing lights and bright screens. 

A place where his father hadn’t been sent to work at a space camp to pay for his crimes. 

Cain still didn’t know how it happened that day, how in one minute, he had been sitting inside their house, sunshine streaming through the magnanimous glass windows, a large screen attached to the wall where he lounged opposite it on a plush sofa, eyes glued to the screen. 

Cain hadn’t been able to hear his father call for him, or maybe he had. It had all been just a blur of noises from the 3D settings and the large speakers, creating an effect around him that he was not just watching a movie, but he was in it, with the characters. That had been back when he truly appreciated the way technology had evolved over the past fifty or so years, from simple 2D screens to each and every home owning at least one 3D set. 

There was a breaking noise, of something falling on the floor and a quick, “Cain, please, now is not the time.”

Cain had moved at that, finally, down the stairs of their house and into a foyer. With the changes in the economy all over the world, a conjoined effort to bring poverty to an all time low, there was a great shift in economic classes. So while the poor became the middle class, the middle became the upper, the upper became the richest of the richest, sitting on a mountain of cash. 

And his father, Aki, who was wealthy and stable and kind, who had seen his own father struggle with work and raising his two sisters, had been on the floor, cheek pressed onto the cold marble floor and hands behind his back, twisted uncomfortably. There had been five guns pointed at him by five terrifying humanoids in full body suits and one human kneeling on his back. 

“Please, I just want to see my son,” Aki moaned on the floor, pleading, “He should be here. I need to see him,”

The officer (Cain wasn’t even sure if that was the right label - he was pretty sure most of the officers sat behind desks, rubbing fat bellies while watching the humanoids do their work,) had spoken then, “Lucky you, your son’s here.” He had looked up in question at that, unsure if Cain was, in fact, his son, but Cain merely rolled his eyes and tied his long, pink dyed hair back.

Cain had still been widely unaware at that point, thinking this was some misunderstanding. So when his father was allowed to sit to look at him and Cain saw his face, his heart fell out of it’s fragile cage. 

“What… What’s going on, Ba?” He asked, voice trembling. It was a sight, his father, looking at him with eyes wide and unreadable, but his face full of fear. He had been trying to tell him something, but at that time, Cain couldn’t comprehend anything beside the basic fact that his father was being arrested. Now when he tried to think about it, to focus on his face, all he could feel was the overwhelming panic he felt. 

“Aki Menogashi is being arrested for misuse of drugs as well as possible trafficking and sharing of these drugs,” The officer said, shooting a triumphant look at the humanoid, as if he prided himself over saying it before the robot, “He will be taken into a space camp on Earth’s moon, where he will be imprisoned for the rest of his life.”

The officer had said it with such casualness, an ease that came with ripping off a bandage knowing it had healed. But Cain felt choked and sick, ready to vomit on the floor right next to his father’s head. 

“No - No, we deserve a lawyer - we - we have the right to an attorney,” Cain had blabbered naively. 

But his father had merely shook his head, his wild black hair moved everywhere and blood from his split lip dripped unceremoniously onto the pristine floors. 

The officer had sighed, speaking before his father could respond, as if it was all a big waste of his time, “Look, son, I know you’re grieving, but we need to take your father out soon. He has admitted to his crimes and refused a lawyer. And you are under 18,” He let out another sigh and Cain had resisted the urge to slap him, “The ship transporting the criminals will leave soon. We should be going.”

And that was that. He had begged, pleaded, ran out into their driveway while the humanoids and the officer pushed his father into a sleek, white, police car, a Singapore flag flashing on a screen on the side. 

Nothing miraculous happened. Cain’s life was rather unmagical anyways - you’d think that by 2097 there would be some sort of device to press and fix everything. 

No, perhaps not, in a literal sense. But there was one thing Cain could always turn to. 

Drugs. 

It was bad. Cain knew it was bad. He knew it before his father got arrested for it because of his mistakes. But Cain was addicted. Of course, rehabilitation centers existed, even specific medicines to ease the addiction, but taking them meant giving up on drugs. And there was no way he would do that. He liked it, and he didn’t have anybody or anything to quit for. So he didn’t try. 

He should have got a job after that - should have tried to work after school, whenever he had the freetime. 

But he really couldn’t be bothered. 

When he was under the effect, he could see the past - where there were still some semblance of privacy. Where not every word he said was recorded by some nearby camera. Maybe it was easier to catch crimes. But living a life was much harder. 

He even hated the stupid robots. They cleaned the house, did his dishes, reminded him of useless reminders that his father had forgetting to disable: 

“Aki - your new reminder - talk about implementing a new design for the holograph watch - perhaps make it customized?”

“Aki - your new reminder - you have a meeting tonight. This is an important one.”

“Aki - your new reminder - get Cain new shoes, he complains about his old pairs too much. But keep it a surprise!”

Of course, the talking lady that was built into the house walls didn’t seem to pick up that Aki was gone. So Cain calmly reminded it. 

“You really are a stupid robot, aren’t you?” He shouted at the wall, half out of his mind, “I thought you picked things up from around the house and made suggestions? Then how did you not figure out that my father is gone! Long gone!”

He threw his fist into the wall, feeling drained, dirty and guilty. It was an interesting combination, but it was also too many emotions for him to deal with and all he knew was that there was a churning sensation in his stomach that was entirely unpleasant. 

Cain walked through the house. Before, it had seemed magnificent, could be bigger, but still amazing. Empty rooms everywhere, marble floorings and ceilings that reached great heights. Now it felt too hollow and carved out - too much space and too little people. 

It felt too alone. 

Cain could blame it on that, that he was just depressed and alone. But it had started before this, long before his father had been taken to some facility to pay for a crime he didn’t commit. 

It was Cain’s fault. Cain had taken the drugs, walked right into an under-18’s only club (No alcohol, just a place where teenagers could dance,) and in the guise of the flashing lights, someone had slipped him a packet of white powder and he, in return, a fifty dollar bill. 

It was simple, easy. He had seen a few people sneaking it, only because he had been sulking on a chair on the side. They were moving towards the bathrooms - that was what he noticed first - so he did the same. 

After that it became a habit. It was easy to dance and drink with the effects of the drug in his system. Sometimes, he didn’t even know what he was taking - the dealers wouldn’t tell him or it wasn’t written on the paper packets. 

It’s not like Cain hadn’t pondered over why he did - a million different reasons starting with being too lonely. But wasn’t everyone alone? It wasn’t a good enough excuse. 

But when he sat to seriously consider it, he realized the hatred towards the system that had developed. The way people had no privacy in any little movement they made - how all their moves were dictated. The world seemed too perfect - too unreal. It hadn’t been that way before.

He would do anything to go back to the past he read about on the internet, in books, where it was dangerous but so very real. 

Cain wasn’t a psychopath - he wasn’t going to ruin people’s lives so that he could mold the world into his version of ‘realistic’. No - but he could ruin his own. 

People said drugs made everything seem ethereal and whimsical - an escape. But all Cain could agree with was that it was an escape from the perfect version that had been formed for him. There were deaths - murders and accidents, but it was all blanketed now, under perfectly edited videos and even better lies. So much better than before. 

For Cain, drugs were his glasses to see the world. It was his lever. 

He hadn’t thought like this when he started. Then, he was just a spoiled, rich, brat who wanted to take advantage of his perfect life. Or so he thought. 

Everything was in his subconscious. 

Cain panted heavily, feeling the adrenaline rushing out of him. He looked out the massive windows and clucked his tongue. He had places to be tonight. 

Putting on his shoes, he wondered if he could survive the natural heat of Singapore with a jacket. Climate change had been solved, miraculously again, because this world was full of surprises. He knew that his ancestors had figured they would all be dead by now because of the mistakes they made - and couldn’t be bothered to fix. 

Surprise. 

There was a limited amount of carbon emissions that could be used by each town - or for Singapore, the whole country. It was carefully calculated, in accordance with the population and it took years for all the nations to agree. Nuclear power was helpful in it’s own way, switching from fully burning fossil fuels to using fission reactors. Now, it may even be possible to use fusion reactions to create even more power. 

Nevertheless, Cain reached for his light brown jacket, made completely out of leather. 

The sky was darkening outside, monstrous fields being mowed by miniature robots with a pavement surrounding it, but most people walked around wearing thick jackets that kept the inside cool and removed heat produced by the body. It had been revolutionary in countries with endless summer, and so everyone on this tiny island seemed to own one now. 

Cain didn’t bother with one of the several HoverCars, or even a HoverBus, it’s sleek white exterior and perfectly clear glass planes (Bullet-proof, or so he had heard,) didn’t even tempt him. He just walked until he reached one of the only alleys left, pebbled pavements and few cameras. 

He slipt into the back entrance of the club. It wasn’t that it was illegal - Cain didn’t think any illegal establishments existed in Singapore, but it was frowned upon. And with his father’s ‘criminal record’, he would quickly be seen as a criminal too. 

People were just starting to trickle in. The place was bright, filled with flashing lights and there was music being tested from the big speakers. Drinks and juices flowed through pipes that adorned the wall and the ceiling of the place, coming to an end right behind the bar table. There were metal adornments hanging around the place, creating a distorted reflection when Cain walked past the structures. 

He didn’t waste any time. Soon, he was in the bathroom, packets of white powder spread on the toilet seat. Unhygienic, but he had already been shaking too much from withdrawal while walking to the club. His head was already spinning from the small bit of pot he had taken, the euphoric feeling a blessing he knew he didn’t deserve. 

There was an unidentifiable substance next to the weed which he couldn’t identify. But, honestly, what did he have to lose? He took a couple of leaves, and chewed on it, sucking the juice into his cheek. 

It was barely a few minutes before he started to hallucinate. 

It was bright colors and pinwheels. It was the walls breathing in, luring him in. He had moved, pressed into the wall, his cheek inhaling alongside it. If Cain couldn’t have good company, then maybe the wall could give him some. 

Amidst all the friendly wall ghosts, his father had come back. He was tall, imposing, and for a second, Cain was scared of him like he had never been. 

“Father.” He slurred, wondering why he was sitting on top of the toilet seat. Didn’t he see the powders there?

“Cain,” His father’s voice came out softly, “What are you doing, my son?”

“I don’t know father,” He said truthfully, “This is all my fault anyways.”

“So you are going to waste your time and money on drugs?” His father scoffed, “I knew it was you Cain. I left for the space camp and took the blame to give you a fresh start.”

Cain blinked. He didn’t realize how rough his hands were, so he started rubbing them, against his face, roughly on his cheeks. He started laughing, clutching his stomach for he hadn’t laughed in… he couldn’t even remember how long. It was nice, carefree. 

“Cain,” His father said sternly, still sitting on the toilet. “It’s time for you to take your life into your own hands. Go to school, graduate, go to college. Show them that you have survived, and you didn’t like it. Then speak out and people will have to listen. You shape your own life Cain. You hate the world? Then change it.”

The last words echoed strangely in his head, a million different voices from a million different people colluding and refracting again and again in his brain. He pressed his hands to his ears, in an attempt to block them, to stop them. 

It did nothing. 

He woke up like that. On the floor of the bathroom. His head was clear again, but he seemed to have hit it somewhere in his high. He was riding on it, and now that it was gone, he didn’t know what to think. He could still hear his fathers voice. 

He walked out of the club in a daze, feeling disoriented from all the images his mind had conjured up. Cain wasn’t sure what hallucigen he had taken last night, as he usually tried to stay away from them if he could, but if he had seen his own father, it must have been strong. 

He wasn’t stupid. He knew it wasn’t really his father, and the way he spoke of Cain, like he truly knew him, that was another giveaway that it was just his subconscious playing tricks on him. 

When he reached his house he called out to the wall lady (Did she have a name?), “Hey. Can you heat the water for me?”

“Of course.” She answered, but sounded unsure at his sudden change in habits where he usually ignored her presence. So he took it upon himself to inform her. 

“I’m going to school.” He said, in lieu of an explanation. 

She didn’t answer for a second, then, “Your father would be glad, Cain.”

“I know.” Cain said, and he really did. 

Step by step. It was time to build his own pedestal, real and solid. 












