
Filtered 

The trick to the success of this filter was how unexpectedly sophisticated it was. No-one, not 
the average person who had to work, cook tea, help with homework or write their own essay, 
saw it coming. It had been offered for a while and then it was there, installed for everyone. It 
snuck in, the trojan horse. Underlying suspicions weren’t enough to dislodge its grip, and it 
must have worked because it’s three years later and still around.  

It crept. Starting as a light effect, in the corner of the frame, it made things look good, at first. 
Tantalising. Full of promise.  

There was an increasing sense of the reverse, the upside down, the drowned. What was once 
a place of safety, known and grounded, had been thrown off-kilter. Dirt dislodged under 
foundations that you’d thought were strong.  

It isn’t right it isn’t right this is wrong it isn’t right. 

There were so many changes, things were beginning to shift, they were so uncertain. This 
filter rebalanced things, made them… stable. And then it bled, into the eyes, and people 
began to twist differently. 

Revulsion would chime with bile. 

The sun still rose, and the moon did too, and birds were tweeting as they usually would. But 
the shine was lost, gloss-false. Sea sick, the land had turned to slush. How could this be. How 
could this be? 

How could we have been allowing women to have rights over their own bodies, how can 
some women be permitted to not even need men, how can humans escaping bullets be let into 
my country?! 

Sick-boak fills the throat. A glitch gets caught in the filter spokes. Nastiness crackles at a 
screeching pitch. Even those who had become accustomed to the wail began to hear it and see 
it. Gaps clear in the fake. The filter begins to fail.  

Scape    goats  

 


