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Ezra slouched in her chair as Dr Boa droned on about the origins of the motion masks. 

She made sure to include all the major details: the type of world people used to live 

in, the poor efficiency of citizens, and the emotional dysfunction that plagued 

society. Ezra was indifferent to formal education, if she was living in the ‘Hyper-

Expression Era’ she would have said she ‘hated’ school, but that wouldn’t be 

permitted. That level of expression was tolerated only in children who hadn’t yet 

crossed the developmental milestone of overt expression. Whilst school was not 

something Ezra looked forward to, she did mildly appreciate its value in informing her 

imagination. Whenever she found herself with a few spare minutes in the canteen, or 

on her walks home, she would catch her mind drifting towards the days before Arthur 

Mackfield – the pioneer of motion masks. Ezra noticed that whenever Dr Boa would 

speak about him, her usual monotone voice would slightly change in pitch, Ezra 

racked her brain for what word she would use if she lived in the H-Era ‘enthusiasm’. 

Yes, the people back then would say Dr Boa was enthusiastic. All of the Seniors had 

enthusiasm when it came to Arthur Mackfield, he was their saviour. The one who 

salvaged the remains of society and brought it out of its emotional ruin. According to 

Dr Boa, Arthur had given the world the cure for its pain. Ezra in Year 5 had been 

forced to memorise a passage from his famous memorial speech back in the 21st 

century. This was the speech that ushered in a new era. 

‘When asked what the answer to our plight was, I replied nothing. When asked what 

was to be done, I said nothing. The response we need is no response, if we remain 

uncompromising in our indifference, we will remain consistent in our peace’. 

When Ezra spoke about Arthur Mackfield her voice never changed in pitch. She was 

not enthusiastic.  

 

Dr Boa said that when Arthur began his work on the motion-masks and brought his 

campaign to international platforms he had received countless death threats and 



If Ezra were living in the past she would describe Dr Boa’s eyes as having lit up as she 





The sight of the child made Ezra uncomfortable, she hadn’t seen eyes like those in a 

long time, they were eyes without indifference. They weren’t cold like her own, or 

like Dr Boa’s. 

If Ezra were in the times before Arthur Mackfield she was say she was shocked, or 

disturbed. 

Her hands began to feel clammy, she couldn’t take her eyes off the child’s face that 

looked so much like how she felt when the world seemed to be against her, when she 

looked in the mirror and saw her limp hair and dull eyes, when she wondered how 

long she could keep this up – the blank day and night of life. Ezra couldn’t never put 

these things into words, and through seeing the child she realised she didn’t have to. 

These thoughts were never meant for words – they were meant to be water dripping 

down a red flushed face. 

Ezra’s phone buzzed 

The notification read: 

Expressed Emotion 

 

 


