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i. Leeches
I feel something gnawing on my skull. 
Tapping the curvature of my head, my fingers graze something sticky and twisted, like licorice. 
Immediately, I grab it. And find it’s a leech. 
It’s barely longer than my pinkie finger, and withers on my hand, its mouth pulsing like a fish out of water. I can’t help but feel mesmerized, barely registering the pain as it gives my palm a sharp bite. It’s like watching the night curl and dance before me. Infinite and endless. My surroundings like elevator music. Possessed. Absolutely. Now, the leech is the only thing that matters.
And so, I barely register the vague sensation of something new on my head. Choose to ignore the newfound trepidations on my shoulder.
It’s only when a scream pierces the market do I look up.
Leeches are falling out of the sky. Like velvet rain.
I drop my leech. It lands on the ground with a small thud, and crawls away.
Around me, more people start screaming, running to seek shelter, as leeches fell from the sky, landing everywhere—on me, on the red brick roofs of shophouses, into a bowl of Tom Yam soup at an outdoor cafe (causing a woman to swat her bag at her bowl, sending it flying across the street).
And so, I run. Somewhere. Anywhere.


ii. Human
Peel away her epidermis, as a child would a Christmas present, and know that she is not human.
	For her, innocence is nonexistent. She was created an abomination.
There exists a sensation within her, nestled in my labyrinth of wires, simultaneously hollow and full. Craving. Something.
She finds herself to possess a magnetic sort of attraction to the mirror, wandering towards it every now and then in a daze. Every time, as she stares in, and bask at her reflection in empty horror, she thinks to herself:
Who is this ‘I’?


iii. Touch
Father never came to understand how a cyborg could feel.
	It perplexed her when, as a child, she would throw tantrums because she didn’t get the last slice of cake, or weep bitterly when she fell in the playground, even though she was engineered to be resistant to injury.
	And indeed, she was fine. At least, physically. No bruises or scars came out of those tumbles. Nor did she experience any flicker of hurt or pain.
	But when she looked upon the small child crying beside her, the one her creator insisted she call ‘gor gor’, she felt inclined to do so too. Why? she doesn’t quite know. 
Maybe it was because she didn’t want him to think that she was any different. Or maybe she thought it could help her earn Father’s praise. Or maybe she simply wanted to experience what he did.
	Pain.
	She’s jealous in that sense. And she knows it. Loves it. Loves being jealous.


iv. More Leeches
Maybe that’s why she doesn’t run now. 
Even when everyone else is doing so. 
Even though she was the one who screamed first, throwing the market into a state of panic.
Because she wants their attention. Craves it.
From the window of a shophouse I watch her stillness, how she holds her ground. Raises her arms to the sky. And allows the numbness to flow over her like molten tar.


v. Xin
At first, my sister was introduced to me as a gift. Father’s latest creation, meant to serve as my companion till I grew bored and disposed of her.
	And I did nearly grow bored. Did nearly dispose of her.
	But it was Father’s love that made it unbearable for him to recycle her.
	Xin. The most fallible of organs. The one that easily takes pity on those who shed crocodile tears or grovel with their eyes wide open. The one not immune to the tenacious smile of a fox, the smirk of my sister. 
	Do not confused my kindness with your weakness.
	I don’t know what to believe, Father.


vi. Fangs
They protruded from her mouth and reached the ground. Like upturned Greek pillars. And when she walks, they dig into the world. The scars that remain proof of her wrath.
	They frighten me. She frightens me. Cyborg with fangs. Sister.
	And I loathe. From the bottom of my heart, I loathe the wings I was born with.


vii. Wings
Turtledoves are the birds of love and goodness. Cotton candy breath. Marshmallow wings. In pairs they grace your Christmas stockings—one to keep for yourself, and another to be gracefully hurled out of a fourth-story window, with the hope that it does not come smashing down on the ground.
	My turtledove wings are brittle, reminiscent of freshly blown glass. With every step I take, they crinkle and crackle like static electricity. To allow my wings to breathe, my shirts have manmade moth holes in them. Perfect little circles sliced out. My winged flaws.
Every time I take my shirt off, I feel like crying for Mother’s words resonate through my mind.
Genetically modified. Mutilated.
My memory is magnificent. The past flows through my minds in glorious forms and images. I recall when Mother first saw me nestled in my crib, a pure and cherub-like infant, she grimaced. Her eyebrows furrowed; ruby-red lips curled maliciously. Emotions beyond disgust. When Mother first gazed upon her son, she felt hatred.
Fie, abomination!
Bred in Father’s lab. Fed birdseed. Pet. Child. Creature.
Oh, the lab—it was a cold void. At night, it would fall silent, safe for the macabre jangles of a janitor’s keyring. The prelude to despair.
Despair because there was a window above my cage, one I would look through whenever I was alone, to behold the vales and lakes which glimmered in the distance, under the spotlight of the moon.
Often, I would dream of flying away. But feared.
My wings were feeble. And if I dared escape, did it mean that I would plummet to my death? Destined to fall like Icarus into jade trees, and be forgotten as someone foolish?
To the lab, to Father, my legacy would be one of death.
And I wasn’t quite sure that I was ready to bear such an honor just yet.


viii. Reimagined
Every night when I was little, before he left the lab, Father would tell me a story of the world reimagined. He would describe to me the people in this world—fantastic beings, crafted out of science and eloquence. 
Each one unique and gifted, like you.
The inhabitants of this new world lived peacefully with one another despite their differences and would work together harmoniously. Day after day, with the raw materials they were given, they would invent something new, something phenomenal.
There would be no violence, no crime, no despair. Only hope.


ix. Fear
Every fortnight, Mother would diligently visit the lab—unless she was at a gala event, or a film premier, or just didn’t want to show up. Whenever Mother was around, Father would let her tell me the bedtime story that night, as he packed up the lab.
	Mother’s stories were far from ephemeral and joyous. Rendered me scared and shaking when they were over. After all, Mother would hiss to me stories about death and decay—the world unravelling at its seams, international chaos, strange weather and climate change which would throw communities into a frenzy.
	For Mother, the world reimagined was a world that was victim to the follies and degradation of Mankind. Unloved and unlovable.
	I feared Mother’s stories not because they were terrifying at their core, but because, I was scared that these stories would no longer just remain stories. I feared, and still do fear, that the ruthless barbarism Mother described would unfurl before my very eyes. And that there was nothing I could do to save myself from ruin.
	But Mother was right. This was the fate of the world.
	And now, huddled in a shophouse with a few others, gawking at a parasitic sky overhead, I finally witness Mother’s premonitions.


x. Family
Mother thought I would remain in the lab forever, an organism to be prodded and studied. But when Father insisted that I be brought home at the age of five, and fulfil my birthright as their son, Mother became furious.
	Much conflict ensued. But it was ultimately agreed upon that I would move into my parents’ manor. Mother would occupy the East Wing, with Father, and I would occupy the West Wing. Once a week, Mother and I would meet for dinner in the Main Hall. Other than that, we functioned on different wavelengths.
	I didn’t particularly mind the solitude. The sun-kissed manor was a pleasant change from cold sterility of the laboratory. But noticing I had no one to talk or play with, and was alone for most of the day, it was then that Father decided to build me a companion. My sister.
	When Mother found out, she was appalled.


xi. Perfect
Why do I hate my sister if, like her, I am imperfect?
	If turtledoves come in pairs, is metal the twin of feather? Wire the twin of flesh?


xii. Mud
Like a waterfall, the leeches cascade over my sister. 
Yet amidst this intrusion, she spins. Delighted.
Her shriek from earlier has now dissolved into quiet laughter. And as she spins, her eyes land on me, and she smiles. Genuinely. Affectionately. Here is a smile conceived not out of jealously. But out of love.
A façade melted off, been feasted on by the leeches. And now, to the world, she is exposed, wires and all.
But she doesn’t care.
It’s madness. Surely.
But do I dare hope? Dare to jump out of the laboratory window at long last and set flight towards the starry sky. Glass wings no longer small and helpless, but majestic.
I do not wish to repress who I am anymore. I do not wish to hide away in this shop, isolated and afraid.
I am man. I am beast.
I am an equivocal union of mortality and strength.
Gingerly, I take a step forward. Then one more. And then a third.
And suddenly, there’s no more shelter above my head. Like confetti, a flurry of leeches come pouring down.
Gasping. Cold. Awakened from slumber. My mouth an ‘O’ as I inhale. Deeply.
And then I notice.
My wings. My beloved wings. 
The leeches attack them such that they unravel in a mesmerizing burst of sinew and feathers. They are picked up by the wind, and amidst the night, glow and fly like ancient lanterns.
Gently, she takes my hand. 
Smiles her robotic grin. Fangs twitching upwards.
And for the first time, I realise I am her brother. Together. Us. Siblings of the new world.
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