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who nurtured my imagination in the first place. I will always try harder to make something out of the gift you gave me.
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Preface

 

 

 

I wrote 2034 in 2014 as part of what I hoped would eventually become an anthology of dystopian short stories inspired by 1984. Sadly, only 2034 and the second installment in my 2034: A Totalitarian Odyssey series, Asylum, were ever completed. When I have more time to commit to this project, I do hope to finish the series.

In the meantime, both 2034 and its sequel, Asylum, can be read as standalone short stories. 

Both take place in the same multi-layered dystopian world, and both are intended as a homage to George Orwell’s 1984, the masterwork that still inspires and defines dystopian fiction as a literary genre.

 

Enjoy, and if you want more, please leave a review!

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Bill

 

 

How long now had the sky been steel-coloured? Bill wondered. Helen, Bill's wife, had recently put up a print of Rembrandt's Flora on the wall screen in their conservatory, and although Bill usually attempted to avoid his wife’s lair, he had more than once now been struck by the vividness of the blue sky in the picture.

 

That blue, and the airy froth of antique nimbus clouds traipsing over the depicted pond scene, was so much more authentic than the sky which hung over Bill's garden.

 

Even now an eclectic convoy of planes was spearing overhead. The horizon-to-horizon aluminium-laden plumes being sprayed behind them unfurling like so much ethereal grey butter being spread across the opaque toast of the upper atmosphere.

 

Really, they should just let the sky try to fix itself, Bill meditated. After all, all that aluminium had to settle somewhere eventually. Maybe, though, he was being too unfairly pessimistic. The world, after all, had much bigger woes than just its bygone blue and vanilla skylines.

 

From across the garden fence, a door whined open and thudded closed.

 

“Morning, Doug,” Bill called.

 

“Morning, Bill.”

 

Doug, Bill's next-door neighbour, was recovering from a heart transplant. Of course, as Doug liked to boast, it hadn't been a transplant at all, really. Doug had had a defect which had wrapped his left ventricle around his right one and left him with what had essentially been a cardiovascular corkscrew in his chest. Rather, however, than search for a human donor or use a modified pig heart, the doctors had created a line of half-synthetic, half-Doug micro-humans. Then, after identifying the micro-humans with the best hearts, they had grown the hearts in question into full-sized organs and fitted Doug with the best one.

 

“How barbaric,” Helen had said when Bill had first related the story. “Then again, why opt for a modified pig heart when you can just as easily clone and kill yourself a few times?”

 

However, Doug was one of the few people Bill could count as something like a friend and, besides, wasn't it just as abominable to factory-farm limbless and featherless transgenic chicken?

 

Two ragged black crows flapped and came to rest in the bent cherry blossom hanging over Bill's old studio. Too tired to squawk or crow, they cocked their heads instead over the insect-barren waste of Bill's garden.

 

“And how's Mrs Pankhurst this afternoon?” Doug asked, coming over. Checking back not too overtly over his shoulder, he held aloft a small paper package and scrunched it enthusiastically.

 

Recognizing the scrunch, as well as the sound of her own name, and knowing that it probably meant that newly smuggled leftovers were on their way, Mrs Pankhurst, Bill's teenage daughter's pet teacup pig, snorted excitedly.

 

Weighing in at nearly 200 lbs, Mrs Pankhurst was a far cry from the 12 lbs Bill had been promised that she would mature at. However, Mrs Pankhurst's size was the least of Bill's worries. Rather, ever since Katherine had left, the pig had been hopelessly depressed.

 

“Oh, abysmally,” Bill reflected as Doug handed him the paper bag of leftovers.

“Either she's wallowing in Katherine’s old room, or she's busy tending to her latest phantom pregnancy in the garage. Between you and me, I'm thinking about just turning her over to an animal shelter. Helen's never liked her, and Katherine rarely pops in now she's settled in Dewsbury.”

 

As if understanding, Mrs Pankhurst grunted in protest and strutted purposefully over into Bill's prized patch of azaleas.

 

“Whoops,” Doug chided. “Now you've done it!”

 

Bill groaned. Mrs Pankhurst was far from the kind of animal you could simply shoo away from something. However, as he moved over, Bill saw what the real problem was. A 'New Bee' had idled and chanced to come to rest on the sensitive patch of skin just above her snout.

 

“Mmmmh...” Doug mused, himself noticing the blue GeneGenie Inc insignia on the bee's posterior. “A new new old thing.”

 

“You know,” Doug started sardonoically, “they're even re-engineering most of the trees now. God knows what the world's going to look like in a few years' time. Everywhere you go it will be GeneGenie Inc this, and DNA-Twister that.”

 

Swatting the New Bee away, Bill moved back to join Doug, leaning against their shared arris rail perimeter. Personally, he didn't care for it when Doug went off on one of his anti-genetic modification rants. Besides, he was a fine one to talk.

 

“Anyway, your Katherine....” Doug said, staring down at Mrs Pankhurst. “Permanent now, is it?”

 

One of the crows, the biggest one, caught the glint of a nearby window opening. Cawing excitedly, it took leave of the cherry blossom and flapped off over Bill's manicured lawn toward the empty promise of some new keep-safe. Watching it go, Bill sighed and nodded. Katherine had actually moved out six months ago; however, it was only now that she had surrendered her place at Oxford that Bill had had to reconcile himself with the fact that the move was permanent.

 

“Oh, she'll be back by matriculation,” Bill had kept telling everyone. “She's hardly about to throw her whole life away.” Now, however, Katherine had done just that.

