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Saturday October 27th 2125 
We went to the museum again this morning. It wasn't 
very busy. Down that long, winding corridor to the 
display case now in the far corner of the room. 
Grandad's jacket looked shinier today. I liked it when 
it was more centrally placed. They used to make a 
bigger deal of it, but they've moved it after that last 
incident. Attracting the wrong sort of attention, I 
guess. It's probably for the best. It's served its 
purpose for them by now anyway. They've told the 
story they wanted to tell. 

I still remember when mum first told me about 
grandad. We'd just had dinner and she sat me down 
on that old black leather sofa we used to have. She 
said she wanted me to hear it directly from her, no 
one else. I didn't really understand it at the time:  

“Part of a network that launched a violent campaign 
against international plans for the mandatory Global 
Surveillance System”,  

Exile 
jason harding 

not everyone is a great storyteller 
and not everyone has a great story to tell 
but we have been convinced that reality is only 
what we can prove 
and preserve by sharing1 

so we write 
fantastic fictions 
and we record 
often desperately 
regardless of whether we have the skill 
something worthwhile to say 
a focus or grip 
on truth 

“the self we once knew no longer exists”2  

and the self we once knew now skates anxiously 
across the surface of life3 
identities tethered 
to data and timelines  
edited faces 
and their edited face facial recognition tags 
profiles 
beautifully curated4 
the self we once knew became 
nothing 
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 more than a collage of content1 
a living breathing chimera 
and a series of abstract and skittish avatars built on a huge pile of 
“ego boosting puffery”5 

total disclosure 
total transparency of living1 
is what they sold 
and then made decree 

to remain invisible or unspoken here 
renders us suspect1 
of denying others and the world 
access to our knowledge opinion and daily experience  
no matter how questionable limited or mundane 

so you 
best say something 
you best invent 
something 
anything 
a self 
a  reputation 
a permanent record 
proof 
that you are somehow unique 
belong here1 
and deserve a place
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Sea foam agitated by wind and waves floats through the 
cold grey air and lands on the rippling surface of the pond. 

Thirteen women are gathered at its edge, chatting and 
stripping and leaving piles of clothes, tins of cake and hot 

thermos flasks on the soggy grass. The pond feels exposed 
and the wind chills the swimmers bodies, raising goose 

bumps on their naked arms and legs. We all agree that on 
this blustery January day the pond is uninviting. Woolly hats 
and swimming caps are pulled on, and two women stand at 
the water’s edge, offering their hands as a makeshift ladder.  

Nobody wants to swim. But one by one, the swimmers cross 
the threshold into the water. Stepping into the brown silt 

with resolve and a polite ‘thank you ladies’ shortly followed 
by a series of loud expletives. Shrieking and swearing fill the 

pond as the cold water rises up the swimmers bodies, 
enveloping all but their heads. I hold back, observing the 

scene from the other side of the threshold. No normal 
human would do this. But within a few minutes the swearing 

has turned to laughter, and the bobbing heads are lit up 
with bright eyes and smiles. Submerged in cold water, 

bodies, fears, pain and sadness dissolve like the organic 
matter that floats in giant bubbles on the pond’s surface. 

~ 

sujatha fernandes is right though 
do so without depth please 
nor mystery 
no complexity4 no unknowns no 
one will like it 

her use of the word eviscerate is savage 
to disembowel 
take the eyes 
deprive 
she’s justified 
“personhood is being reduced”5 

by illusions 
and “bits”5 
defined 
and defiled 
by software 

jaron lanier believes “this is no longer about us”6 
he is a romantic 
there is a chance it never was there is a chance 
this is 
and has always been 
about the big servers6 and the 
god-like soon to be talking heads in jars tech entrepreneurs who own them7 

this is about power
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~ 
Pond 

Charlotte Bates (story) 
Lily Mae Kroese (illustration) 

We were supposed to swim at the Blue Lagoon, a 
former slate quarry now flooded by the sea. The 

name alone is alluring. Bordered by beautiful 
beaches and craggy rocks, the lagoon is a popular 
spot for cliff diving and wild swimming. But a storm 

had blown over the weekend, and the sea was rough. 
It would be too dangerous to attempt the steep 

decent down the cliff face, too difficult to lower our 
bodies safely into the water or to scramble back out 

onto the rocks again. Instead, I receive coordinates to 
a different location. I search the map and find a small 
blue mark connected to the sea by a blue wiggly line.  
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 I watch you pull into the gravel parking 
lot.  
 You wave through the windshield. Your 
curls are flowing, and those new 
sunglasses look better than they did in the 
pictures. There is a new sticker on your 
bumper. It looks like a Palmetto Rose. We’ll 
be in your apartment in Charleston next 
weekend. You said there is a River Dogs 
game you just can’t miss. You park beside 
my car. I watch you stretch. The week after 
next, we’ll be at my bungalow in 
Statesboro. We have tickets to see Jason 
Isbell and the 400 Unit. I hope they play 
“Outfit.” You hope they play “Flying Over 
Water.” The same rush shudders its way 
through my body as we embrace.  
Ten years together, too many towns to 
count, I miss your smell when we’re apart.  
 We’ll round out the month back here, 
but maybe we’ll stay over in Beaufort next 
time. 
 Work life balance. 
 Dual Careers. 
 Academic life.  
 We’ll figure it out. 
 We always do.  

and invisibles 
with no official friends 
no followers 
nothing to share 
nothing to pour into cloud of information encircling their entire existence1 
those wretched invisibles  
with no reputation 
no repute 
no standing 

no leash 

skate on very thin ice 
they are 
thieves 

charged and found guilty 

of “stealing from humanity’s transcendental technological project of self projection”1 

they are traitors 
and ghosts 

social media 
demands1 
you watch me and I 
watch you 
and then we “police ourselves 
knowing the corporation that gave us the platform” looks on3
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our separate cities, on the workdays between visits. 
Maybe we can have dinner on the patio at Fiddlers. You 
said something about fried pickles on the phone last 
night. I could use a low country boil. You talked about 
trying the oysters last time.  
 We could just get takeout and check into the Quality 
Inn. 
 We have all day tomorrow.  
 We can take the thirty minute drive to Beaufort. We 
can look at the old houses and roam through the thrift 
shops. We can have lunch with Winter. She teaches at 
the University of South Carolina campus over there. She 
moved here just after we did, the next market year. She 
seems happy. We hope she is. We could swing by the 
Magnolia Bakery, for you, or the Chocolate Tree, for me. 
Maybe we’ll just grab ice cream from Southern Sweets 
and take a walk in the park.  
 As long as we’re together.  
 As long as we can be.  
 We’ll go back to our respective colleges Sunday 
evening. 

wonder why the self that is photographed is run through a series of filters 
to ensure it looks like every other self wonder why 
“the self that is writing [seems] so distant from the self that is being written about” 
“social surveillance becomes self surveillance”3 
terribly effective 
in ensuring discipline 
and conformity 
best approximate supposedly normal behaviours because 

social media is a regime3 

alessandro acquisiti once asked, ‘what would a future without secrets look like?’8 

and carole cadwalladr recently showed us just how dark a future 
with that kind of undertow could be9 

welcome to 
the human use of human beings10 

richard flanagan once wrote, “the aim of all dictators is to destroy all private life 
because it is there we know freedom”11 
and here we are 
locked in5  
invisible 
totalitarian 
nightmare 
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my past. We built a life on graduate 
stipends, Ramen noodles, and a bar in the 
swamp where girls like us could dance and 
kiss in peace. We went to the PJ’s in the 
French Quarter whenever we could spare 
the cash. You took the job in Charleston 
because it was close to my job in 
Statesboro. I took the job in Statesboro 
because you wanted to go back to 
Carolina. We found Ridgeland by accident.  
 “Will your friend be joining you,” the 
barista asks, brown hair just past her 
shoulder. She hands me my latte. I tell her 
yes. It’s not worth the fight. We only get to 
see each other on weekends. Time is 
precious.  
 I take a seat on the porch outside.  
 The floor is made of purple wooden 
slats painted to match the coffeehouse 
sign. 
 You’ll be here any minute. I can almost 
feel it. We’ll walk over to the downtown 
area. Maybe we’ll take pictures by the 
turtle statue like we did when we were just 
getting used to being called professor in

let yourself fall in “love 
[with] a medium made of software 
risk 
becoming trapped in someone else’s careless thoughts”5 

i wonder if mark zuckerberg sometimes wakes at night 
fast breath and beating heart 
anxious sweat wide eyed 
terrified 
that we’ll all just up and leave 

a mass exile 
followed by a mass exhale 

“we cannot have a society in which if two people wish to communicate the 
only way for that to happen is if its financed by someone who wishes to 
manipulate them”5 so 

i stopped skating long ago 

we may cross paths one day 
outside 
sit down and talk 
slowly pile up those layers3 
you’ll find me  
as I you 
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I teach sociology and drive a Honda. Some of 
my students are learning about Du Bois this 
week. Others are figuring out how to conduct 
interviews. The rest of Georgia Southern is 
headed to the carnival on the edge of town. 
I’m sitting in our PJ’s in Ridgeland, South 
Carolina, the reservation information for the 
Quality Inn stored in my phone. 
 We each drive an hour and a half.  
 That was important.  
 We meet at the PJ’s each time. 
 That is special.  
 You come from the private college. I come 
from the public one. It was the other way 
around when we met. You arrived in New 
Orleans with a master’s in hand, a coat from 
the state school in South Carolina, and 
memories of Sloan College and the 
Horseshoe on the tip of your tongue. I was 
already entrenched at Tulane, one year shy of 
a doctorate, memories of the well-kept 
grounds of Vanderbilt drifting through 

“quite odd” up close12 
inconsistent 
cognitive dissonance drives contradictory dissidents 
forward13 
and mad  

we will laugh at each other and 
with each other 
because of it and because  

invisible and unspoken 
forever banished branded as thieves 
we traitors 
we ghosts 
we 

the unfiltered 
unedited 
unscripted 
uncut 

we the unpublished 
we the unknown 

sitting there laughing under 
the unfiltered unedited and uncut sun 
all rough and raw flawed human ideal 
will know we’re free 
and that our stories are real14.
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Ridgeland, South Carolina 
J.E. Sumerau 

“Welcome to PJ’s,” the usual middle aged 
brunette says. “What can I get you?”  
 I order the almond milk latte you call 
fancy.  
 I look out the window. 
 I got here first.  
 I wonder if you took the Interstate. I 
hope you took highway seventeen. The 
traffic out of Charleston can be brutal on 
the best of days. I know what time your 
last class ends. I know how the sunlight 
reflects off the hood of your Volkswagen. 
You’ll be here soon. You’ll have stories 
about the students in your public health 
classes. You’ll have gossip about your co-
workers at the College of Charleston. 
We’ll cover the usual topics. 
 I drove out of Statesboro after my last 
class. 
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