SCRCNGCTI SPRING:

An African Vvoyage
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The coffee shop had t}w dtm amber glow ofa place that had long fine sto etending daylight magtered. Outsmde the atys atrrwsphem
Pprocessors ¢ chumz stead om air that nob o Pfc %aa | stared a? lﬂc eVious poem on ls ht
washing his face into sonw%hmg s ond umz ble. He set this table s down slowly, sipped some cgﬁle]ar and frowned. "Has thls aut}wr actua]ql
been toAfrica?" he wondered ou ?laud His voice carried tint and anger and impatience.

Gwen didn't look 1 from her own screen. She was tracing something with her stylus, abstract and restless. "Who knows? Who cares?” She flicked
her wrist dismissiveli. "Let the poem breathe on its own. All authors dic after théur Last word ends. Ta heck with origin stories!
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A beat of silence fell over their table ﬁﬂzd by the so pcrcussw mm g Teinfi orccd lass—real mm Noel lookcd up at G at Gen, his q{_;s carmy "ﬂ

the weatiness of someone who had been trying to forget a autt lems ajound Lm Through the rain-blurre P mw
outward in its tiered and uomsc eo ers wrapped in bw-I.ED mesh, sky-lanes readmg between demtwl stacks, t who
apparatus humming with managed z (rwhm n 1t was there a single acacia tiee. Nowhere gwraffe. Nowhere a grassland.

"The Equatorial Corvidor report dropped this morning,” Gwen said finally. Her voice was quiet. Flat. "Megafauna zones are shrinking.” She set
her sty 1115 on the table. "By 5047 the Serengett ecosystem 15 expectéd to—" She stopped herself. Picked the stytus back wp. "They're talkmg about
smmng soms arthival droie docymentation: For the woomd

Nocl said nothing. He read the poem f‘fm Outside, the rain mtms.tﬁcd briefly— a flash of something almost traplcal—thm subsided back into

city’s cary mnagmwnt of itself "Then maybe,” he said at last;"it mai rs cven more who was standing there. whether they knew — really
knzw what they were standiig n the middle o ® While it was still there to stand in."

Gwen didn't The scrubbers kept breathing. The city kept it And here the t least — the kept
STow and imposble. though ir hat nobody ha et hathero manage nthe porm, t st~ hegiraff kept mving

- T Newfields
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