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			About

			With the Black Dawn series we honor anarchist traditions and follow the great Octavia E. Butler’s legacy, Black Dawn seeks to explore themes that do not reinforce dependency on oppressive forces (the state, police, capitalism, elected officials) and will generally express the values of antiracism, feminism, anti­colonialism, and anticapitalism. With its natural creation of alternate universes and world-building, speculative fiction acts as a perfect tool for imagining how to bring forth a just and free world. The stories published here center queerness, Blackness, antifascism, and celebrate voices previously disenfranchised, all who are essential in establishing a society in which no one is oppressed or exploited. Welcome, friends, to Black Dawn!

			“We must transform ourselves to transform the world.”

			—Grace Lee Boggs

		

	
		
			MAROONS

		

	
		
			Section 1: The Dream of Every Cell is to Become Two 

		

	
		
			Chapter One: Night

			In the new moon dark, a small child slipped, alone, through the iron gates of the Warren community garden. It was cold enough for snow, but the air was dry. The child wore an adult’s sweater that hung down to his ankles, over toddler leggings that were shorter each day. His head was wrapped in a scarf. 

			He moved stealthily between the deflated, wildish rows of leafy shadows, looking for anything familiar. He finally started pulling at everything he could touch until he found shapes he recognized—long pointy carrots, rock-hard beets, fat dense cabbage, bulbs of garlic and onions, and something else plentiful that might be green beans or peas. 

			He rolled up the bottom of his sweater, creating a pocket in front of him. Storing his small harvest like a baby kangaroo, he crept to the edge of the garden and slipped back out to the street. He looked left, toward home, and the way was clear. To his right, beyond a muted streetlight, there was something. 

			It was too black at first to see it, but the dark in the darkness moved closer to him. The child got very still down to his cells, the way he knew to disappear in plain sight. The darkness got still too—but there was breath visible in the air. Finally the darkness stepped into the pale beam cast by the streetlight. 

			The shadows relinquished a dog who looked like it was smiling at him, medium sized, furry, tail wagging slowly. This was unusual—since humans became scarce, creatures usually ran from Jizo. Sometimes they looked at him with hunter eyes and he had to spread his adult sweater arms wide to make of himself a menace. 

			But faced with this friendly creature, the child smiled back, opening the hand that wasn’t holding his sweater, letting the dog come to him. The dog sniffed the boy’s outstretched palm, then his neck, arm pits, crotch, down to his feet. The boy stifled a giggle. He took a few steps toward home and looked back. The dog was right behind him and caught up quickly. The boy was grateful for the friend to walk him home. 

			She was standing outside the house, in a body that wasn’t her own.

			In front of her, up on the porch, was someone she loved, she knew him. He was trying to open the door, but he kept missing it. He turned around to face her, looking past her. 

			“What’s wrong? You dead or something?” She called out, but he didn’t respond. His eyes didn’t even shadow like they normally did when he’d ignore her. He stomped down the porch stairs and went around the side of the house. She wants to follow him, but her body moves slowly. She wants to follow him, but she is stuck. 

			

		

	
		
			Chapter Two: The Radio

			“Welcome, welcome one and all—and I mean every single one of y’all—to the Everything Awesome Circus, yes absolutely named after the best movie of all time, The Lego Movie! It’s. So. Fucking. Wonderful to be here with you, each one of you, again, here in this small and seemingly empty but possibly, and probably, abundant place, this palace, this palatial place I still and now call home. If you can hear me that means nearly nothing at all about you, you fucking feds … but you? Yes, you! If you can comprehend, I mean truly integrate this wisdom and magic pouring through me, this cosmic-conduiting-then/no-farce-now, no shitting, there is no end to how amazing this day can be. This only-day-we-have, this only-moment that has no end except the constant end in that funky blend of reflection we call moonlight that comes every night—and these days with no man-made competition it’s so bright it’s nearly a fright. A beautiful fucking fright! Except on these silent killer new moon nights where there’s not a solar reflection in sight—now there are no babies here, but you and me? We know the worst things don’t just come out at night and I will tell you why, no lie: it’s a fucking nightmare out there! Be one with the suffering of this real world my friends. You have to see the grim shadow level of the inferno we face out there, it will not be denied.

			“But in here? Yes, in here everything is truly and completely and totally awesome! It’s a parallel universe of joy through reckoning! And I? I am your host with the most in this sunset and dark matter ghost town where wonders abound and the good life can be found roughly anywhere. So pull up a chair and prepare to have your minds, hearts, and souls blown open with my own grand imaginings—dreams taking wing from my mouth up south in the Motor City where we don’t take your pity for a Gawd. Damn. Thing. I sure am glad you came and by the end of this broadcast or whenever they really turn the power out, I hope you feel the same. If not? No shame, no blame, my fame is potentially purely personal! I will not be offended if your bended little hearts can’t bubble up with joy, I’m still your boy, Dawud B in the place to be, the dirty D!”

			Dune first heard Dawud B by accident. 

			In the months of mass loss from the mysterious H-8 Syndrome, perhaps as a side effect of caring for her loved ones as they died, Dune had come to find comfort in the radio. Not for useful information, because that hadn’t come in months.… It was just the sound of other voices—Dune had needed to hear voices that didn’t need her, and didn’t judge her, and … were alive. She was turning the dial amongst the news stations, looking for the a cappella rhythms of conversation, when she heard him. Her fingers went still.

			Dune had avoided evacuation for weeks, making a world of purpose inside her home, living by sun and moonlight, occasionally sneaking around to restock from the storehouses of foods she’d scavenged, harvested, processed, and hidden in her neighbors’ pantries and freezers. 

			Winters used to be so bitter—she remembered weeks of snow days, she remembered ice storms and blizzards. The season was much milder than it used to be; each year the window of below-freezing temperatures shrank drastically, resulting in less snow, more sun. Her mother, Kama, the first casualty of the H-8 virus, used to alternate between calling this “the golden age of global warming” and telling Dune how the floods would precede an inland sea—“We gonna be Northern Cancun before it’s all over.” Maybe, someday. Winters now were wet—marked by sideways rain that cut like ice, and snow that didn’t commit to the ground. 

			Remembering Kama when she was vibrant and funny moved a sharp blade of longing along Dune’s jaw. She didn’t want to be forcibly evacuated from her home. She didn’t think she should wander too far from the place where she had last touched her mother, she might find herself altogether rootless. She was learning the conditions she could survive—in half a year she had learned how to accompany her mother through a fast, slow death; to keep her grandmother alive until she died naturally in her bed; to harvest, preserve, and store her own food; to map, study, and cremate the dead; to scavenge a ghost town; she’d even begun to believe, just the tiniest bit, in magic. 

			She kept living, each day layering itself over her skin in a way that felt like, but wasn’t, purpose.

			What Dune didn’t know is if she could survive the loneliness. What she missed was different from company, from just having other humans to be around and talk to. She felt the loneliness that comes from being unwound from the superstructure of humans and their rhythms, the howling tunnel of being unknown in her inner thoughts, the madness of crafting all of her ideas with no one to critique, collaborate, or cheer her on. It wasn’t sexual, it wasn’t romantic. It was a quality of companionship she had never quite had as an adult, but witnessed all around her. Kama had had this with Brendon, and with Elouise, and other friends—people to fight with, laugh with, imagine with. Mama Vivian had had this too, a large community built up around her mind. Dune understood more each day why her grandmother had spent her last months staring at the wall, lost. 

			Dune needed a peer. 

			The radio reported that there was an Ebola outbreak spreading up the east coast. This made Dune feel unreasonable and jealous. 

			A known enemy. 

			The US Government was deadlocked—the conservatives in leadership were blocked by progressives at every turn, none of them doing anything that helped with the state of financial and psychological depression that was moving across the country. 

			She heard something about the Oscars and couldn’t remember the last movie she’d seen, or when she’d seen something that wasn’t a collapsing building, a rocking absent body, a wide empty road, wild pheasants in a precinct window. 

			People she had never heard of were battling with each other on social media, and that was reported as news.

			The voices of the radio didn’t know how it felt, this inertia, this genocide. She’d never known it before. But now, suddenly, this new voice, equal parts butter and gravel, a river rush of words with no hurry, static humming all around—knowing, knowing how it felt.

			The need for human contact occupied her gut—heavy, pulling, quaking, unmooring her from her home.

			As she listened to him, tears sprang to her eyes, pulled forth by his turbulent flow, his radical content, his proximity. As she listened to him she laughed, unclear if he was funny, or if she was just that grateful to hear a person who seemed to be thinking in the same disjointed way she was. 

			She couldn’t turn him off. 

			When the show ended that first time, there was a moment of silence and then his voice came on again. It was the same two hour show, looped, and she listened to it, sitting still, swallowing it whole. She left it on as it looped through over and over again, had him with her while she processed food, managed the data on her grievers; she cleaned the house to the rhythm of his words. 

			When she woke up the next day she couldn’t find his voice and she felt illogically crushed. Where was he?

			This Dawud B must be within a mile of where she was. That’s how those things worked, those mesh communications systems that covered blocks of territory. She had helped install an antenna on her home as part of Detroit Summer’s radical DIY radio workshops. They cast their spells in a mile radius, two miles, max. Her lower back sent the little twinge that she recognized as the hope that she would find him in one mile, in one day’s search. She reached back and gave herself a little massage, mapping the neighborhood in her head, the route she’d walk to look for Dawud B. 

			There was another person alive, a person communicating, making jokes, easily speaking her language. He was awake and possibly with other people who were alive and awake, within walking distance of her.

			She thought maybe she should brush her teeth.

			

			It had been seven months now since the sickness came. A forever long time, measured by the complete change of her world.

			Dune had always been a slender thing. These months had hardened and fattened her. She felt a different kind of strength in her body, even as she carried more pounds on her bones. Foraging food, making a graveyard puzzle in her basement, building pyres. What was that workout called?

			What she had heard on the radio had shifted over the months. At first she was angry that no one was speaking about Detroit. But when they started covering the mysterious sickness that was H-8, it was in some ways even harder. No one knew what to do other than document that masses of people in Detroit were going into a near comatose state and never coming out. People were dying and the cause was unknown. 

			For seven months Dune had listened as Detroit’s crisis was ignored, then became the world’s central story, then a tragic and contained mystery, to now—a rarely mentioned blip of dead city on the national radar. She listened to the news with a numb heart. Up close it was both so much worse and so much more normal than the broadcasts could capture. 

			Most people never see a stranger’s dead body outside of their televisions, don’t see their loved ones as abandoned bodies. 

			There were no reports of H-8 beyond the border of 8 Mile, even though some people had snuck their sick family members out in the early days. Once the barriers were guarded, that became much harder. Those sick had not recovered, but it appeared nothing had spread. 

			Dr. Natasha Rogers, the doctor who had treated Kama in the first moments of sickness, was working on a theory that H-8 was man made. Rogers had identified that the virus repressed serotonin to the point of absence, but she couldn’t quite figure out how it targeted Black people and why the result was so consistently fatal. Dune struggled to follow the science during their rare conversations, how the “localized presentation of symptoms indicated the presence of toxic microorganisms.” In order to make the case, the doctor was eliminating every other option. The facts flew over Dune’s head, but the possibility resonated with her heartache. Someone might have been responsible. Someone may have done this to Kama, to Elouise and Lou, to Bab, to thousands of people. Black people. She knew this couldn’t have happened in a white city, though she couldn’t explain that logically. 

			Detroit was swept clean down to its roots now. What could become of this abandoned city, of the survivors?

		

	
		
			Chapter Three: Captain and the Kid

			Captain had paid for this set of teeth and when he remembered that, he would pop them out of their sockets and move them around, just to enjoy them. His face was sunken in around his cheeks, he swore, because he had blown his flesh out playing the trumpet just like Louis Armstrong.

			“Boy, you got to see this one!” Captain sat at the picture window of the third floor of his house, sort of the attic, although he had taught Jizo that only rich people had attics and that this was just the upstairs room in relation to many downstairs rooms. Most of those downstairs rooms had been damaged by fire, but the back stairway was ok. This room barely had any singe on it and the radiator worked. It had been a while since Captain had officially lived in this house, but now it was their best option. Something was happening in the city that he didn’t want any part of and this house was easy to overlook. 

			He prided himself on teaching the boy about being Black, even though the child was not solely Black but some hybrid of maybe Black and white, or Native American like Captain’s grandmama, or maybe other things. 

			He also taught the boy key lessons about being poor, even though as far as he could tell, the boy came from nothing. 

			Jizo came running into the room, full of beauty and life. Captain guessed the boy was maybe four years old. When Captain introduced him to people, back when there were people, he always said, “He came with no adults and he’s extremely capable of surviving! You gonna want to keep him, but you can’t have him!”

			The boy’s skin was a deep olive-brown tone, his hair a frizzing halo of brown and gold ringlets, eyes massive and green. He currently wore a princess dress with green pants and shoes that had never been paired before this wearing—a left Mary Jane and a right Converse, both possibly too big. He looked proud of himself.

			“This one is a beauty!” Captain beckoned the boy over from the door that led to their makeshift bedroom and the kitchen. Jizo’s jaw dropped in appropriate amazement and he sent a brilliant smile over as thanks to Captain. 

			Together they were facing a Detroit sunset, a range of ribbed clouds, a glorious pink against a shadowy purple gray haze. It had been gray all day, but the city had a miraculous habit of clearing the clouds just enough for the day’s glory to show.

			Captain had spent months teaching Jizo to admire the sky. Not for a specific purpose, but because it was the best thing about Detroit. “Might as well get some joy on it.”

			When they used to go out walking together, Captain would reach over and pause Jizo midstep and point up at a cloud formation, a coming storm, a hawk on the hunt, a clear expanse. Jizo would look up and make a face of accurate wonder. Captain would affirm it because that was what he most liked about the boy really, that sense of guileless wonder.

			“Now listen boy.” Captain’s tone was serious, even with the twinkle in his eyes. 

			Jizo looked up expectantly. 

			“The shit seems to be slowing down. Significantly, based on my recon. Ain’t seen no ghouls in about three weeks officially today. And all the king’s horsemen stopped circling end of last week, though they may be doing a wider sweep, so still be careful.”

			Jizo nodded in agreement.

			“However!”

			Jizo’s eyebrows went up with perfect listener’s surprise. 

			“I think, strategically, that you could chance a grocery store now.”

			Jizo looked thoughtful, if a little anxious. 

			“Only if you feel up to it, course. This is not a complaint, everything you been bringing home has been just splendid.”

			Jizo’s brow relaxed and a peaceful smile came over his lips. 

			“You ready for a history lesson young man?”

			Jizo nodded enthusiastically. 

			If Captain were a guessing man, he would guess that history was Jizo’s favorite part of their friendship. For Captain, it was the companionship. 

			He’d been married to his soulmate Delilah Winifred Winters for forty-three years before cancer had slipped her away from him in a single month in 2004. They’d loved through two wars, a recession, being flush, and being homeless. They’d loved through three miscarriages together and one child, Harold, who died at two months old; Delilah’s spirit children. Since her death, he’d been trying to find out what could possibly be good about life beyond Delilah, since she had been the very best thing that had ever happened to him. He knew there was no other woman that would ever give him that special sort of gut belly laughter and quiet midnight comfort. He wasn’t looking for that.

			But how did anyone survive without true love? 

			Jizo seemed like a good person to share this inquiry with because how did anyone survive without a mama? 

			When Jizo showed up a year earlier, Captain had looked right, left, up and down trying to figure out where the child’s mama was. 

			He’d asked around, but no one had seen anything. 

			The child had walked right up to Captain outside of the Salvation Army down on Fort. Captain couldn’t tell if it was a girl or a boy. The little one walked up like she, or he, had been sent over by his or her mama to ask for something; direct, focused. But nothing came out of her or his little mouth. Captain looked around outside the store, then stepped back inside. The checkout girl, managing a backed up line of disgruntled shoppers, looked at Captain like he was completely losing it when he asked to make an announcement on the intercom system, so he’d just walked around the store, Jizo trailing him. The space was large, but it was also pretty easy to see every adult in it. No mama, no papa, no aunty, no one claiming the kid. 

			Captain didn’t like the attitude of most of the people behind the counter, but he guessed they didn’t like him either, seeing as how they had to buy whatever he brought in because his friend Herb ran the place. If Herb was here, he’d help find the child’s mama. Captain had walked back out the double wide front door of the thrift store with its steel bars, trying to figure out what to do.

			“OK boy, listen.”

			The boy looked up, so Captain figured it must be a boy.

			“The thing is, I wish you had found someone else.”

			The boy looked dismayed.

			“No offense! No offense. I am just saying that because here’s the thing: I got no woman now and a real creative living situation. I don’t truck with the police. And I don’t see anyone around here claiming you.”

			The boy looked around, his mouth turning up to one side.

			“Where you come from?”

			The boy just looked up for a moment, then looked at Captain directly, peacock feather lashes batting slowly over pink cheeks. 

			“Did your mama bring you here?”

			The boy tilted his head to the right, his face blank as if the idea of a mama was new. Then suddenly he smiled at Captain and reached in his back pocket. He brought forward a rock and offered it up to Captain.

			It was a beautiful rock. The generosity of this child, handing him the only thing he had—Captain felt so sad that the boy had no people and so happy that the boy had chosen him. Captain walked with the boy to the bus stop, slow enough to tell him stories the whole time.

			“Up there’s the Ambassador Bridge. Make that bridges! Now, only one of them crosses the river, but the other one is still something. It is a bridge between hope and jack shit.”

			Captain laughed at himself and the boy smirked. 

			“But the man who built those bridges, he has some old comic book ass name I can’t remember now. But he owned the Ambassador Bridge that goes across. See it? That used to have the most trucks on it daily as any border crossing in the known world.”

			The boy’s left eyebrow lifted. 

			“You don’t have to believe me! Still true. And they was making so much money on all of those trucks paying the tolls that this dude wants to build another bridge. He tried to get the permits but everyone tells him no cause it’s already making the air stank and fu—uh, messing up the streets. But he’s a rich old white man! So he just start building.”

			The boy’s jaw dropped in appalled shock and he furrowed his brow. 

			“I know! So that bridge just ends in the middle of the sky, that’s how far he got before the Coast Guard stopped him on account of he didn’t have the right to cross they waters.”

			The boy shook his head. 

			Captain wondered briefly how such a small child could seem to understand so much of what he was saying. He felt grateful for the company. The boy showed no distress about his current situation.

			“They call me Captain. What’s your name, kid?”

			At this the boy’s eyes went blank again. The child’s hair was soft and curly and seemed to float around his head, blowing in the wind, even though Captain didn’t feel anything but sun on the place on his head where his hair had given up. 

			“I tell you what comes to mind, because I do have to call you something. When I was in the war there was these little Buddha statues all over the place, like baby Buddhas I guess. Had the mala beads on ’em and candles lit, real sacred like. And one man, he told me they were Jizo Buddhas for children who need to get home. I think get home spiritually, but anyhow, you a child who needs to get home, period. And maybe you is a spirit child, how would I know? So how bout I call you Jizo? Til you tell me your name?”

			Jizo smiled and nodded at this. He lifted his chest a bit, clearly pleased to have this name. That smile made Captain feel quite proud of himself. As they walked and smiled, Captain hoped that the boy’s mama didn’t show up too soon. 

		

	
		
			Chapter Four: Voices

			After the 2016 election debacle, Kama had started listening to Fox News once a week, a calendared commitment. It whipped up her fury, but she wanted to stay in touch with what the other side was building belief around. She felt like her people had been punished for myopia. 

			Dune had made a concerted and overt effort to be out of the house for this listening, as it felt like pure hate speech and she couldn’t justify giving it her attention. But in these quiet months she began to be curious if anyone had a different take or more information. 

			It was from the conservatives that she’d gathered odd and untrustworthy bits of information that weren’t covered elsewhere.

			Three months ago: “It is a war zone in Detroit tonight as citizens storm the I-94 blockade demanding to be allowed to leave the city! Murder City citizens are shooting at the National Guard—no casualty report yet, but if you look behind me you can see the—there, that glow. There are a number of fires raging across the city from what appears to be a rash of arson, they are setting their city on fire! And—now this might be sensitive for some viewers—we have heard that people are starting to cremate their own dead. It looks like an apocalyptic movie set out here tonight, America. It’s total chaos and devastation.”

			Two months ago: “Tuning in today to Zombiegate exclusives for Fox News! Detroit is a city in crisis—again! After months of quarantine, with no cure for H-8 in sight, citizens are now being evacuated to quarantine extensions in Ann Arbor, Grand Rapids, and Kalamazoo. Since the National Guard started getting sick, no one can be expected to continue holding the boundaries from within. Now the CDC claims each person will be observed for two weeks for signs of the sickness and then released amongst us! Let’s just say, two weeks isn’t long enough in my book. Local officials, including Mayor Maria de Costa and her city council, were forced to evacuate today to Ann Arbor. No one would have to force me to leave a city where people were going comatose right and left but hey, everyone’s different …”

			“Phil, play the clip from Mayor de Costa’s office: ‘We will do our best to evacuate all healthy Detroiters out of the quarantine zone. We are devastated to report that as of this Friday, we cannot continue providing care for those who are infected with Syndrome H-8 within the city limits. The CDC continues to work tirelessly for a cure. We are all grieving. We will heal together. Detroit will return, the phoenix will rise.’” 

			“There you have it folks, Detroit is done.”

			Two weeks ago: “The National Guard is holding a secure perimeter around the toxic landscape of Detroit, Michigan. But National Geographic has sent in a team to observe the emerging wildlife in the city—boars, mountain lions, bears, abandoned pets gone feral. Who knows what they will find, or if they will make it back out? There is a lot of fear of what this winter will do to the properties of the city, sitting empty. Will home owners return to burst pipes and infestation?”

			From these reports, Dune had learned that there was, maybe, an armed resistance. And that the guard was pulling back. And that if she wanted to leave Detroit, it would just mean a two week quarantine. She had successfully avoided the “forced evacuation” crews so far and planned to continue. 

			In the dark she’d put boards across the front window and doors, and exclusively entered through the back alley. The wood didn’t really keep out the cold, so Dune had put up Kama’s “winter curtains”—Mexican blankets nailed at the corners, which helped keep the cold out. After Brendon’s death they used these every other winter or so when Kama was overwhelmed by the idea of heat-sealing plastic wrap on the windows. Dune kept her lights off, choosing to work by candlelight only down in the basement, sometimes all night. 

			She was staying.

			A week passed before she caught the next Dawud B broadcast.

			Kama had read Octavia E. Butler’s Parables Duology with an Afrofuturism study group, and after, kept a small emergency preparedness box under the sink. Dune had mostly left it alone, using the flashlight a few dark nights. It was too small a box to make much difference in one person’s survival, much less three or four. Dune shook her head at this further evidence that her mother’s intentions had rarely resulted in manifestation. 

			The most valuable item in the box was a solar radio, which Dune had pulled out and charged all the way up to use in the kitchen. Since Mama Vivian had died, Dune kept her grandmother’s old radio on in the basement, waiting. He finally returned with a mic tap. 

			“Come ye, come one, come all, come hard. It is the Everything Awesome Circus! This room I sit in is somehow infinite within, even though it fits in four walls no larger than a shed. And that is just the first marvelous magic. I am a gorgeous little nightmare, over six feet of strapping Black brilliance spouting poems and jokes for drinks and smokes and right now, I would kill all of you for a twelve-year Macallan—shit, last year’s Tullamore Dew. Bring. It. On. Over. There are fourteen things that I miss most of all from the age of civilization: bacon, lube, fireworks, buses, innocent tap water. Um, um six is elephants. Seven is fractal conversations with my homies, belief in the government—even just a little basic belief! Shopping with money, a comprehensive sense of the future, dyeing my hair, Grindr, packed bars on a Friday night, church. And the thing I long for precisely is when there was church happening down the block and the choirs were crying out their hymns to Jesus, ‘Come please us dear lord we are the ones you abhorred now forgive forgive forgive us!’ And I would be laying in bed hung over, listening to all that church, and just loving every single one of my Black people. I miss these things most these days and it pays to give in completely—some moments to the rage, write off the page, be an operatic tragedy on a private stage. Because now? You are the content. You are the muse. You are the data. Slay it with me, ‘I am the content! I am the muse! I am the data! We are our content! We are our muse! We are our data!’

			“And because I make it a point to be honest with you even if I can’t be true to myself, I will admit I am finding there is no sage, no sanctuary in knowing why, what, how the hell I am here. No wisdom, no learning, no mind, no mind at all. I am the empty minded, the clear headed, the vessel awaiting wine and, perhaps, the divine.”

			Dune felt breathless as she listened to the words tumbling forth from the radio, from this stranger’s mouth. She could almost see him pacing around in some small studio, with a unicorn on one side, an elephant on the other, walking in the tiny circus, dressed in something small and red with a tall hat. She pictured him brown, lots of long locs everywhere, tall and skinny with a charming, effeminate face. 

			She felt pulled to him, a tsunami in the moonlight.

			Tomorrow, she’d begin trying to find him.

			When Dune’s mothergrief was too intense, she would go into the office closet to see if her parents had any more surprises. 

			She had found small caches of printed photos with their negatives in folded bags from CVS. Pictures of Kama and Brendon young, in bright patchwork denim—Kama a foot taller and already thick; Brendon not yet dignified, but gorgeous behind his glasses. Pictures of them holding her as a baby. Dune standing in a diaper and Kama’s most sensible heels. Dune gripped in the arms of a beaming Mama Vivian and so many pictures of them all with groups. Brendon always insisted that they were making history and better document it.

			The agitation of Dawud B sent her back to the office closet where there were still a handful of precious and unopened boxes to explore. She pulled out a small box made of tin, held closed by an odd leather clasp. Fingering it, Dune realized Brendon had likely made the tie himself. He was so effective at unnecessary fixes.

			Dune carried the box to the living room and sat down. Unhooking the ball of leather from itself, she opened the box to find a stack of envelopes. They weren’t stamped, they had never been sealed, but each one held a letter. The first one was in her father’s handwriting, to Kama.

			Dune wondered over the ethics of reading the letter for all of one second before consuming it—she needed this, she needed them.

			Future wife,

			Yes, I’m scared. But not of forever with you. I’m scared of your family thinking I’m an abomination, of you losing them by moving towards me. I’m scared of that kind of thinking and clueless about how to build community, at least as I envision it, with people who think in such divisive ways. I am scared that I can’t be enough family to fill the gap if they abandon it. I am scared that my mother will be a difficult mother-in-law—not because of you, but because she wants me to wait and parent later, study first. She might be the only reluctant Chinese grandmother in the West.

			But I am also incredibly excited. Our baby begins a lineage that defies the racism and xenophobia and anti-Asian sentiment that you and I grew up steeped in. He will be a living protest against small minds and borders. He will have your face with my hair, or my face with an afro. He will be smart and we will raise him to be a warrior for our causes.

			I know you are scared. But I also know we love each other, and if “the long arc of history is bending towards justice,” then love is the force of that bending. So I’m not asking you to trust me, I am asking you to trust love. Trust that the love you feel for me can help you feel my love for you. Trust that we will have an abundant life in love. Trust that our love will help us do what neither of us has ever done—raise a wonderful son and claim Detroit for the people. 

			B.

			Dune traced the B with her fingers, wondering if her father had come to understand she was his son. She’d never known he expected a boy, never known he was so romantic. She pulled the next envelope open, and where her father’s handwriting had been a formal neat print, she now saw the barely legible cursive of Kama’s hand. 

			B

			Who taught you to write in poems? I can’t say it like that. It’s wild waking up in my mama house knowing I have our child in me. Feels like a boy, I don’t know. I don’t want to peek. I don’t want to know anything but what it feels like to relate to this little guava. I can’t even really imagine it, just feels like a big energy inside.

			I’m so scared B, so scared. I love you more than anything, but I never expected to have to choose between my family and my man. I’m scared I will be ignorant around your culture, your family. I know you are patient with me, but the learning curve is not a game. 

			Are you scared?

			luv K

			Dune realized that the letters were in reverse order. She picked up the whole stack and held them against her chest, promising to relish each one and read them multiple times and thoroughly. She brought the tin box to the bedroom, placing them on Kama’s side of the bed. 

			Dune had climbed to the top of an empty four-story building, stepping over furniture and small creature bones and coffeemakers and other detritus in the stairwell. The cool gray city was mostly below her—burnt, vacant, the trees naked, the ground icy white with black patches of road showing the most recent tracks of National Guard or evacuation paddies or whoever else was still occasionally traversing the miles of empty road. 

			The wind seemed to slip through the glass of the windows, stealing into rooms, swallowing warmth. Cars sat still, mostly parked along the streets, there was order amongst the absence. It barely looked apocalyptic—or at least, not any more than usual. Detroit had looked like a living crisis for these last few decades of her life. 

			Now, the city was missing its most dependable sign of life: the people.

			Dune descended to Cass Ave and walked down to the deserted Children’s Hospital, climbed to the sixth story, and slipped onto that roof. She could see further from here; the sun was a dull clouded ball to the west. She scanned the tops of the buildings around her, looking for the slender reach of a radio antenna. Instead, she saw various satellite dishes, phone lines, and cables she didn’t recognize. 

			Frustrated, she descended.

			She had to find him. 

			She walked home and opened a bag of jalapeño chips. She sat the radio next to her, its small antenna fully extended. This was her third time listening to this episode. 

			“It’s Dawud B in the place to flee and I still believe it is the Everything Awesome Circus.
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“adrienne maree brown took the time to really know our
beloved, Black Detroit. The characters in Maroons have
strvived-great grief and systemic fdilure. They carry

x . forward ancestors and memory and magit

—DREAM HAMPTON, filmmaker
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