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The Hand of God
“Our scientific power has outrun our spiritual power. We have guided missiles and misguided men.” 
· Martin Luther King

MY WORLD

I grabbed the chair to sit down on. No, we were not allowed to sit on chairs anymore. I went to the back of the hall and sat down on the cold, muddy ground, my legs folded. My eyes were as red as blood, probably because I didn’t have much sleep last night. All day working in the fields, tired me out. 

This meeting better be worth my time. I skipped work to come here. I saw streams of men coming in through the one tiny door at the corner. All these men had the same faces to me, reminding me of something, but we weren’t allowed to remember ever since it happened. All of them sat down beside me, with eager looks on their faces. I saw their hands, quivering because of the insatiable winter. 

Finally, the speaker came. I was ready. This meeting could change my life. I remember when my life was last changed, not in a good way. It was all so hazy, all so blurry. I didn’t want to remember it, but it kept coming back to memory. Stop! I muttered, hoping that it would calm my burning brain. Maybe I just had a fever. 

I didn’t know what he was talking about. Definitely not English, that’s for sure. It’s probably the new language now. What do they call it? I don’t even know. We weren’t allowed to go to the city too. Why were there so many restrictions on us? I don’t know! 

Then, he put up a hologram of a burning houses. Burning houses. I remember when my house was burnt like that too. The next hologram was something I understood. It was a hologram of tens of thousands of people located to a massive airship operated by them, to be taken to where we are now. Subjected to long hours of work, on the field. I think we worked on the last remaining field in the country. Everything was produced now, not grown. Produced in laboratories and research houses. Did I mention that I was a scientist? Please believe me, because nobody here will. 

He then flashed a hologram of a scientist in a laboratory. That’s me! But, not anymore. We weren’t allowed to be scientists any longer. We weren’t even allowed to think. But that didn’t stop me. I thought of a lot of things when I was working. Why was the grass green? Why were the sunflowers yellow? Why did they always face the sun? I remember looking at the sun and then nearly blinding myself when I was a kid. Ah, the childhood days, what fun they were! Everyone said that I would be a good kid, a science kid. I’m a scientist. Now do you believe me? 

I don’t know when I was born. They changed the year system now. Don’t know why. They just want to rule over time? How do you rule over time? Why am I thinking so much? I should be listening, but whatever. Besides, who will do the thinking but me, the thinkers? They were all put out of work by them, because they didn’t comply to ‘new standards’ of thinking. No, no, they weren’t retrenched. They were killed. They entered their houses and emptied their rifles into their fear-stricken bodies. They looked like one of those beehives when they were strung up the tree in the centre of the field. The blood that dripped from them, the sweet nectar of tyranny. 

The speaker stepped down from his rostrum and went to his seat. There was the fresh smell of coffee behind me. Maybe they were giving everybody free coffee. It’d be a nice respite. But coffee didn’t suit me. Nothing did. I didn’t have any desire to eat, or live for that matter. Yet here I am, talking to you. I don’t know why I wasn’t dead yet. We weren’t allowed to die perhaps.

Krrrrrrr…Ping! The slide changed. I looked up. My mouth dropped in awe. My eyes widened with fear. Everything around me became quieter. The loud chirping of the emaciated others, silenced. The light that passed through from the thick, thick clouds faded. It seemed as if I was out of control, but also in control? I don’t know how to say it. Regardless, it was there. 

My son. 

Like an eclipse over the sun, my awe had passed over me. It replaced me with happy sunshine. Sunshine that I used to receive in a world I was forced to forget. Look at it! My son! In all its glory! I had conceived it after months of work, years of work. But they took it from me. Those pesky, irritating, bastards! 

Voices started ringing in my head. Whispers, screams, conversations, clinking, whirring. Everything. My mind was spinning. What was happening to me? I didn’t know. I hadn’t felt this way since I was arrested. A broken radio. That’s what I felt like. I hadn’t seen my son in so long, I could still remember how I made him. 

“Made from the highest-grade carbon nanofibers imported from Russia with German steel and Japanese gears with Chinese motors. The only thing local about this, is the thought. That comes from us!”

My mouth couldn’t keep up with my thoughts going so quick. I felt like a monkey at the zoo! Gaping with awe at the humans passing by, doing funny tricks, showing funny trinkets. Smiling, taking photos. I always wondered how the monkeys felt from behind those huge iron bars. Now I know. 

But who cares? My son was on the screen! It’s silver sheen, coated with the colours of our flag. Truly glorious. 

BAM! My thoughts hit the back of my head like a car crashing into a wall. It hurt. Maybe because I was beaten there the other night by the guards. I had tried to steal some food from beyond the prison walls; I couldn’t stand the grovel they had us eat. My head was throbbing now. I had thought too much. A constant ringing, hidden behind a deafening silence. I couldn’t hear, but heard everything. I closed my eyes. 

It was being taken away from me. I saw smoke billowing with my sadness, screams and horror. No, it’s my child, my son, my invention. The Hand of God.

My eyes were wide open now. But I wasn’t in the meeting anymore, but there was pitch black darkness all around me. The headache stopped. I was floating, freely. Like I was in outer space or something. 

And just like that, a blinding flash of light appeared. I couldn’t stop myself from looking at it, directly at the centre of it. With what ounce of might was left in me, I paddled towards it, my hand outstretched. My head became clearer and clearer as I drifted closer and closer. My memories were coming back to me. This was the border between me and my insanity. 



THE FIRST WINDOW

It wasn’t a flash of light. It was a window. To what, I didn’t know. Like a child peeping into a window sheepishly for some candy, I looked over into a scene that unfolded before me. It seemed strangely familiar for some reason. Almost like a play that I had watched repeatedly. 

There was a man, soldering a motherboard. His workstation was a haphazard mess, resistors and transistors lying everywhere. In the distance, a cacophony of soft beeping noises. I recognized those sounds: they were his failures, an enormous pile of rejects. An overwhelming wave of lethargy washed over me. It was like I couldn’t move anymore. In the corner, a ticking clock, each ticking more infuriating than the previous one. Poor guy, it was so late into the night and he was still working.

This was his life’s work, I could tell. Because I devoted my life to something too. I know how that feels. I couldn’t tear myself away, because I realized something

That is me! How is that possible? I’m here… and he’s me, but there? I didn’t know. But, I remember this. This moment was the happiest day of my life. My son was born. 

He stepped back from the motherboard, finally done with it. He looks at it, eyes brimming with glee. Tears welled up in his eyes and eventually dripped down his cheeks. I knew what he was going to say next. 

“The Hand of God”. 

Poof! The light vanished. Pitch black darkness surrounding me again. Was this the end? I didn’t know why, but it didn’t quite seem so. Things happened after my son was born. My son was the most powerful machine on the planet. 



THE SECOND WINDOW

Another flash of light. I swam to it like a moth. Maybe it could tell me another story? I peered in. There I was. Beside me, the Hand of God. A divine intervention. Wow, I looked handsome. Suit and a tie, shiny boots, slicked back hair. Ring on my finger. I remember when I had hair on my head, suits to wear, boots aplenty. They were all gone. I remember when I had a ring on my finger. She’s gone. 

There was someone there with me. Ah, I remember this. I was presenting my son to them at a conference. I still remember that fabulous speech I gave. I wish I had an ounce of that eloquence now. 

“My creation, the Hand of God, is an exceptional brainchild. By combining human DNA with Martian prokaryotic vectors from the newly conquered planet, we will be able to create humans who can breathe underwater, withstand high temperatures, go to the depths of the Arctic without freezing over and much more! The Martian prokaryotes have untapped potential locked in their DNA. The Hand of God takes it, gives it to humans and then, we will have the power can explore places of the Earth that we never could before!” 

“Imagine all the information we could obtain! Imagine all the benefits it will bring to research! Expeditions which were once thought impossible to the ends of the universe, to the depths of the ocean, to the atoms of the body. All of them now made possible with the Hand of God, just like a divine intervention.” 

Meh, it sounded better in my head. But it seemed to work, they were impressed. So impressed, I was given an offer, for my son. The nerve of them! How was I to sell my son to them? I absolutely couldn’t! 

Ping. It vanished. 

After every window, I didn’t know why I felt clearer. As if I was a solute slowly starting to dissolve. I felt myself breaking up into pieces but didn’t feel any pain for some reason. Maybe, this was the first time in God knows how long, I was cognisant.



THE THIRD WINDOW

Another portal opened. I should stop saying portal. Not like I could go through these things or anything. I would, but I can’t. As soon as it opened, I couldn’t breathe! Tears welled up in my eyes, flowing down my cheeks. Saliva began dribbling from my mouth. I was coughing. Coughing so loudly. My hand instantly grabbed my neck. Why was this happening? Someone, please stop it!

I looked up. Fire. Red, burning, crimson flames licking away at the vast expanse I was floating. I could see the ends of the blaze. Crisp, singed like a burned page. Wait a minute. This felt familiar. The red blaze, breathlessness, smoke. All that was missing was one thing – desperation. 

“Please… please leave it alone. Don’t take my son away from me. Please.” 

A voice emerged, sobbing uncontrollably. It was me, from the window. God, what was I reduced to? My clothes were torn, hair dishevelled, like I had just finished ravaging the forests for salmon like a big brown bear. Blood dripped down from my forehead and formed a river. All rivers flow to the sea. It was standing right in front of me. And it had a gun. 

“Give us the machine.” It said. 

“Please… leave my family alone. Don’t hurt them.” 

My eyes widened. What was I doing? Why couldn’t I have just fought back? I was shivering. In the heat? No, that’s not what is supposed to happen. I’m supposed to be sweating. But no, I didn’t feel anything like that happen. It was so confusing, I wanted it to stop. Please. 

It didn’t just have a gun. The gun had a ring on it. A ring that was thrown at my bloodied face and fell. I looked at it, dumbfounded. The word “M” was engraved on it, now covered with blood. She was gone. 

The pain cleared out. My heart thumped loudly. So loud I thought it was going to burst out of my chest. Hot blood coursed through my veins and I could feel my viscera moving inside me. My eye was twitching, my fists were clenched, my teeth were gritting. I couldn’t take it anymore. I wanted it to stop but no, it was like someone was prying my eyes open and making me watch this. I felt angry. I wanted to scream. STOP! 

I knew why they were after me. All because I wouldn’t give them my son. After all, why should I? I created it for the sole purpose of enabling humans to explore the depths of the Earth and beyond by stretching the confines of the human body. It was meant to help science, not cripple it. They wanted it to create genetically-enhanced super-soldiers to persecute those people they branded inferior. I wasn’t going to do it. Never. Why in the world would I hand over my son to be turned into a killing machine? I would go insane before that - 

My thoughts stopped, not because I wanted them to. They shoved a gun in my mouth. It was a choking sensation. Not like this entire fiesta was choking me already. I struggled to breathe. The magazine hit the back of my head. Lights out! 



REQUEIM 

I heard a finger snap. I opened my eyes, like I was being controlled by some soothsayer. I rubbed them with my hands when I caught sight of my palms. Still stained with the blood of that night. I looked up at the screen. It made sense now, the colours, the projections, the people, the sorrow, the desperation, like the calm before the storm. 

I was still surprised as to what I saw, and why I saw it. I hadn’t felt this revitalized since before it all happened. I was a scientist! But what use was it, when I couldn’t even help the people I wanted to? What use was it, when all my research was being used to kill people? Was this why I became a scientist? Am I a murderer? Did I deserve this? 

I smiled. Not because it was happy, but because it was ironic. I remembered my happiness when I built my first model plane, my desire when I first learnt about a gear, my ambition when I published my first paper, my happiness when I realized I had gotten the job I wanted to do for so long to help the people I had loved for so long. It was a full circle, a bubble that I was comfortable in. 

Pop! The bubble burst. 

They found out about this secret meeting and barged in like invaders. Dust from the floor was thrown everywhere. Even into my eyes. People were screaming. Organs and blood splattered everywhere on the floor. Screams so deafening I felt the same ringing I had when my house was burned down. I couldn’t bear it anymore. I didn’t even know where to run to, or where to hide. All I could do was curl up into a ball like a newborn baby.  

I felt irritated by the slightest noise. Sensory overload, maybe. In the distance, I could hear the shuffling of footsteps, people pleading not to be killed, their screams. It was oddly barbaric. This was not what I had imagined when I wanted to become a scientist. People always told me, that I am the future, I would do good things for the future. No, this isn’t the future I wanted. This is corruption, maleficence, an adulteration in the purity of science. 

Something cold touched my head. My time was up. A hand grabbed my neck and pulled me up but I didn’t resist. Did I even have a reason to? All I could do was meet their gaze. Those bloodshot. I saw so much in them. Fury, obedience, sin. 

I didn’t feel fear for some reason. It was like I was used to this whole thing. But when I saw the hand that caught me, my heart stopped like it was being gripped by a vice. Those words which I had been longing to hear, etched onto their cold, cruel hands like some sort of branding. 

“The Hand of God”. 

Those crimson-coloured eyes, these hands stained with the blood of innocent people, it was all made by my son. I could endure it if they whipped me a thousand times. I could endure it if they tied me to a rock and threw me into the ocean. But this was unbearable. Knowing that my son mass-produced these murderers, was… excruciating. 

One last time, I remembered what I said. It was the only thing that came to mind at this point: 

“Made from the highest-grade carbon nanofibers imported from Russia with German steel and Japanese gears with Chinese motors. The only thing local about this, is the thought.” 

The thought. 

A single tear fell from my eye. 

My son…
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