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Editorial

I'm pleased. I had hoped to hit 10,000 downloads of issues of Polar
Borealis before 2019 had finished, and it came to pass. In fact the current
number of downloads has reached 10,300. Dare I hope for 11,000 by the end
of 2020? Or even 12,000? Small potatoes compared to professional magazines
[ grant you, but a solid indication my contributors are being read and the
magazine not ignored. Gives me a sense of accomplishment.

Equally exciting, at least in my mind, is the fact the number of countries
where readers of PB are to be found has reached 79! Again, I grant you, a
number of countries are single-digit readerships; Namibia offering but 1
download and Iceland only 2, for example. But there are some interesting
conundrums involved. Why has Belarus just 14 downloads while its next-door
neighbour Ukraine has 487? Thailand with 76 downloads beats Russia’s 29,
but both are dwarfed by China’s 464. And as for the Scandinavian countries, if
Finland manages 46 and Sweden 83, why has Norway only 1 download? What
is the significance of these numbers?

Why, none at all, of course. There are no conclusions to be drawn. Norway
and Russia don’t hate SF compared to Sweden and China. The results are
random. It all depends on who hears about PB and whether they are curious
enough to check it out. Some who do may recommend it to their friends.
Perhaps word of mouth spreads through a group of fen in a given country,
probably localized in a particular city. Hard to say. I don’t actually know.

One thing I have observed is that often an individual will download one
issue, then come back a day or two later and download all the other issues.
This, to me, indicates they judge Polar Borealis worth reading. There may be
others who download an issue and not come back because it wasn’t their cup
of tea. So be it. You can’t please everyone.

Regular readers know I publish quite a wide variety of stories, but not in
the hope that at least one or two will appeal. Fact is I expect my readers to
read every story and poem in an issue. How can I assume that?

Simple. I publish what I like. I don’t think my personal tastes are so
bizarre as to be utterly unique. If I enjoy reading a story or a poem I'm sure
there are uncounted hordes out there who would react the same way if they
had the opportunity. So I publish to give them that opportunity.

After all, the steadily growing readership of Polar Borealis has nothing to
do with me. It’s the creative work and talent of dozens of artists, poets, and
authors that make this zine worthwhile. Don’t you agree?

Cheers! The Graeme



HOMECOMING

by Jou Gauthion

(Previously unpublished)

Thousands waited—nearly the entire colony—eyes cast to the scarlet dawn.
There was a flash and, above them, the Slip Sphere suddenly appeared.

A small girl tugged at an old man’s jacket. “What now, Poppa?”

“They’re gonna fix it up,” he said. “Fix it up and send it back. Maybe even
send a few of us with it.”

He watched the girl as she stared up at the massive ship. It began to open,
revealing the ancient blue and green planet that it had hauled across the
galaxy.

And he began to cry, hoping this time would be different.

Neo-opsis Science Fiction Magazine is produced out of Victoria, BC, Canada
Neo-opsis Science Fiction Magazine is published by the husband and wife team Karl and Stephanie
Johanson. The first issue of Neo-opsis Science Fiction Magazine was printed October 10, 2003.

Neo-opsis Science Fiction Magazine won the Aurora Award in the category of Best Work in English
(Other) in 2007 and in 2009.
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b Big, Bad Ships From Outer Space
— by Jason Lairamore
Modigliani Paints the World
— by Hayden Trenholm
One Day in Tom’s Life, with Ice Cream
— by Craig Bowlsby
Wrasse
— by Catherine Gircyzyc

< Neo-opsis #30 >


http://www.neo-opsis.ca/Thirty.htm

SCIFAIKU #7

By Rovanne Barbour

(Previously unpublished)

Traipsing

far side

lunar geochemical prospecting
bones uncovered
seven-fingered

Rather than limit ourselves to a single genre or fiction format, we pick from two specific segments:
exceptional emerging talent, and established writers and artists who wish to break out of their genre
confines.

Pulp Literature Magazine contains short stories, novellas, novel and graphic novel excerpts,
illustrations and graphic shorts. Think of it as a wine-tasting ... or a pub crawl ... where you’ll experience
new flavours and rediscover old favourites.

Contents of Issue #25 (Winter 2020)
Cover — On Thin Ice by Anne-Marie Brown
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— by Mel Anastasiou
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m i Wran Party’ A Parable of Things that Walk and Fly
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J Hands — by Rebecca Ruth Gould
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Graham R Scott — by Tatjana Mirkov-Popovicki, Chad V Broughham
& Wallace Cleaves ) )
Ghost Room — By Allison Bannister
. Treason’s Fulcrum — JM Landels
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CRYPTO BOSS
by Paul Hex Gray

(Previously published in Bewildering Stories #796, Feb 11, 2019)

Izztheltyr the Impure stirred, his ragged wings quivering, sloughing off the
blood of mortals that over centuries had dried to dust. Heavy were his eyelids,
but he opened them a crack, eyes as black as midnight peering into the glare
of the prismatic chamber that bound him.

A servant imp, little more than skin wrapped over bones, moved before its
master. “Great one,” it hissed, “your name hath been invoked.”

Izztheltyr clenched his jaw, his jagged teeth crunching together, listening
across the planes. It was true. From beyond its prismatic prison, the demon
heard the pull of its name. An arcane chant that sent power coursing through
the unholy beast.

Occulteum. A decentralized, community-enabled digital crypto-currency
built for disaggregated value creation and shared trust.

The words were cryptic, their meaning unclear, but the world of mortals
had no doubt changed through many epochs. The invocation faded, and the
bonds ached around Izztheltyr's body. His eyelids closed, and he returned to
slumber.

*k*k

“Master, awaken. Listen,”

PR WorldWire: Occulteum ICO complete, paving the way for a new era of
creativity and commerce.

Izztheltyr opened its eyes and lashed out with a sudden energy, the crystal
bonds that held his arms breaking into a million pieces. He cackled with
hatred and delight. “How long have we been imprisoned?” he barked.

“Eight centuries, Dark Lord.”

The demon squinted, turning to the prismatic walls of the gemstone that
bound it. He was not fully free yet, and he focused on the invocations beyond,
tuning his thoughts to those that called his name.

With the investment that you, our loyal backers, gave us, we will secure
the gemstone of Fieri from the museum of Althetikstan, and use the energy of
a long-enslaved—

“What sorcery is this?” asked the demon.



“We have listened to the chants of their magi,” said an imp. “They speak of
decentralized ledgers and proof-of-work, heralding a new era of exchange and
the disruption of market incumbents!”

The imp continued, but Izztheltyr’s thoughts shifted with the sense that it
might be free once more.

It had been trapped within the gemstone by the Knights of Fieri, in an epic
battle on a mountaintop. There had been blood—the stains on Izztheltyr's
wings and claws were a testament to that—but the mortals had succeeded in
subduing the demon and imprisoning it in the shard of diamond.

The knights had told the beast it would be banished forever. Perhaps they
were wrong.

*kk

It was the nature of Izztheltyr’s imprisonment that only a mortal could free
the beast.

As the invocations continued, Izztheltyr’s power strengthened, his imps
transmogrifying into terrible monsters. They raged against their imprisonment,
gnashing razor-sharp teeth, and flailing suction-cupped tentacles against the
walls. They longed to inflict pain and suffering on the world.

“Destruction we seek!” they cried.

“Patience, my spawn,” Izztheltyr rumbled, until at last there was a sign.

The walls of their prison shook, shadow and light dancing around the
beasts.

“They hold the gemstone,” said a monster, its many eyes flickering with
hunger.

“Ready yourselves,” intoned Izztheltyr.

Beyond the confines of the gemstone, human voices came, their words
growing louder, echoing all around.

“They called us morons! All those VC douchebags in the valley laughing at
us!”

Another answered: “And those Reddit trolls! They’re so annoying. We’ll
show them, bro!”

“I'm going to record a quick video ... Hey guys, it’s Jamie Huberts here, in
the crypt of Izztheltyr, a cold-as-ice literal crypt on a mountainside somewhere
in Althekistan. Check it out, spooky, huh? Why would we come here? Well, it’s
where the ancient demon was imprisoned in the gemstone of Fieri. Sweet,
right? Should be! We spent all the ICO money on this.”

Inside the gemstone, the demons howled and shrieked in anticipation.

“Occulteum is a revolution powered by blockchain, a decentralized system
of interoperable exchange amplifying trust and enabling applications in all
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aspects of our lives. Unlike rival cryptocurrencies which require vast amounts
of environment-destroying electricity, Occulteum will be powered by the
demonic energies of an ancient demon that we are about to summon. We’ll
start in just one moment.”

Izztheltyr opened its mouth, row upon row of jagged teeth glimmering as
the chamber shook around it. Dark patterns appeared on the walls of the
gemstone, and then a surge of light flared.

“See,” said Jamie, “the demon is a manifestation of energy, it’s not some
nightmare like in the movies—all horns and evil. Ha! That’d be crazy. Yo, check
it out—we’re getting a power signal.”

The gemstone buzzed, and cracks appeared in the walls, causing the
demons to howl.

“Hell, yeah! Bro, you can even hear the gemstone humming! We're mining
Occulteum right now—Ilook at that throughput rate! Incredible. And this is all
electricity-free! We’re drawing the energy directly from the gemstone!”

Izztheltyr turned to the demons that swarmed with anticipation. “Our time
hath come!”

He pounded against the walls of the chamber, fragments of diamond
shattering and tumbling inwards over the hordes.

“Whoa, the power’s too strong, Jamie. Can you tone it down?”

“l ... don’t think so. Uh, it looks like it’s gonna—"

The gemstone exploded, sending fragments of diamond around the empty
crypt. The men screamed and fell back against the walls of the crypt, turning
to gaze in shock at the place where the gemstone had been.

A shape was taking form, writhing tendrils of smoke tugging themselves
into strands of bone and muscle. Cloven hoofs clomped on the rocky floor as
the thing shook itself, sending out a shower of red dust.

Jamie squeaked in fear as waves of terror wracked his body.

Izztheltyr stared at the scene around him and commanded his minions to
step forth. They soared out, flashes of un-light that spread like shadows.

“Who hath awakened Izztheltyr?” the demon said to the trembling man
before it.

Commanded, the words came from Jamie’s mouth, although he could not
control his lips and tongue. “I am James Huberts. I am CEO of Occulteum, a
crypto-startup that seeks to—"

“l am Ajay Singh. I am CTO of Occulteum, a crypto-start-up that seeks
to—"

“Enough!” said the demon, relishing the sensation of the air. The world
tasted different: chemical scents and a stench of smoke and carbon that was
not unwelcome.



“You are weak. Pathetic,” said the demon, gazing at the cowering mortals
before it.

“Yes, dark master.”

“But ... you have ambition. Greed. Resourcefulness ...”

“Yes.”

“You shall be my dark priests,” he said. “You shall spread my message.
The reign of Izztheltyr begins anew.”

The demon snapped its fingers and a scroll and quill appeared before
Jamie.

“You shall record my manifesto, and the commands that dictate my will to
the world. The first order, ‘All shall—"”

“Excuse me,” said Jamie, his confidence growing as the fear fell away.

The demon glared, furious at the interruption.

“A scroll might not be the best way to get the message across.”

“What dost thou propose? Tablets? Shall we bring some sacrificial vassals
and mark my words in blood?”

“Well, maybe. But I think a Medium blog post would be better, and we
could live-stream right now, but the lighting in here isn’t that great. Can ...
you make some fire or something? It’d be an amazing shot, we’d get a tonne of
views. Really get your message out there.”

The demon considered the proposal. The spirits of these mortals were
perfect, as greedy and as selfish as the queens, sultans and emperors of
before. This world had changed, but people clearly had not.

“Okay, live-stream is ready, dark master. Just speak into the camera and
try to be upbeat; people love high energy.”

Izztheltyr smiled. He was back and ready to rule once more.

POLAR BOREALIS OPEN FOR SUBMISSIONS DURING FEBRUARY IN 2020!

Canadian authors or writers resident in Canada only. | pay $10 per poem and a flat rate of $10
per story 1,000 words or less. Above 1,000 words up to 3,000 words | pay 1 cent a word.

| am open to anything genre-related, be it SF, Fantasy, Horror, or any niche sub-theme thereof.
Original characters only. No fan-fic. Nothing pornographic or excessively violent.

Mostly interested in short-shorts since my budget won’t allow more than one or two longer
stories per issue. For information on how to submit, see Polar Borealis


http://polarborealis.ca/

NEW DAY
by Catherine Gorczyc

(Previously unpublished)

Very Late That Night
An Hour Before Dawn

The pale moon of another day
Hangs low in the sky
Eureka morning
Like a day in the high desert
Brilliant.

It is from here

This narrow track
That you begin

Hard acres and miles
Lie ahead.

Only your Gods will know why
But there is no advantage
To anything
Except moving one foot
In front of another
Following the trail
Until the Moonlight ends.

PULP LITERATURE MAGAZINE CURRENTLY OPEN FOR SUBMISSIONS

Any genre or between-genre work of literature, or visual art (black and white for interiors, colour for
covers) up to 50 pages in length. Short stories, novellas, poetry, comics, illustrations — bring it on. We
do not publish non-fiction, memoir, or children’s stories.

If you’re an established author, we want you to submit the pieces you’ve hidden under your bed,
your midnight experiments that didn’t fit into your genre, and the little things that have no other
home. Go wild! Send us your genre-breaking stuff!

If you're a new writer send in your most thrilling, funny, or heart-rending work in any genre.

We accept simultaneous submissions. Previously printed pieces may be considered. < Sub guidelines >
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DULLED STEPS
by Darcen Yawching Rickwood

(Previously unpublished)

They strode through the ash, hand in hand. The brother, the younger of the
two, looked up and asked, “Will we die?”

His sister’s face contorted towards a frown and she bit at her thumbnail,
not looking at him.

“Well?”

“l don’t know.”

Fires still burned in their wake, but were low now and dulled to a sombre
red. Black smoke choked on the sky; it might have been days since
combustion, but lately time was purely theoretical. The darkness made the
flames cast weird shadows. The heat was oppressive still, but at least they
could breathe more easily.

“Oh!” said the boy. “This was the fairground, wasn’t it?”

They had come here before, once or twice, when the bazaar was in town.
Palms clasping a few coins to buy some fleeting glass trinket or a wisp of exotic
fabric. Spices to burn at their family’s altar. A place of colour rendered down
into greys. The girl knew this place was near the edge of town, which was why
it hadn’t burned completely; those shapes laid out in front of them were the
skeletons of stalls. The immolation had focused on the centre of the city, the
Temples District. This field, too, was layered in the fine dust of charred places
and people, the same stuff that caked their bodies. The girl shuddered at the
thought. For some reason the convulsions went on and she hunched over,
letting out small whimpering sounds. Her brother looked on warily.

“You’re not ... not going to die, right?”

She met his pale green eye and shook her head. He held out a hand and
she took it. She started chewing on her nail again, tasting grit. It was red-
rimmed and sore.

On the eastern side of the field they saw two figures near the edge of the
grounds, clinging together, the first sign of other life. The girl pulled her
brother forward with a cry of greeting in her throat, only to push him to a halt
as they drew nearer. The two were fighting. One pushed the other to the
ground, struggling to grab something, kicking and scratching until it
succeeded. It looked up, seeming to notice the two staring children before
skulking away down the nearest street, vanishing in the haze. The second
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figure got to its feet a few moments later, and soon it too was gone. Neither
sibling moved until a gust of hot wind pushed them onwards.

*k*k

They came across a gathering of survivors about an hour later,
surrounding a patchwork tent that was little more than scraps of canvas and
other fabrics stitched into some blackened poles of wood. A pair of heavyset
women blocked the entrance. Hesitant at first, the brother and sister crept up
behind the small group, making out pieces of the conversation as they
approached. It was about the attack.

“—have been Sen-Alem. They’ve always been jealous.”

“The Pale Dome?”

“Gone.”

“The Pit of the First Saviour?”

“Yes, gone too.”

“Even Faith’s Spire?”

“Look, you saw the blast, they’re all gone! Roasted away like whores on
the—”

“—and City Council are all dead. Heard Jedeth got away, but that’s a crock
of shit.”

But no one talked of their own dead, of families and friends. The girl’s
mind drifted towards lost days but a hacking, fluid cough mercifully
interrupted her thoughts. It came from inside the tent. The flap opened and a
short, thin man stumbled out and almost fell. His two large protégés caught
the sorcerer and the crowd stilled. He couldn’t have been all that old, but his
skin was ashen and seemed to sag on the bones, and whenever he grimaced in
pain, the onlookers could see that his teeth were stained red.

The girl bit her thumb again, but this time out of nerves.

“You’re all wrong!” He spat out a crimson glob, wiped his mouth on
tattered court fineries before continuing in a rattle. “And too damn small-
minded! No petty rivalry or long-held feud, this. It was an attack on ideology.
This was a message against belief, and what better target than the many-faiths
capital of the world? Your city burns at the hands of distant Tarsseilles, by the
will of the Devil King and his sorcerous legions!” The man started coughing
again and his students propped him up. “Water,” someone said.

“They must have woven the spell in chorus. I've studied the subject for
years so I can tell you it was no light piece of work!”

“Is he a real devil?” Eyes turned to the newly arrived children. It was the
boy who spoke. “Or possessed?”

“Neither. It’s but the name he chose. He is just a man.”

12



“Oh,” said the sister. Her fingernail had slid off with the least resistance.
She felt sick and spat it out.

The refugees took the two in and gave the girl what treatment they could,
mostly hot tea brewed from dirty water.

The mage died two days later.

“Hey!” The boy leaned over the girl, slapped her lightly on the cheek. “Hey!”

She awoke, still a little feverish, and said, “What?”

“We should leave.” His eye glittered by the lantern he was holding.

“Whuh—" It was still night, for what little it mattered. Almost everyone in
the group kept to a regular sleeping schedule, even though the blotting smoke
clouds had preceded them out of the city.

“l said we should leave.”

“Why?”

“I'm leaving,” he turned away and his sister reached out and pulled at his
sleeve.

“What are you doing?” said the girl.

He licked his lips. “I ... [ heard them talking. They’re going to sell us. As
slaves, I mean. To buy passage across the border. They’re going to meet with
some Sem | mean Sen-Alem traders and they’ll take us away to, to work in
the—"

She put a finger to her lips and, taking the light and hooding it, slipped out
of the cot she had been sleeping in. They exited the dead man’s tent and
padded out of the small, makeshift campsite. It had grown by a few stragglers,
but they were still the only children. Powder soft, the ground made no noise as
they went. They were over an hour away and the girl’s head was pounding
when she stopped her brother.

“Were you lying?”

He shook his head.

“You were lying.”

“No.”

“Yes you were. Why.”

The boy rubbed his nose and sniffed. “I dunno. They were all giving you
stuff and treating you like ... Mother and father always—~

She was on the boy faster than a thought, beating at him on the face and
neck. Her blows came quick and savage and she didn’t stop until they were
both bruised and crying, the tears leaving clear trails on their soot-darkened
faces. Without a word she held out a palm. He took it. She pulled him up and
they turned around, walking in a direction she hoped would take them back.
Two figures clinging together in a cindered wasteland.
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ASEA
by Augustus lark

(Previously unpublished)

Sailing a little sleep where no
Visitor resists.

A little quiet. Unsettling.

Uncertainly captaining. Setting better sails. Not. Sinking.
Starboard.

Wake up.
Exhausted and inexhaustible
thoughts squadron-sweep streets.
Gearing up for cast off.
Out

cast
Rainbow scales desiccate beds
splashed stone smooth.
Stranded.
No boat remains to cover or un-

forced to crawl.

Through dusky mists, persistent ... insistent as dawn. Looking,
searching for ... picking

through crowded clouds for reunions that won’t condense.
Lattice forms in air, damp and deviating.
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A crystal defect more perfect than whole.
Worrying to run.

On so little.

Lost in bends on the way to word.

Adrift.

On incantations ... brought between gasps

But still, no ships incised.
Yet sail on. Waxing swells, waning tells.
Delayed,
they lost sky and wandered.
Beliefs rose from suns no longer
present.
Under stretched open nights,
Dilated days,

Operations proceed with apt
fingers freed from mourning.

Kept wanting.

Not falling from this precarious
nest leavened by life.

Blind, faith lifts fog lifts before

eyes,

15
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stretches of foundlings loosed on
sage leaves.

Content in quiet contained continents.
Curled.

And sails. And ships. And slickened astrolabes ...
more than silent but sleep, slight

heavier. Beyond lies

horizon

What the Wind Brings — By Matthew Hughes

This slipstream fantasy novel is a splendid alternate history springing from
real events. African slaves escape from their Spanish overlords to combine
with Indigenous South American natives to form a political/economic entity
that dares to compete with European Colonial power! Complex, detailed, and
fascinating.

. For Graeme’s review in Amazing Stories go to: < What The Wind Brings
Review >

To purchase it go to: < What The Wind Brings kindle & hardcover >

High School Hit List — By Melissa Yi

Jimmy can talk to animals. No big deal, probably part of his Mohawk
» __ N heritage. He's been doing it for the past six years, and now he's just
HicH another 14-year-old too smart for school, a.k.a. jail.

ScHael But one day, Coyote tells him, "You have to go to school." She won't
}'l\T take no for an answer. "There's going to be trouble."
Turns out a bully's slashing his way through a hit list, starting with one
L \ ST of the vice principals and closing in on Jimmy himself at number four.
. RN Now Jimmy's got to protect them all--with some help from the birds and
3 the beasts. See < HS Hit List Kindle & Paperback >
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THE COPENHAGEN INTERPRETATION

by Geoffrney Hart

(Previously unpublished)

Scene: A room in Elsinore (Kronborg) Castle, Copenhagen. Hamlet, the
moody Danish prince, enters, followed by the ghost of Niels Bohr.

Hamlet: “To be, or not to be—that is the question.”

Bohr (nodding tolerantly). “Yes, yes. There are only two possibilities: yes or
no.”

Hamlet (startled, looks around him; when he sees nothing, he continues):
“Whether ‘tis nobler in the mind to suffer the slings and arrows of outrageous
fortune ...”

Bohr: “Again, a simple binary: it is noble, or it is ignoble.”

Hamlet (resolutely pressing onwards). “Or to take arms against a sea of
troubles and by opposing end them.”

Bohr (sarcastically). “And we’re back with the binary again.”

Hamlet (squinting at the physicist’s dim outline): “Angels and ministers of
grace defend us! Be thou a spirit of health or goblin damn’d?”

Bohr (proudly). “Neither.” Then, chuckling and with a wry grin: “Or
perhaps both.”

Hamlet: “Say, why is this? Wherefore? What should we do?”

Bohr: “Do? Cease thinking in binary terms! I'm here to broaden your
options—to help you solve your dilemma.”

Hamlet (glares defiance at the ghost, then gets a grip on himself; he looks
upwards as if trying to remember where hed left off, repeats a few key words
to remind himself). “Aye: To die, to sleep—no more—and by a sleep to say we
end the heartache, and the thousand natural shocks that flesh is heir to. ‘Tis a
consummation devoutly to be wished. To die, to sleep—to sleep—perchance to
dream: ay, there’s the rub, for in that sleep of death what dreams may come
when we have shulffled off this mortal coil, must give us pause.”

Bohr (clearing his throat and startling Hamlet): “I have this colleague,
Schrodinger, who would say that until we observe your decision, you may be
live, dead, or just dreaming, which is somewhere in between. We’ll only learn
which outcome you’ve chosen when we observe you.”

Hamlet (gamely continuing, but with a nervous eye cocked towards the
ghost): “For who would bear the whips and scorns of time ... when he himself
might his quietus make with a bare bodkin?”
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Bohr (sotto voce): “And here again, we insist on only two solutions. I
propose a thought experiment: Consider, rather, a revolver and the game of
Russian roulette. To the uninitiated, the outcome still seems binary, bodkin or
not: the chamber contains, or does not contain, a bullet, and you die or do not
die. But to the physicist, there are at least six possibilities: five with no bullet
and one with. Also, you might miss your target and only wound yourself. And
in that insight, we catch a glimpse of infinite possibilities.”

Hamlet emits a squeak of horror, and rapidly exits stage right; Bohr rolls
his eyes towards the heavens, waits a beat, and then pursues the prince. After
a pause, Hamlet enters stage left accompanied by Horatio and trailed by Bohr.
Hamlet is already conversing with Horatio.

Hamlet (with a tremor in his voice): “... As I perchance hereafter shall think
meet to put an antic disposition on.”

Bohr: “Aha! A light dawns in our protagonist’s mind.”

Horatio (clapping hand to his sword). “Did you hear aught, my prince?”

Hamlet (shuddering): “Methinks it be the ghost of my late father. Soonest
ignored, soonest done with the matter at hand.”

Horatio (looking nervously around). “If you say so, my lord.” Horatio lifts
his hand from his sword, replaces his hand upon its hilt, pauses a moment,
lifts his hand, hesitates, and then with a decisive gesture, clasps his hand
upon the hilt.

Hamlet (frowning at his friend). “Swear that you’ll say naught of this.”

Horatio (solemnly, looking appalled at the notion). “I so swear.”

The two friends clasp hands, and with a nervous look around them, move
to stage left, where they continue their conversation, unheard to the audience.

Bohr (moves to center stage, where he addresses the audience): “And thus,
we have our answer: Hamlet shall be both coldly sane—sane as death!—and
yet feel the heat of madness. Both at the same time, and thus we shall learn
the virtues of superposition!” He tilts his chin in the air, with a knowing and
somewhat superior air. “And so it shall be that generations of scholars will
debate whether Hamlet is sane, or mad. And few will suspect the truth: that he
is neither, or both, and that we shall never learn the truth of it until we see the
outcome.”

Bohr bows deeply, and moves to stage left. He places a friendly arm
around Hamlet’s shoulders, causing the prince to shudder. Gently, Bohr leads
Hamlet offstage. Horatio shudders too, takes a step back, then claps hand to
sword hilt once more and resolutely follows his friend.

The stage remains empty just long enough for the audience to grow
restless and begin murmuring. Then, unheralded, the ghosts of Louis de
Broglie and David Bohm enter, stage right. They bow to the audience, then de
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Broglie bows to Bohm with a sweeping gesture, clearly urging him to speak
first.

Bohm (returning the bow and clearing his throat). “Of course, it’s also
plausible that the truth exists independently of the observer.”

de Broglie: “In which case, Hamlet is sane, mad, or neither. Perhaps even
sane initially, the gradually growing mad. Who can say?”

Bohm (smiling at his colleague, then at the audience): “We’re just
physicists. How should we know? Observe the rest of the play, and you be the
judge.”

The two physicists bow again to each