Mid 2010

You know you’ve been up way to late at night and have watched way too many cable TV documentaries over the past week when this happens…

I’ve always enjoyed the post-apocalyptic genre. And now that I’m staying down at my sister’s place, I can indulge this via Foxtel. Over the past week I’ve watched some Planet of the Apes stuff, Strange New World (1975) with John Saxon, several episodes of The Colony, Aftermath: Population Zero, and the Life After People series.

Caught Def-Con-4 on DVD too. It’s a funky film with a nice sense of mayhem and post-apocalyptical style. And I love Vinny McKinnon and his wild home-brew dozer tank.

Anyway…

Last night I had a weird dream.

I was floating over Sydney like a wind-borne dust mote.

It was a cool autumnal evening. The enchanting yet ephemeral scent of night blooming jessamine (Cestrum nocturnum) was in the air. Everything was strangely quiet and still. Like the city was sleeping or maybe even it had died.

Floating closer, I began to drift down the man-made canyons of the cityscape.

The city was shattered. The harbour empty and awash with red sand. The Harbour Bridge fallen away in the middle. The Opera House a crumbling shell. Evidence of blast damage and heat pulse was everywhere.

I drifted for a time and found myself looking down on the highrise car park near Victoria Park and Broadway. I could easily see the nearby Stephen Roberts Theatre in Sydney Uni. The rest of the uni was in ruins. Trees grew everywhere and thorny brush choked the roadways.

There were trackways through the ruins and I caught the sound of resting horses on the cool autumn zephyrs that stirred the hushed air of the city.

The car park was much older than it is now and was shrouded in climbing plants and night flowering orchids. It looked more like some exotic tree house than an old car park.

I spotted a creature upon the upper tier of the car park.

It was an anthropomorphic ape.

An old and grizzled orangutan. Still wiry and lean despite his years.

His soft tooled leather and linen garb was crisp, clean, and pressed.

The old ape was leaning on a wooden railing and gazing out over the overgrown and night cloaked ruins of the university with a reflective gleam in his slightly rheumy eyes.

A greying chimpanzee servant hovered attentively nearby.

Just then a gorilla entered. Garbed in hard leather and heavy cloth, he was a rugged and battle scarred beast of middle years, squat and muscular with thick ebony fur. His eyes were as dark and hard as lustrous black pearls.

“Greetings Councillor Zaius. How are you this fine evening?”

“Well Jehan, Well…”

They stand together in silence for a time and then begin nostalgically discussing the past. The chimpanzee servant brings them some mellow red wine in stoneware glasses. Something akin to Brokenwood Cricket Pitch Red.

After a time, the gorilla Jehan leaves and Zaius moves off to his rooms, accompanied by the chimpanzee servant. It is uncertain if Zaius knows when and where he is or if he is still playing a power game.

There Will Come Soft Rains - Sara Teasdale

    There will come soft rains and the smell of the ground,

    And swallows circling with their shimmering sound;

    And frogs in the pool singing at night,

    And wild plum trees in tremulous white;

    Robins will wear their feathery fire,

    Whistling their whims on a low fence-wire;

    And not one will know of the war, not one

    Will care at last when it is done.

    Not one would mind, neither bird nor tree,

    If mankind perished utterly;

    And Spring herself when she woke at dawn

    Would scarcely know that we were gone.

