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Editorial
This issue is much bigger than the previous one, and more expensive. So , lam
giving notice that, starting next issue, | am abandoning my flat fee system ($30 for

stories between 3,000 and 2,000 words, for example) and switching to 1¢ a word
between 3,000 words and 1,000 words, and a flat fee of $10 below 1,000 words.
This will save me a bit of m  oney, which will make it easier to keep to my
publishing schedule of 3 issues per year.

Another change contemplated;  given that my original intention was to target
beginning authors, and that the inclusion of reprints offered by well -known pros
hel ped establish the zinebds credentials such
submissions inot only was | hear iaveghetrda,tmwasvr i t er s |
receiving manuscripts fr omlpdvae edse diddde ch etvee rr ¢
submissions to original works never before published. No more reprints. This
policy does not affect stories | O0ve atome@ady
in when | re -open the submissions window.

Not that reprints ar e nubforalldhe bneggsenttb me ,,butd m g

the number of submissions pouring in was so much beyond what | had originally
anticipated | t hi np&intwh@&re lerealty eaa prih end nothihgeut
previously unpublished  works, many of them first sales for their authors. T hu s, of

course, fulfilling my sel f-imposed mandate: to publish, promote, and celebrate the

upcoming generation of Canadian SF&F authors an d poets.
Willt he quality of Polar Bokseal i s suffer? |
For one thing, some pros offer originals, despite my ludicrously low rates. The

quality of their work helps set the standards beginners should think about.
As for what beginners submit, the ir work is often quite professional. ~ And even

i f it isndét, | may still want to publish it.
| 6ve already made c | e aThatlcanpean anytlsing fromh aa | |

ripping good yarnto a  truly disturbing  horror story , from a piece of creative

delirium not necessarily following grammatical rules to a formal poem, or even

absolute nonsense which happens to catch my fancy.
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In each and every case the story or poem will have something | want to bring
t o the r eadamthesbeleftthatet witl be @ntertaining, intriguing, or, at
the very least, interesting.

This raises certain questions. Will this material measure up to what
professional editors demand? Wil | |l accept s
Will so me contributors be condemned to be published in Polar Borealis and
nowhere else? Will my idiosyncratic approach prevent beginners from learning
what they need to know to become more competitive?

These questions were raised at several of the writers workshops | conducted at
the recent VCON 41 convention. It was pointed out that my knowledge of basic
grammar is dim at best (true). That | tend not to think through implications and
consequently miss obvious plot holes (true). That | am sufficiently flawe d as an
editor as to miss obvious éf)f aws (hmmm ¢é coul

But | know what I like. | know what stops me dead and kicks me out of the
story. | can spot certain types of logic flaws, some types of scientific mistakes. |
can tell when asisterttoits premise.n éanh detead cardboard
characters and situations. | can certainly spot anything boring.

What about clichés, you ask? Actually, | love clichés. Or rather, what | view as
in interesting va riation of a cliché.

As a matter of fact | do edit from time to time, cut out wordiness, point out
inconsistencies, make suggestions, and in general follow the example o f John W.
Campbell as much as possible . He was always trying to get his writers to convert
their stories to something  more in line with what he wanted. Some stories | leave
alone. Others | make radical suggestions. It all depends on the story.

Pointis | do occasionally make an effort to guide writers i nt o Oi mpr ovi n
submissions, but only in terms of what ple ases me. Whether it makes them more
saleable or not in the professionally competitive market | have no idea. | hope so.

As an editor, | does the best | can. The p
about. Theydre already e sdrsscontribusngt Bolar But t he
Borealis? | want them to outgrow me.

| think of Polar Borealis as a springboard for beginning authors diving into the
professional pool for the first time. The whole point is for them to gain confidence
and skillsothateve ntually theyoll | eave Pol ar Boreal
things. That be my goal.

Cheers! The Graeme



WE NEVER WENT TO MARS

byKarl Johanson
(Previously unpublished)

~

Host Today on Tal k Radi o, wedl l be speaking wi
oOoHoax of the Century.o

Aaron: Thanks for having me on your show.
Host: Tell us a little about your book.

Aaron: We all know the story of how way back in 1966, 16 men flew a four

t housand ton 00Oriond spacecraft propelled by
that they orbited Mars, rendezvoused with Deimos, and brought rocks back to

Earth.

Host: My father watched i ton TV when it happening.
Aaron: The TV footage was all faked. The whole mission was faked.

Host: That 6s what you claim in your book. What
listeners why you think that.

Aaron: Well to start with, the whole idea is ridic ul ous. You candot prop
ship by blowing up atomic bombs under it. The radiation would have killed the
crew. The heat would have melted the ship. Hell, it would have vapourized it!

Host: Physicists like Freeman Dyson, Richard Feynmann, Stanislaw Ulam who
designed it, all say it worked. Yoyowbknavtheayi n
truth. Is that it?

Aaron: They all feel guilty about working on the Manhattan project, so they believe
this fairy tale about nuclear bombs to assuage their guil t.

Host: What about the photos?

Aaron: Theyo6re all faked, of c 0 u Usmannedloibitersint he T\
t he misdota digital photo of a face on Mars, and pyramids, in the Cydonia

Region. All we see in the adsdludopélrdphQosiaren mi s s
rough hills.
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Host: The Orion film photos were higher resolution than the digital images from
the later orbiters. And speaking of photos, there's the images of the Orion on the
bottom of the Pacific, right w  here the video shows it  sinking 4 hours after
splashdown.

Aaron: Those photos are of a sunken Trotsky class Russian sub , hot a space craft !

Host: It doesn't | ook anything |ike a submarine
Trotsky class submarine. That name is made up.

Aaron: Yeah, well the Russians would like us to think that. Plus, if we could go to
Mars 1 n 1966, how come we arendt doing it no

Host: The electromagnetic pulses from the nuclear explosives play havoc with

satel lites. There were only a few satellites in 1966 whe n the Orion launched |, but

t hertehdosusands of them in orbit now, SO now tl}
launch approved.

Aaron: Electromagn etic pulses are a hoax as well.

Host: Oh, now you're arguing with basic physics. | was hoping you'd have
something more substantial to discuss, but I'll have to let you go.

*Music Riff*

Hostt Comi ng up next; a woman whods taught her

CREATIVE INK FESTIVAL COMING!SOON

This celebration of multiple writing genres, aimed at publishers, editors, authors, and artists, as well as
readerswho dream of becoming suchvill take place in the Vancouvd,C. region from March Sto April
2nd 2017. There will be pitch sessions, blue pencil sessions, lectures, panels, a banquet, and a dealers roor
Renowned Historical Fantasy novelist Eileen Kernaghan is the Author Guest of HtveoGraeme will give
atalk on Polar Borealis and beginning writers.

For latest news go to €reative Ink Festival



http://www.creativeinkfestival.com/

A CELESTIAL VOICE
byJ.J. Steinfeld

(Originally published in  Carillon , UK)

Another speculative  poem

as i f I di dnot have tasks

errands to run

but | play with the wavering of the world:
If everyone on earth

in possession of language

even a handful of words

at the precise same moment

writes a poem

say 20 to 30 lines

nothing long or elaborat e

topic provided

by a celestial voice i

not that you need to believe in celestial voices
special effects being what they are
okay, the topic might be

the various ends of the world

or even, the beginning of the world

or, the refashioning of the world

then the world could finally end

not in the flames of misfortune or retribution
but in the embrace of saving imagination
ready to awake over and over again.

t

o
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BIRDSEY
byL.L. Hill

(Previously unpublished)

Red, orange, and yellow of a massive spring storm filled Thorneao:

radar screen. She shifted focus out and included the small town of Birdsey,

Alberta , less than four kilometers ahead. With a cross road, post office in the

corner store, rec center, and library, it was laid out like many Cana dian towns.
The anemometer recorded a gust of 73km/hr as Thorne tapped the plunged
barometer with a well -cut fingernail lined with grease.

Il n the commander 6s s eat-Awams, gutedammbsol et e M1
refurbished to chase tornadoes, Thorne , her hea d encased in a helmet, safety
glasses, and earphones , sat in a steel cocoon that thrummed with a whirring
engine, several radar screens, and recording devices. Layered in red lipstick, her
thi n lips pressed together as  steel-blue eyes checked for aberrant readings on any
gauges before moving closer to the storm.

Behind them was their flatbed transport and lab w ith Dr. Cohn squirreled up
inside . His forecast had brought them to the region of Birdsey to chase the
predicted sto rm. Thorne had heard that his chronic nervousness and facial tic
stemmed from seeing a helicopter swallowed by a tornado that had descended
from directly overhead. Flyboys always had short attention spans, she thought .

Flicking her focus between the radar and the view from her six surrounding
periscopes, Thorne decided t haRi erhreey? wesrhee raes
driver.

0Check on steeringd ehgi Hai t aah ichmiagr ant
insisted on an absolutely spotless cab.

oJackson, keep the range adjusted as we ap

OYemadam, adjusting range. O

Thorne knew that the gunner had done so from the moment that the engine

started, but she followed protocol anyway. The granddaught er of Jamaican
immigrants, Jack son had hand -eye coordination seemingly secondtonone €é but
not quite.

oGill, set to |l oad?o

OYemadam, set to | oad.déd A sul | etonesintalteer t one

last range tests had condemned himtoaloa der 6s r ol e.
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Thorne felt Jackson tu rn to look across the gun at her . Thorne had earned her
third stripewith a hi gher score on t he andamagbe,justhan Jac
maybe, it was time to get a new gunner. G ood thing too that the ¢

completely separate from the remainder of the tank as sparks of competition often
spewed between Pierre an d Jackson as if from a welding torch . However, Thorne
had no time to brood about her crew. S he had a storm to chase.

oOLetds stay on this secondary road wuntil t

She liked to feel the tank accelerate as she gave the order and smiled as Pierre
answered a hair after.
OYemadam. O
oLetds see what we canol daonner bmanbdsf et w
face turning to and fro as she scoured monitors and gauges for data.
Nails trimmed down to the quick to prevent dirt buildup, Pierre gripped the
bike handle and goosed the throttle. The padded tracks squeaked as they turned
over the thin asphalt coat of the road. Near the speed of 60km/hr, they would be
under the storm soon.
oWould you be ready to fire a test shot?6
OReady to fire, 6 barked Thor napurpleleehadoppl e

bl oomed in the multihued stor m. OAl titude 5
kil ometers. o

Pierre brought the tank to a grinding halt besid e a small sign that proclaimed
0 Bi r ds e yas Jadksordturned the turret to aim. A farmer in a n old pickup

stopped to watch, his jaw down as he petted a panting Border Collie. A blue fork of
lightning speared down followed by a crack of thunder. Rain and hail danced on
thick periscope glass as Thorne watched the green, purple, and black clouds roll

Gill slid the ammunition hatch open and cracked the fuse cover of a standard
sample s hell. Like an antiaircraft shell, he set the fuse to blow at an altitude of 5
kilometers and hefted it into the breech of the 120mm gun. Then he shifted breech
cover shut and stepped back, arms rigid and stomach sucked in.

OReady to fire, 6 called Jackson.

OFire when ready! o

OFi re! 6 Thowilediato theddnk as the casing cap clattered to the floor.

Loaded with data gathering plugs set in aerodynamic flowers made of ba llistic
bullet rubber , the shells exploded based on the pressure at a predetermined
altitude. The plugs flew out to gather information o n wind speed and direction as
well as moisture and temperature. All of the information fed not only to Thorne
but to Dr. Cohn.
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As she watche d the plugs circle in the various levels of the mammoth storm,
Thorne won dered if knowing more about  tornad oes did any good . Did it really
mat ter if meteorologists knew  a particular ratio of temp  erature , moisture, and
chemistry spawned tornadoes of a specific speed and strength when they were
powerless to stop the storm no matter how much they learned ?
Dr. Cohn insisted th at a shell he had designed, a shell filled with liquid
nitrogen, be lo aded into their tank today. He had a theory a storm could be broken
up by a sudden, dramatic change in temperature. Other scientists objected,
believeditwouldonly i ncr eas e n a,tandraegfesl it fshouldnever be tried.
Their spineless pol it i c alutsidtepadighmisgthurmerl dnodt de
combination flashed and boomed.
oData feed good. Ready to fire, 6 directed
Gill pirouetted another shell into the breech and snapped clear.
OReadyr e,06 friesponded Jackson.
OFire! 6 barked Thorne, spittle flying.
A small cough when compared to thunder, the gun spat another round to the
same point to monitor for change. As plugs spewed out to collect data, a churning
slate wedge spun out of the black and purple storm cloud.
0ls that a tornado?06 asked Jackson.
0 He ig one! 6 eimed Piaxrre as he looked through his periscope
The radio crackled and Dr. Cohn spoke with
has spawned a wedge torn ado, a very, very powerful storm , looks like an F3 going
to F4 . Can you hit the wedge itself with three shells at ten, five and one
kil ometer?506
oYes Dr. Cohn. Prepare to fire as requeste
pulse rate rise as her muscles  tensed.
o0Yes méaodeaepl i ed NiwmdeHlG S and 1 kioMeter, bearing 13

degrees, range 2.75 kil ometers. Ready to fir
Gill adjusted the fuse on the first shell and rammed it into the breech.
to fire, 6 snapped Gil/
OFre! 6 declared Jackson, pressing the trig
In the resultant pall of smoke, Gill set the fuse on the second shell, loaded,
waited till it was gone ,thenseta t hi rd shell s f use, pushed i
stepped back as Jackson shot it into the tornado. Even with hearing protection his
ears were ringing.
0Good shots, second a I|little under 5k, 6 Th
open on the radar. oOHow are the readings on

12



OFine, spectacul ar dderevith.lessSmisturesat ahmheb e ¢
altitude. I candt see any unexpected or surp
sounded |l i ke every studentds nightmare profe

0OAs |l ong as the readings are accur aPimret hey
snickered.

o0One thing to be aware of, the tornado i s
town. 6 Dr. Cohn could be hear dHeawsysbgavettg pape
impression he had concern for human welfare while engaged in his tornado
research.

0The town is a little east of the stor mods
Dr. Cohn. You have updated Environment Canad
Thorne guessed that the updates had been sent before the shells were fired.

0Sergéhotne, all required procedures have
sneezed three times in a row. Thorne smiled as Pierre and Gill laughed.

oThat i s a massive tornado, 6 said Jackson.
over to look at her monitors bla  zing with cloud, rain, and lightning.

o0oDo you think it might be one to try your

OAIl tornadoes are one to try my shell on,
triple, triple at 12, 7, and 1 kilometer, bearin g 10, 11, and 12 degrees, range 2
kil ometers.d An unspoken admonition to be <co
his tone.

oReady to fire, 6 barked Thorne, relaxing w

Gi || kicked casingsd caps asi dghefusedoblowm ul e d
at 12 kil ometers. He whi pped the shell I nt o
fire. o

Jackson fired right away and Gill hustled to break his loading record. Two
minutes and forty -five seconds later the sixth shell blasted towards the black,

purple, and green monster. Now in an oven, Gill tried not to cough in the smoke
filled cubby hole. Somehow, he had nicked a knuckle and was staring at it.
OHow was fHbaThdrne asked as a boom fl ashed
the mon itors shorted out. Harnessed in seats, Thorne, Jackson, and Pierre were
turned to jelly by the charged air. In smoky silence, little light entered the
periscopes to see by. Gill had been blown the short distance that he could be and
now lay curled on the f loor with his spent brass caps.

oDamnd Thorne pulled off the useless earpi e
brushed a hand over her helmet to turn on a headlight thinking that only one
thing had the power to do this. oDanaakgom, repo
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you all right? Pierre, you stil!]l ready to da
plastic odor filled the air as Thorne popped her harness free.

0Gi Il s hurt, 6 said J aiefkegra thatshe@didnatlieed at he
where he did. She the n wondered why her headlamp failed to turn on.

OLetds get some air in,d6 Thorne said as sh
whi pped in and she dogged it doPnnerargea?on. oOHoO

0The tornado i slhavetakedpyt®olnouesd, 6 pl eaded Pi e
T h o r nhatéhsquealed shut.

0l dm going past you, Jackson, 6 said Thorne

through the padded access and past the breech down to Gill. She stretched to find
that his pulse in his cold neck wa s erratic and rapid. She pulled out an emergency
blanket and laid it over him. He could not be safely moved without back support.

In about two minutes an express train was going to run over them and then
over Birdsey two minutes later. Dr. Cohn might be safer o ut of his mobile lab than
in but for sure  all of the data would be gone if the tornado wiped out the flat bed.
Thorne slumped against the ammo storage hatch and coughed as she tried to

breath e the particulate laden air. She heard Jackson try to cut herself free and
Pierre cursing as he tried to check wiring.
Thorne thought about the pictures she had seen before volunteering: a doll

with an eye and an arm missing, a twisted empty swing, a foundation bare of all

but sewage pipes, vehicles crushed and upside down. Not even Dr. Cohn had the
authority to fire his special shell. Yet no one had anticipated a communication -
terminating lightning strike.  Fortunately Thorne and her crew would probably

survive as the tornado rolled over their derelict tank, but Dr. Cohn and Birdsey

were about to die . A scientist with crucial knowledge about tornado development :
not to mention a whole town, aboutto be wiped off the map.

The tank was shuddering as Thorne opened the ammo door and pulled out the
nitrogen shell. Cold brass on her palms made her pause to wonder what difference
one shell in the wrong place would make. Would she create a day -long monster
tornado? Or generate a cat astrophic storm spawning multiple tornados ? Thorne
slid the shell in and closed the breech. Was it the right thing to do, or was it
wrong?
OF5, it mu st be F5,06 muttered Pierre as he

Gears clun king, Thorne manually turned and aimed the turret and gun using

one of her periscopes.
OReady to fire, 6 she croaked as she crawle
OFire at what?0 asked Pierre.

14



OFire. o6
The whole tank shook
and moisture into a hi

when she fired at the black wall shaped by temperature
deous fiend. Like a toy hel

shuddered. Then , like a steam train run out of coal, the tornado began to weaken.

Stinging gusts of rain lashed
the tank.

out in resentment at  the black -streaked steel walls of

Thorne thought about Birdsey when she cracked her hatch and inhaled moist
air. She had just added nitrogen to soil as fertiliser , and surely the drenching rain

was needed by the farms.

Her good deed for the day. Now, finally, if he was still

alive, maybe Dr. Cohn would actually crack a smile.
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ASTRONOMY

byKirsten Emmott

(Previously unpublished)

Away, away on this strange world
we have built our telescopes, and  tonight
as | promised | put my eye to one of them;

a huge thing to collect the light

So scattered over the distances

into a fuzzy lens, your home:

you at home in the mountain observatory
did the same.

Years of light -time make no difference:

love is instantaneous:

like the spark that jumped between our fingers

when we met in the observatory

our magnetism pulled us together

and keeps us together, pulling across the space and time.

It leaps across  catches up with the starlight

that left each lens so  long ago

passes by in a wink of thought

and sooner than the pulse wave reaches from

our heart toemur fingers?o
fills up the telescope pierces my eye  enters my brain:
oHel l o, hello, my |l ove, o

and you hear:

oMy love, my love, hello:

Twel ve a@a®mdl adk 6s well . 0



THERMODEMONICS

by Robert Dawson

(Previously unpublished)

Curve by contorted curve, tongue between his teeth, Kevin copied the last sigil
onto the grubby beige vinyl of his residence room floor. With an unsteady hand, he
closed the loop.

Something huge appeared in the pentacle.

The dry -erase marker clattered to the floor. Kevin tried to get further away,
but he tripped over a meter stick and landed sprawled on the floor.

0l come at your summons, mortal, o6 the appa
thunder.

Kevin slowly got to his feet, watching warily. If he had followed the
instructions in the book correctly, this should be the demon Dantalion, a mighty
Duke of Hell, learned in all arts and sciences, and awaiting his command.

Whatever it was, it towe red above him, its head brushing the ceiling. The
facefi Kevin looked in queasy fascination i was more like a slideshow of human
faces, male and female, each melting into the next. Its right hand held a heavy

volume, bound in leather and iron bands, bigger tha n the dusty CRC Handbooks
in the Chemical Engineering lab. The other hand rested, mimelike, against an
i nvisible wall that seemed to rise from the
upon me?0o
ol dm failing Ther mo. I n e f#ahdyiortacademicgr aduat e
probation. And Professor Grizzle promised an A+ and a case of beer to anybody in
the class who could build a working perpetua
o0oDo you suppose he was serious?0 There was
oWelhlke, said it in front of the whole cl ass,
back out. o
ONo, | suppose not. 6
OAnd hedd said something about a demon ear
oOhMaxweldlein®n, 6 Dantalion sai d,Illfortheshadd one t
of James Clerk Maxwell.
oYes, sir, thatdos the one. I di dnot foll ow
microscopic demon that could operate a one -way door to let molecules into a
chamber,and é 6 The end of the sents@lenceeWhatéverthk away
being that he had summoned might be, it was no microscopic molecule -sorter.
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OAny how, |l |l ooked in the Library, mteddothehi s w
facsimile -edition g rimoire still open on the floor, weighted open with a
progr ammabl e calculator. OEverything el se was
For a moment there was silence. Kevin bit his lip.
ONo sebkpecting demon would do such a thing
l'ts rheumy grey eyes wcesifonduehthsks. Diffdengmacale de
and purpose from what you describe, but the principle is the same. The high -
energy particles enter the chamber, and the door will not let them leave again. The

resulting pressure imbalance provides the energy to dri ve the machine. | can
provide you with blueprints. Of course, under the terms of your pact with the
professor, you must build it on your own. 6
ol only got a C+ in Nanofabrication, sir. o
but no need to mentionth at . o0Coul d you possibly give me
well ? It would be a huge help. o
0l suppose | could do that. o6 Dantalion bat
irises. 0l s that all ?6
oYes, sirTh aiald aywPianstant later, the pentacle was empty, except

for a blood -red memory stick. With a rag and a spray bottle of Windex, Kevin
carefully scrubbed every trace of the lines and sigils off his floor before daring to
pick up his prize.

*k*

Three we eks later, in the small hours of a sleepless night, Kevin rolled his
carpet aside and began to draw the diagram once more. When it was almost
finished, he paused. Was this a good idea?

He looked at the heap of inert prototypes on his desk, a round d ozen of them,
in sizes ranging from sugarcube to breadbox,
seem to have much choice if he wanted to stay in Engineering. And anyhow,
neither Dantalion nor the grimoire (he looked at the page again, very carefully) had
said anything about any price to be paid. Nothing about souls, no contracts signed
in blood. He took a deep breath and drew the final character. As before, Dantalion
appeared, book in hand.

oWhat do you require now?06 it demanded, ir

OThteer m ends in five days, sir, and | still
properly. o

0l gave you the blueprints. |l gave you the
Hell else | c¢can do. You have to be the one w
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ol d m s o rlkngw,yousgave me the files, and | really appreciate that. But

|l 6ve fabricated it, over and over, in all so
the measurements really carefully, and it ne
OWhat seems onhg?ibe Dant al i on r atrinsmedblackne el eg
eyebrow. As Kevin watched, the eyebrow and its mate grew red and bushy.
oWhatever scale | fab it at, whatever spee

ambient temperature, the one  -way valve always takes more energy to run than |
can get back from it.o

oOoHow unfortunate! 6 purred the demon. o0Perh
prototype?6

0Could you? Please?56

Dantalion opened the book, and muttered a few words. Silently, instantly, a
massive bro nze door materialized in the bedroom wall, between the video screen
and Winter Carnival poster that had been adjacent a moment before. It was
framed by huge pillars, sculpted in strange and unpleasant designs.

The door stood slightly ajar: it was no t clear what was on the other side, but
the wisps of smoke that drifted through, reeking of brimstone, burning flesh and
decay, suggested that it did not lead to the neighboring dorm room. Dantalion

gestured. OAfter you.©6
Ordinarily, Kevin might have been more cautious; but desperation and lack of
sl eep made him reckl ess. OYoudre a |ifesaver

cellphone, his notebook, and a vernier gauge from his desk, then scampered
through the doorway.

The bronze door clanged shut  behind him with great finality. He turned: not
even a crack marked its recent place. He screamed, and began to pound on the
seamless wall; through the reeking smoke, he could see others doing the same.

Even Hell needs external energy sources.
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CELEBRATION

byLisa Timpf

(Previously unpublished)

out in the colonies

some of us are

so far from Earth

we'd need directions to get there
still we

observe the same calendar and
celebrate the same holidays

as our ancestors

only differently

on Mars, for example,
they wish for a Red Christmas
and are seldom disappointed

on Titan,

the New Year's Day horns
tootle 29 times

in a single trip around the sun

and on Degna,

those hatched from embryos
frozen back on Earth
celebrate all men on
Father's Day

somehow

these celebrations

keep our roots alive

reminding us

that once, we came from human stock,
even though it's hard to tell

these days

just to look

at us



CUDDLY  ABOMINATIONS
by James A. Conan

(Previously unpublished)

Doctor William Roberts was nervous. The focus group looked uneasy on the
other side of what they saw as a small mirror. He was glad of the one -way gl ass,
since it meanttsee mnetgking long pullisr@dm the flask in his lab -
coat to steady himsel f . Het wawme haomwe d hte ytbo hi s produc
been his i de adjusadoneastheddatd had tdld Bim. He felt it
stretched the boundaries of both scientific e thics and basic sanity, but had kept
his mouth shut for fear of losing his p ension. Three mordectrg.ear s ¢
OThegdgetting antsy. 6
0 Why ?06 Reaking the Public Relations e  xecutive.
oWell, for,yooe pboptel di di@&tm dbe setingthdree y 0
And, frankly, if they had, | don't know who would have believed it and who
w 0 u Ilvedjist laughed at us. Did we have to have them bring their kids here on the
firstgo-r ound?26

Perkins harrumphed, i nie&begmpaid ,tright?dHetidsyare our
target market, Docto r . Wetlosasiglitofthat i t 6 s t he whotederer e as
Profit margins are | ousy | ately. We have to
The PRE left the room and Roberts sighed. TransGen Industries was suffe ring,

no doubt aboudspenhdedades madikyigzg@nimal genes to produce
chickens that laid bigger eggs, cows that gave more milk, and fatter pigs. But
these days people seemed to only want to eat organic, soy -based, glut en-free
everythin ¢ and Tr asharé&mice®had tumbled. The doctor took a look at
the soundproof cages draped in white sheets which c ontained his work. He knew
t h edygdne too far. He took one last pull from his flask.
0 Atlight, all right. We mightaswellget t hi s over with. 6
He and his assistants wheeled the cages into the conference room where the
parents and their children were gathered. Perkins was already making a speech.
0 . nd.s@ based on the popularity of designer br eeds of dog in recent years,

w evé made it our goal to genetically engineer the best possi ble pets to suit your
houselodeds@andrequirement s, and to caterstdstes. every f ¢
Doctor? 6

Roberts gulped back his anxiety. Here goes nothing . He lifted the curtaino n

Specimen A, the smallest cage. There was an intake of breath. Some of the parents
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looked apprehensive but more were curious, and the children loved it. One little

girl was overjoyed, shouting, O0OMommy! | want
satisfaction.

Specimen A had been the simplest of the hybrids to splice. Feline and cinereus
DNA. oWhat is it?06 Asked one of the fathers,
time.

Olst @ cross between a calico house cat and
small, about a foot from head to tall . It s ears and nos e were enlarged and

rounded, it s eyes wide, and it s tail stubby. The creatu re had feline forelimbs, but
its hind legs were that of the koala. It sat up, tilted it s head to the side , and cooed
inquisitiv ely at it s audience. The doctor had enabled a small speaker on the ca ge,
wanting the gr sheatwdrming pusraEven thé parents who had
appeared unsure at first began to soften. Roberts had to admit it was cute. He felt
that this sample showed the most promise, and for that reason it was a mistake to
lead wit h i t dbe¢hev@rruled. He was glad the group liked it, but his
apprehension intensified. | § al going to go downhill from here

OMoving on, 6 said Per ki nsgercagtiethecentrey t owar d
OWhich of you kids hasr as @ .o g@¥ba eAer wighed ydbua nd s

could ride that dog | i ke a horse?d6 There wer
ent husiastic. oWell, now you can. 6

He pulled the curtain on the largest of the cages and gave them a look at
Specimen B. The splicing h a dtrgéne sowe | | on this one.srddenspi t e

advances, it had been tough to cross the DNA of a Labrador retriever and a

Shetland pony. It had th e fur coat and ears of a dog, butit s legs ended in hooves

rather than paws. The long, horsey nose and wispy t atildokhpalthwor di dn
natural.

When it realized it was being watched, it paced anxiously in a circle for a few
moments, t hen ret reated to the back of it s cage, as far from the focus  group as
possible. It shook it s head in a distinctly equine motion, and gave a small cough
that might have been a nervous, half ~ -hearted attempt at a bark or a neigh.

Roberts suppressed a groan. This spe  cimen had showed potential in the early
stages, but was far too neurotic around people to make a decent pet.

The parents were now visibly losing their calm, giving each other nervous

looks and pushing themselves back in their chairs. No doubt they fo und it hard to
believe what they were seeing. OHow is this

Roberts cleared his throat. ORecent advanc
right here at TransGen. Almost by accident. | was trying to make a hairier pig , you
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see, bacon and sof't wo o | from the same ani mal
thoughtwasapretty good | oke. Th et Rekinseshooksis licaddnn 6

disdain, and Roberts movedonq ui ckl y. OAnyway. spboprietary abor at
splicing process allows us to combine the DNA of certain creatures almost
completely, and to erase or rewrite those st
0ls this even |l egal ?6 asked another of the
OWho cares h®Poushodbegad another mot@don, oIt
honey, we're | eaving.6 The woman grabbed her
the door.
oLeave if you Ilike, 6 said Perkins, obut ke

nondi sclosure agreement that took effect whe
stop ped and scowled at him for a moment, then she was gone.

OMoving on, 6 continued the PRE. 0,Boit@nswer
neither legal nor illegal. Genetic hybridization is so new a phenomenon as to be a
non -entity in the eyes of the la  w. There are some very strong sanctions in place in
thiscountry about how wmnipulatetheshunthn gerromeéd Animal
experimentation for scientific advancement,

The man who had spoken had wide eyes, and looked like he was trying hard
not to | ose his temper at Perkins. 0So |l et m
company now has the ability to combine and r
Perkins looked at Roberts, whoans wered. O0To, awmeestehghd. o
OAnd instead of wusing this incredible scie
maybe cure some diseases, end some hereditary birth defects, you bring us this,
this ...,06 his voice rose as IsmecimenmBet olleod Hhin

ponyshow? 6 Ther e wer e ¢ huweckolfe st hfer oomh hae rf gitayng nt s .
to be funny! o6 The man was up out of his seat

Roberts raised his palmsinaca | mi ng, conciliatory gmtstur
thatsimple ,si r. First and f oanedioaldaboratony.éVe enodidyrihé
genes of commercial livestock and, hopefully, in the future, will continue from

these prototype s t o make desi gn éhavephe facdities tt\aafelg o n &
experiment on humans. 0

He gave Perkins a sideways gl ancdé&ndmaydiankf u
remind you, s ir, of my point from a moment ago. Medical experimentation on
human subjects would hardly be | egal . 6

Still far from calm, but regaining his composure, the man s at back down.
oWhat @ he point then? Look, 06 he turned to RobD
Doctor, but I'm a high school biology teacher. An advancement on this scale ...
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you tapoast want it to be used for thigaéif Spe
to under scorseointt. he mano
00f course not,®l tsaiigd demr kd inrsc khe ableoaugee t h a't
these creations as more than house pets. They could be a very effective lobbying
tool, to demonstrate the power that genetic e ngineeri ng has to better f
l ives. 6 Roberts knew t hat P ehekvenhaongwiheboanh ki n g
w a s trcdncerned with anything but rescuing a failing profit margin. Still, it was a
good answer and there were nods f n®aoctorair ound
youwill , please,l i ft the final curtain.o
Roberts was nervous. The small cage, while still soundproof for the moment,
had been rattling alarmingly on its pedestal. The doctor had a sinking feeling he
knew why. No one else in the room h  ad seemed to have noticed. Here goes nothing,
he thought. He pulled back the curtain, and immediately there were screams of
horror fromadultsa nd chi |l dr en al i Hfeared.IThe cgacdntasned ah e 0
litter, Specimens C through H, designed as hybrid s of rabbit and fox DNA. They
were about halfway in size between the former and the latter, with splotchy grey
fur,long ear s, and b uc ktthéiragpeamnce that trombbed thedoctor.
This particular transgenic combination had been decidedly un stable, and Roberts
had warned Perkins and the Board that he might be unable to suppress some of
theless desirabl e c¢ hadleentright. Spedmerc Gwas nhang,
violently, with Specimen E. Specimen D was cannibalizing Specimen G.
Specimens F an d H seemed to be doing a little of both. Shrieks of animal lust and
agony could be heard the second the sheet was removed. Perkins began to yell.
oKi | | t hdea maru dii to! 6
The entire focus group bolted for the door within seconds.
OWVh a g tille matter with you guys? 6
omdécalling the police!d
oOYou people are monsters! o
oOoWee@ going to sue!o
And they were gone. Perkins seemed to shrink. His face red, he turned to

Roberts. oOoWhat the hell. You promised me €6

0l diipdmdni se you anythingd groaned the Doct
flask. o0l warned you this could happen and |
back to formul a. No one |l istened. ¢

oDammit!é Perkins strode over to the wall
i nter com.deaJa?lol y
oYess r . O
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oWill you please call sec wpthetrestofahetbcup ave t h
group? They've probably scattered around the building by now. Have them shown

to their cars, and remind them that they all signed nondiscl osure agree
ORi ght,sawaydo He took his finger off the but
o0Shall we scrap the project?06 asked Robert
oHel I mean toodee@now. Ifthis | ab gets its fulmeverng pu

recover. We sink or swim togeth e r , Doctor. 6 He sighed. o0Tak:e¢

formula. All of them. And get rid of this ba
Roberts nodded, ¢t(<igmr.edfully. o0Yes
Perkins headed for the door. 00One more thi
oYes?0

0That hairy pig thingtyreweattuallyeatkingan j oke ab
that ?26

ON®ir. o

oWhy the hel]l not ? Seems -makdkr.aVehneedtechavel d b e
something to show for this if it all goes pear -shaped in the end. Get
with that he left.

Resigned to h is failure, but not surprised by it, Roberts and his assistants
wheeled the cages back into the anteroom laboratory. They began to prep the

syringes, filling them with Somulose, a comm
| ater, Bill 206 as kieiahs, bisweice ayimpathétie but resigned
o0Su,yJeerry. Gonna need one after this. o
oONot your fault, boss. 0o

Roberts reached into the cage containing Specimen A and gently stroked its
neck. The creature rolled onto its back obligingly, purring in delight. Roberts
stuck it with the syringe. He mused that it was probably for the best. Even the
adorable Specimen A h ad been born sterile, like all the creations now receiving
Somulouse injections. They had been birthed by host mothers from the gene -
domi nant s p escase &house gat imfpldnted with a transgenically altered
embryo. None could ever have bred, or ex isted naturally.

Ah well, he thought stoically, as he pushed the plunger down, back to th e old
dr awi ng boar d.llevMmeywbrk onthbse seld -cooking chickens again. If |
can just get the combustible compounds in the bloodstream right
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CHRISTINA
byMary E Choo

(Criginally published in ChizZine / Chiaroscuro
Magazine #22 Oct/Dec 2004)

They came for you that night,

rolled you down some dreary hall
towards a room no one should see;
outside, the sound of wind and dark
on the sanatorium stair, one lantern,
held carefully distant.

They left you, lifeless, on a narrow cot
until the doctor, pressing and prodding,

carriages;

washed his superstitious hands and spoke

of fatal sickness; the papers signed,
he waved you, contagious, away.

During that final ride, still

amidst the clatter of coffin and cart,
you coul dndot tell
by railroad, of those last bitter years
or your longing for home.

On this strange hill,

them how you

where rain falls, indifferent on the dead,

you are the vanished, steeped in moss;
yet when dawn comes

grey as winter churches,

and nightos | ost |

for you, uncharted,
the trains.

egions howl ,

(from Granry $Garde

j
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THE ALL DAY SLINGERS

by Micha&onghue

(Previously unpublished)

Abraham i my c onne c tcano a c asdve learned to say A pulls out the
wad of Trumps from his suit jacket.

oWhere my money at? Here it at. o6 He waves
oDamn netamoband. Not bad for 12 hours of sl

|l t s nmamtearninatypicaimonth fAand twice as much as |
promoting this documentary.

Turning my back on the hotel window to stop anyone from pinpointing our

location, | blink twice un  der my wraparound iGlasses to start thel i ve feed. 0
Abe, 6 | thebhgnedirt of my foll owers, otell me a

OBr uv, Jacki e, you broadcasting?o6

I nod in slow motion to keep the feed stable. Normally | give my interviewees
more warning before broadcasting, but Abr aha
could pass for a blind man. His dark blue suit is as bland as they come. Abe is
shorter than | am, so | slouch to be on his level for thecamer ads sake.

Hegrinsandsays , OFriend, you never take those of
never partof theacti on. Thatds your whole philosophy

ltds a lucky guess, but this story is abou
head to the side, knowing the iGlasses will a utocorrect the angle.

Despite the | ong day' s wor k, he seems energized.
atther i ght ti me. 06 Caus ethelgbanameg.e tTthiantgd so uwth yo fl 6 v e
you hanging with me al/l day. 0 Abecldenfisbhl e t hu

Yeah, and every gangster loves to be famous. What a bozo. But A | can use
him. oWhat can you tel/l us about your occupa

He paces back and forthin the hot el room, as he talks. oONM
run my busi nes sobdadyash turiningfaiserviceé as real as mine.

Talking about the 6Bi g Cd being delivered to all four

He's overly animated. Is it excitement, or is he just too jacked on his own
product? Still, it makes for good viewing, and viewing drives r evenue.

ol got me shift wor Koarrsevenw gat rkel peogle whoveome vy
from nothing, O6cause theydre hungry. Li ke me

He brings his face right up to mine and leans in. His warm sugary -smelling
breath buffets my face and for a moment | wo
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stay calm. My teenage years in  the UK refugee camps taught me to never show
fear. He pulls back, smiles, and resumes pacing before continuing.
oBefore they built the New England Super W

Chinese calll centre i n Detroit. Bveas whgick tassd i d n
Big time. At the start, they dope you up on RossetaX so you can learn Mandarin in
afewweeks.On the phone you gotta pretend yedre from
off-shift time ya got you spend watching Chinese soaps and crap to make it
authen tic. Only way to hit your satisfaction feedback quota. Yet, like everyone,
afterayearlowed the company more than | made. They <ch
| oan payments for your | anguage O0training. o
now. My own crew. | got me six former pizza drivers, they know how to work.
Know what | mean?é6

Hi s whole body is jittery, 1td6s |ike he can
Soon the search bots will flag my story to the authorities and put it in a queue for
human review. For once, the ool wddre in i s a cookie
chain hotel in New York, Original America. Even the two oversized suitcases on
the bed and the thirdon the f | oor i sndt so unusual. So far
careful, not ndaumcitndg ihn sf WwWlplr oo r the aAutheritiesdotry t . Wl
to find us, the blandness of the room should protect us. For a little while, at least.

For the thousandth time | wish | could afford a part -time assistant or a script -

bot . Ri ght n oadd alliv@ tink to thevzsegment | did on how thirty percent
of Original Americans |ive in hotels. What a
enough traffic to pay for Il unch. But thatos
undermines the religious foundat ions in this enclave of what used to be part of the
USA? The audience will love it, and | love the traffic.

ol got two bike couriers, I even got a gir

i n Original America very much. A girl with a
in a way that makes me uneasy. 006Course, str
orig inal constitution about woman not being able to work. They are persons after
all. But most workers here? Be |like you. Whi
supposed to adhere to a strict interpretation of the original constitution and Old
Testament. Only, even the true believers crave a little pick -me-up sometimes.
Ot hers, they get a l|little bit shaky because
eight pm and they need a little coke flow to help with the workflow? | got that shit
covered. o

Okay, hedcsolka,a@ thatos it. This storythevi |l |

queue, but my ratings will bump too. | give in and twitch to pull up my viewing
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chart. Only two million, but growing fast. S
the police, Testament Su pport Authority or whomever shows up.

My dadds words come back to me, o0Candt wund
to that place. We | eft America for a reason.
your parents were Democrats, and always follow the law. You go to jail there, in
some places they wondt | et ¥he8ooloodflievitmust.idl you

Abe sits on the edge of the bed, and | crouch as he drapes one arm over his
l uggage. OAnd my cr ew? Wo fhéuss shifta. T dhisisfha i t hf ul |

religion. Thatoés for real. | thep ccdlls. Isgot méthay n o w,
app, 6 htee giapes of his i Shades, o0that Goeugl eBu:
and drops. |l used to do that shit in my head
going on. Say you got one guy whods coming w
eight calls on his way to you from other customers. This software works out the
best route to take. So he can get all the drops in while maximizing his efuel
economy behaviors . 6 Naw mean?od

I nod to encourage hi m. Wo w. | Om nervous,
turning into ratings gold. The European market is so burnt out on the grotesque
spectacle of squeaky -clean Original America. Their perfectly manicured lawn S,
polite dark suits, clean white shirts and close -cropped hair. But street

documentaries about the underbelly? My forte. Showing  the muck but never being
a part of it. Viewing at 8 million and climbing. Good. The rush of that
endorsement, giving people wha t they want, drives me as much if not more than

the money. Which, if the story stays in the news cycle for fifteen more minutes,
will earn me enough to pay for the whole overseas trip.

oOWedve got everything, friend. | domg & Moue v er
woul dndét believe who we s up phe pedandstredesaroundi g s h
the room, like an animal in a cramped cage.

|l want to ask who Abe supplies, but heds o
that magic. | need to leech off  him for as long as possible.

00f course, pretty much none odocialishBumpej s i |
is 1t?26

Now he wants an answer from me. Il s that sm
s houl d GdderPrdle: never let yourself become th e subject of the story. Always
keep the focus on them.

oWhatever, friend, whatever. But you woul d
Amsterdam, London or Paris.O0 Yes, 1t 1Is smug

the former United Sveatheosu gihs hceenosr glr Guldverting nhg f r o
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system. How can | work this in? Wait for the end and raise it then? Yeah. Do it
now and he might shut down. Okay, okay, thin
Europe where your gear comes from? Can you t
oShit, | dondét care. Everybody knows. 0
Everyone in America knows. Border security
boring. Europe an and Asian viewers however A with a twitch of my cheek |
interrogate my demographic viewership. Yes, 99.2% non -Amer i can. Thi s sh
affect my ratings at all. o06So, Europe? The R
Sout hern Confederation is | ockethe Wiiamplr et t y t
Anderson Big Barrier and exclusion zone. 0
0Yeah, but ther@édsawlhybindheoe ways to get
Most of it, thoughthél agdabe, poiasatbsrom Canada
over allthree bor ders to a rendezvous, snatched, br
oLi ke mul es?06 Vi ewi niapnandhoiding. @oed, lutthisl 4 mi | |
content deserves better. Still, two a.m. in London. | might pick up a few hundred

thousand views tomorrow, but | Om not seeing
front -page.
oOWhat ? Donkeys ? TNehigthecee. Purd latorsUPS and Fed Ex. Fed
Ex Il ess now, theyovel stdartdé&tdepdoppi ngi mi nal ,
most packages get here and we sit down, br ea
0So, Abe, what would happen i f yopoanongmoes c au
message to the authorities? Filming during a raid would be a massive boost. But
what would the consequences be? If | ended -up offline for a month my brand

would take a hit. Plus , if they fined me i that would hurt. But | also might come
out ahead , depending on the ratings. What would kill me, though, would be if they
confiscated my gear. My livelihood. My very expensive livelihood.

Abe gives me an odd look and seems to carefully measure out his words as he

replies, o0Well , t $ea Mdstofthissshitpslillegal,but pobdina big
way. 6 He stheabed ad dryns his hands fast on thel id. oltds byl
regs and shit. You know this, right?2?26

oFi I | me in,theddobadktskadaow do, but myi gsnéwe

the time, nor is Abe bright enough, for me to give him a teachable moment on how
to conduct an interview.

OReally? And | had you pegged atlse rdaleli ng bor
figured your parents were Old  -American atheists. Maybe they claimed refugee
status in Europe after the Or i gi nal America ©060One Nation Un
Constitutional amendment? Youdve got a bit o

30



feeling that, huh? Ma ybe Florida, before the floods took it. Or am I right, right?

Shit, you just want me to be explaining thin
He cracks a wide smile that seems to fill the room and the screen, but it just
makes me feel ill. He guessed right but heds odealel walkihgrae 1 di ot

dangerous tightrope.
OWelkhe pbi ggest st i ctke laws, ot ctlee whaskn-éss society belief

itds i mmoral . Tod athe,strayglt and gaocdwtpath. Zero ktolerance.

You dondt thek spigitpf the an -amended Constitution and the Old

Testament, no reverend recommend. And withou

get shit for a |Job, dog. Thatdos how it 1 s in
The momentum has stopped and my total figures are s tarting to soften at 13

million. Those wasted few seconds he spent talking about me distracted people.
Distraction bleeds viewers. My gut churns, | need a bump. Time to go nuclear.
0So Abe, ar e the ©ld Testgneent bediefs and the values in the

originalnon -amended Constitution?06 This wil!/ be my
yes, how can he not? Given his |thebb uswhmeas sh,e |
probably also leaving the country, sowhatd oes he care? Heol | be
the enforcers of this theocracy. | tthis a f ew

geographical patch , but so rare within them. This is going to be my rating gold.
This will shoot me to  the top. This will pay bills foray  ear. | hold my breath.

0OAgainst the I|iteral interruption of the W
Fathers wrote? Fuck no! Wi thout that | woul d
Support Authority is my swherelsrmoneyblilpes .pat s hi
oHal | €l uTjhaehr e s not hing | i ke making somet hing
desirable. 6 And he winks, actually winks, at

Crap. My body slumps into itself. Humor makes the audience laugh, but | can
see it also punctuates their attention sp an. l ©&m down to 10 mil |l ic
second bestprime -t i me questi on. Nuts and bolts. 0So,
products? What exactly do you sell, Abe?6

He grins and grabs the zipper of the nearest suitcase, opening it like a jeweler
mightdispla vy a tray of engagement rings. OAi ndt n

service like mine. | got it all. | got your Earl Grey, your Nescafe, your black tea,
your green tea and even white tcecmat eBd uowag ms .h ec

your Pepsi andbuCsclke tBeest el |l er. 6 Abe opens
a showmands fl air and theuglassy smooth curvesroly ethes over
di stinctive shaped bottle inside. o0This, is

sugar. None of the fructose crap. Goes for $100  a fluid ounce. But, for  the real
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connoisseur, lookingfor the bi ggest bang for their buck? C
Abe gets down on his hands and knees beside the bed and from under it pulls

out a squar e car bsmiléritolihe one c bswore my iGlds€es in, but

much larger. He pops the latches and nestled in nanofoam are ten rod shapes.

OThis is some pri mo Re dtheBoanhblfriendS hhetbonb.iGkes t hi s

for $500 a fluid ounce. 0

Viewing figures at seven million and n ow holding. What heds gi
good, this could have been the magi ¢ bump, but | 6ve timed it
Why didndét | ask this earlier? How caffeine
Original America, but as a springboard to disease, broken homes, immorality,
disloyalty to God, physical death, and thedeath of Ol d Americads ¢
A steady seven million. |l tds okay, stupid, s

viewers to regain the momentum now.
O0Thi s, 6 Abenemuthelcsanosutl ioke he was removi ng &

nucl ear fuel rod, of or my customer s, for the
on someone who says they disagree with the Old Testament and the unAmended
Constitution. Pure gold. ¢

My eyebro ws unintentionally rise, briefly taking theshot out of focus
do you mean?d

oOWhat do you think I me a n , dog ?theJsamet, yos t udy
and me. We feed an audience. We meet a need.
wilingtogo theextra mil e. O

Maybe heds right on some things, but | dve
alwaysobey the | aws where you are. Be a watcher, no
dealer, but I canot t el | him that. Gol den rul eé

oOnly | fi guerteanlydonu .s nfaorutdé r e al ready taking
profit. 1t dondt make sense. Shit, friend, f
product, put a bad mark against my name. Second time, same and a million -
dollar fine. Ha! Slapon  the wristsisall . What does that mean to
straight job. Boo -hoo. Damn ,br uv, you get got doing what
take away your spendy iGlas se s . T h athhedelnld bfeor you. Doesnot
all . o

Is he right? He might be right. But e

Abe stands beside me now and drapes an arm
mi ght want to turn off your c thengdessofhisow. Besi
i Shades, oyour viewing figures are down to f
to be paying money forband wi dt h t hatdéds not touched. O
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A slow blink cuts  the feed.
OMy crew, O0meAbgo leend shrugs,wedtlhe wbrue vgeo ank;t

Soldiers is all. They ainodot t hat the mmsinedsof I ne
giving people what they desire, is willing to take risks, someone who can lead and

maybe is a |little hungry. My the marketing strdtezyyyof d o n 0
creating and meeting consumer need. O

0l dondt understand. o | feel numb .

0Ol dve been got twice, third time is jail t
And the system aindét got nothing to do with
wedbre | iving in now? This is a perversion of
societal control. Feelme? The people running this country
any more than the flag. Their god is power and wealth : So, for me, it¢é
retire. You know, passon thet orch t o someone el se. Thatos

your segment. Not so you could interview me, but so | could interview you. For a
position. Chief Operations Officer. Or a franchise owner, or whatever you want to

call igding to halidover mylegacy Afnhow it ds supposiet@l t o be
someone whocanbeon ther eal . 0

Nothing he says is making any sense.

0Get that blank |l ook off your face. Come o
seenthe money. | 6 v ethegfi lveeanr ypluans. Thusllyous ndt har
channel . ltds small, but itds worth ten mil!]l
couple of mill. Plus you must have some savings, your credit rating is good ol

checked. Come up fifteen and pay me with a legit transfer. You take over,
kickb ack 30 percent of your profit to me for time immemorial, and this shit is all

yours. o

0l dm not | i ke you.o6 | candt be.
He | aughs, a big |l augbudrem dkee pméaowhnhr odlVe
spend all day slinging. Only for less money and m orerisk. You in?¢6

And, for the first time in a long while, | take my iGlasses off.

CSFFA, the Canadian Science Fiction and Fantasy Asspigdtieriegally registered society
NBaLR2yairotS F2N (K SquivaeNt®itde Hugas ! YNIRanbechHneyd métibed &
for only $10. This will entitle you to suggest nominees, select nominees, and vote for the winners
in multiple categoriesor the 2017 awards. Check CSBEA including tle latest newsupdates,

and newsleters:
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mmoo
= =
-cgl"
=
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at the <Aurora Awards Website >


http://www.prixaurorawards.ca/
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THE GIST OF IT
byRichard Stevenson

(Previously unpublished) )

O. K., so hereds the deal
wedre a hybrid species
who dondét c¢clean up our feces.

The E.T.s are givind Sasquatch a
from wormhole to wormhole

and droppind O6im off in wildernes
We got chupacabras suckind blood
plesiosaurs t ryi nd to please us

when they arendt givind us the f|
We 0 v e lepgechauns , reptoids, greys

doind magic trips and time slips,
flippind around | i ke fish on a do
We got saucers clockind in

at unfeasible speeds, carryind un
species hither, thither, and yon o)

or maybe theyodre just winkind at
playind tiddly winks with other d
than the four we flounder in.

Aindt Aewnidlt. no sin happenind
Aindt Satan pullind another mask
of f Morrisonods wal |l , wal ki nd down

|l tds just pop culture mythos.
|t dond6ét give a toss i f we get
or change or re -arrange it, eh , Bob?
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Just jack inwithani  -Poddy grin.
If Mothman stops to mock you,
give 06im a BYemxclcharde .

Gotta |l otta muckind a | otta stal/l
before the aliens come up with a model
of us t hat wor ks, that os f or sur e

Eventually, these alien dudes will
invite us into some Intergalactic Federation.
Wondt be soemareodoi hogician takind

Wh at t heir mi ssion i s donot matt e

if we candt get from saucer to pl
We need more RAM, now, brown cow.

VCon 41 2016 Opening Ceremonies

R. Graeme Cameron Stephanie Ann Johanson
Convention Chair Art Director GoH

Photo taken by Casey J. Wolf.



MES CENTAINE
byJonathon Cressdeilies

(Previously unpublished)

It is late evening twilight at the edge of the open field. Overhead, a bright dot
slips across the wine -dark sky. It is part of the Trianon Planetary Orbital Defences
raised by the high lords of Cordeba, who conquered us so long ago that only |
among the four here can recall it.

Patrice helps me out of the groundcar, and Marie -Claire hands me my cane. In
times past | could have ¢ ome here alone; this year, | must instead have help from
this stocky, blond lad and this wiry, fierce -eyed young girl.

There might be a camera nearby. They are everywhere, it seems. But if one
sees us here, all they see are three youths and an eldst er in a field the old man
owns fi once owned i on an errand like a million others. Curfews are needless
when cameras can see in the night as well as day, and when so many of our
people must work three shifts to prop up the strained economy.

Luc remains su llenly in the car until Patrice leans in and nudges him; then he
slaps the panel to engage the car's controls and hops out. We turn to the lush,
softly waving field, and the car rolls away to where it is needed next, its machine
intelligence steering ital ong the known lines of the roadway. Like our society
under the Cordebans, for the car, what is not known is not real.

There are no war monuments on Trianon. There was no war, only a Liberation;
war is not known in the official histories, and therefor e, it is not real.

There are no war graves either. Those who fell defending Trianon do not exist,
have never existed. Oh, the Cordebans rescued survivors from the battles, true.

But they did not do this for charity; they wish to seem legitimate in th e sight of
other worlds whose indulgence they need. The dead were left to drift in space, or
destroyed along with other debris when collision threatened. Their names have

been erased from the military and government archives. They are unknown, they

are unr eal.

Our wa ownarship was taken from us by conquest. It is hard, yes, but
somehow it seems only fair in a harsh universe. To take our history, too, though
that is wrong.

Night comes quickly at these latitudes, but it is still light enough to see my
companions. They are all so very young. Their faces show everything.

Marie -Claire was five when the Cordy trooper at the peaceful protest used his
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stunnerasaclu b i nstead -leifalriet -omminr ol Whenrshehearsdhe
Spanglish accent, or sees a Cordy uniform, al I she really sees is t
stock as it br esgdwslf héreage does nohcensuine her or drive her

to a stupid mistake, it may make her a patriot yet.

Patrice is already a patriot at twelve Midsummers, or thinks he is. He knows
what he fights against; and yet he is so focused on the impossible, beautiful goal
of driving these occupiers from our world that he sometimes loses sight of what it
is he would f ight for.

Luc is the unknown. He is strong -willed enough to loathe the Cordebans who
lie to him and swagger through his street, but that strength also bridles at the
teachings of his own people as well. At least he has come here, if unwillingly.

They are not slaves as such, and they do not toil in mines or fields. (My own
fields are still cropped by machines, although their yield now goes to feed useless
Vassal mouths on Cordeba instead of being sold in markets.) To serve Cordeba,
they must be e ducated at least to some extent. Their teachers sometimes try to
slip a strand of truth into the massive lie they must braid. Teachers are the most
carefully watched of all, though. The Cordebans know that if they prune and twist
the sapling as it grows, t hey may shape the tree as they wish ... Now I turn to
these three, and clear my throat, and try to shape something in my own small
turn.

When the assault began 0

dThe Liberation, sneers Patrice.

Yes, so they call it. Did | fight then? No . These are not the times when a
populace takes arms against another. Machines make the war, and the Cordebans
had more and stronger of them; it was as simple as that. Without courage, without
will, there would be no war, true; but it is the machines that win it. Not one in a
hundred of us fought.

And after the planet fell, then was | a resistance fighter? Oh, you will find
many who boast they were, although the closer they come to any who did fight,
the less they speak, until they fall silent altoget her. Few did. The Cordebans' ships
controlled our skies, and the merest patrol who walked our streets could call down
the wrath of gods against any attack. A sniper in a building died in its rubble. A
mob was swept away like ... No. | did not fight then.

| fight now, but differently.

We should be gathered in our cities for this, all of us. But the cameras and
computers would sound alarms as we formed groups, congregations, crowds.

Mobs. That is how they would see us, our rulers. The journalists and Observers
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from other worlds would nod sagely, as the stunners and sleep -gas cut us down
and social order was maintained. There is blood shed when lives are taken, but
there is none when beliefs are.

We should have books, records, proclamations. B ut there are none. When the
occupation began, the data banks were wiped and filled with Cordeban
propaganda,whil e t ai |l ored viruses hunt ed THeguwse -obi | | i
electromagnetism i yes, so, from the battles. It ruined much of the civilian d ata
storage, and they re -made what was left in their own image.

dls this about the battles, then? asks Luc suddenly.

He is so nearly correct that | turn to him; his eyes still slip away from mine,
though.

Not any battle, but one. The orbitalf or t r ess t hat c¢ o rstefeackd, e d
their keystone, was known to us as Vimy. It held out against the entire invading
task force for six days, while machine tore at machine and the skies blazed at
night.

In the end, of course, it fell , and Trianon with it. Yet it could not fall . Instead,
the terrible weapons that at last tore the fortress apart sent its fragments adrift in
space forever. | do not understand these things, but they tell me that the cloud of
debris follows its own path ar  ound our sun, and that once every six Mid summers
it meet s wi tshpatlo m pastwoes, pebfle walked to graveyards to make
their remembrances. We fly through ours. It comes to meet us like the comets of
old.

Stars are appearing now, constell  ations Old Earth never knew, as though the
cool evening wind is drifting them across the sky. The Seine fi rst, as always; then
t he L e gcateredsoldiers take their posts. More and more, the sky filling with
them, unchanged from the years before Corde ba attacked and somehow
comforting for that.

It is time.

| am ready. | lean on my cane two  -handed; it will be tiring; still, | must stand
to do this thing, not sit.

dThere! cries Marie -Claire, and points. A needle -streak of light scribes  the sky,
only visible forafew mo ment s . My Vv 01 c escioak atdimes,tut gow iha n &
i S not my Vv ol c &, andit seems o rifgrout across thé fields that will
never receive their dead.

Lucas Robert Case. Maintenance technician f  irst class. Age twenty -four.
Provence.

It was six Midsummers ago that | last did this, yet the names are there, as
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theywillbeu nt i | Il jJ oi n t he myouMyshacpeyepsagan ithe skys &
doThere!
Valerie Chaffee. Logistics clerk. Age twenty -two. Petit -Trianon.

Vimy had a garrison of one thousand nine hundred and forty -six. There were

one hundred and twenty  -four survivors that the Cordebans eventually returned to
us. The rest are gone.

But one hundred of them are remembe red here tonight, a name and a
birthplace for each dart of light in the sky.

OThere.

Safwah Charikar. Sub -lieutenant. Age twenty -nine. New Brittany.

Rock and ice, metal and plastic i even breath and bone. The Cordebans can
seek out and st op large pieces, small chunks i indeed they must, to protect the
craft that lift the wealth from Trianon's surface and haul it away to their worlds.

But the dust of history still abides, and even a grain of metal striking the
atmosphere is enough to mark a mem ory.

dThere, and there!

Marie Colville. Ordnance technician second class, age thirty -three. Seneciale.
Martin Colville, ordnance technician third class, age twenty -five, Seneciale.
Two streaks not five seconds apart. How fitting. Marie joined the navy half to

protect her younger brother, they said, and was alongside him at their end, and is
alongside him now. When | first learned my hundred names, so many
Midsummers ago, | sought out some of those who knew them and asked many
guestions, and so | know some of them almost as friends.

There are many of us across Trianon, each having memorized one hundred
names of their own from a tattered scroll of paper long since gone. As night

sweeps around the world, and the world itself sweeps th rough the dust, innocent
errands are everywhere taking place, and a thousand young people, like my three
here, look up at the sky, and they hear and know and feel their history.

OoThere.

Philipe Richard Colville. Electronics technician second cl  ass. Age twenty -one.
Moncassin. He was not related directly to the others; the Colville name came with
the first colony ship, and so many carry it now.

It takes time. All things do. One, or two, or three glints each minute, over
perhaps an hour. Iti s as well i am | a computer, to spout information in a torrent?
But until the Cordebans  learn to peer into every mind i God willing, they never
will, no one ever will i they cannot erase this part of our heritage.

Time will do so, of course. | do not know how many more times | can do this
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perhaps this is the last. And so | watch their upturned faces, fading into the
darkness, as they watch the sky ... There.

Simone Marie Colville. Laser gunner. Age twenty  -one. Seville.

P at rsifeatarés are set and still. This only reinforces his desire to drive away
the Cordebans. Marie -Claire is weeping bitterly.

ol would burn them all like these meteors, she hisses. Her tears cloud her
vision like her hate, and the other two must look for her.

Luc's face is unreadable. Still, it is he that | watch the most closely. There.

Toussaint Cote. Small craft pilot. Age thirty  -eight. New Brittany.

And so the names roll on, for a standard hour and more, until the sky is a
velvet black save for the glow above New Brittany nearby, and the hundred, my
hundred, are remembered. The streaks of light continue their march, and others
must mark them now.

The hand light winks on, and our focus shifts dizzyingly, from eternity to a
circle of trampled wheat and guttering shadows. My legs quiver and one hip
burns, but | have not failed to complete the roll this t ime. Yet | look at my
c o0 mp a nsfares and wonder, have | failed in another way? They must see: |
cannot be certain of being h  ere in another six Midsummers. It has always seemed
wrong for me to ask, though.

Patrice thanks me, his voice that only broke last year steady in renewed
determination. Then he turns away to key his comm and summon another ground
car. Marie -Claire st ares across the pitch -dark field that she cannot see, her hands
working at her sides.

Luc's face is lowered toward the soil that | tilled for half my life, and his hand
grips his neck. Then he raises his head to meet my eyes.

dSir ... And for once, his tone carries the word a s it was meant to be carried.
Could you teach me those names?

I will not embarrass him by embracing him. But how | would like to .. Yes, |
shall. | shall.

Empires end, tyrannies fall. We cannot throw off the Cordebans ourselves, but

we can preserve a part of what we are until they overreach themselves and
someone crushes them.
Whoever you are, whenever you come, we will have our story to tell you.
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SPINNER IN SINGULARITIES
byMatt Moore

(Previously unpublished)

Bring me a plenitude of stars

And scatter them across my table top
For | will assemble my worlds

To set spinning in madly tumbling chaos

Let shadows play across these millions spheres
And give rise to ancient gods

Battlin g in unfathomable rivalries

While beneath their gaze mortals work dusty soil

And we pranksters spin these cycles
Of fiery birth and slow cooling death
Out beyond the dark and cold abyss
Playing our game without ever knowing its rules

And | will spill my  stars anew
To replay and rearrange

Until others arise

To take my place

As makers of gods

And myth



TRIAL IN ERROR
by Holly Schofield

(Originally published in  Aurora Wolf )

oYou've got the wrong man! 6 | jumped to my
like the wronged innocent in every Western every made. The courthouse scene was
accurate in every detail, right down to the wooden gavel clutched in the judge's
fist i if yo uignored that the judge was dusky purple, over two meters tall, and
massed more than three Terrans.

0Silence, human! 6 The gavel banged down an
flicking his orange tongue over his fangs.

The gallery, consisting of several dozen local Patrils and one lone smirking
human, murmured in a deep rumble that was too low for my universal translator
to pick up. The nearest Patril, a lumpy hat perched on one horn, sniggered. His
bandana caught the drool nicely. Beside him, an old madam, her scarlet dress
containing enough material to cover a blimp, snapped her beak in excitement.
Next to her, a violet -colored Patril inared -and-white gingham dress winked at me,
her nictitating membrane catching the light. She was svelte and slender, in the
way a gar bage s c o spalkeu bdside awdngport shig, and | could
tell she was ovulating by the sweat on her bony brow ridge.

0There's the real murderer!o6 | pointed dra
only other Terran in the room A Wilmott, the mine foreman, seated complacently in
the first row of the gallery. My hair brushed against my shoulders as | turned g
being in st asis for eight standard years meant it was uncomfortably long.

Wilmott shook his head equally dramatically, his own shoulder -length brown
hair tossing back and forth. His blue eyes seared into mine. It was almost like
looking into a blurry mirror, ex cept for the sneer on his face fi right down to the
similar cheekbones and narrow jaw. Sheer chance, but just my luck. If humans
could barely tell us apart, how could Patrils?

*k*

|l 6d staggered off the ship yesterdaily, the
station at the wrong end of the galaxy. The Long Sleep drugs had still covered me
like a warm fuzzy blanket when Wilmott had greeted me by pressing the handle of
a mining blaster into my hand. 18d clutched
recall from the vids if that was a typical Old West welcome. Seconds later, a posse
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of Patrils swooped onto the landing pad, threw me over the back of a horse, and
rushed me off to the county jail.

Ok avy, It wasndt a horse and it jalasngdt a co
planet. As a forensic accountant, I'd seen a few jails in my time. All from the other
side of the locked door fi until now.

| 6d hardly scratched the sleep out of my h
pinned to his brownish  -purple hide, again threw me onto the back of the local

horse -equivalent i a huge all -terrain vehicle that could fit several Terran rhinos A

and hauled me down Main Street. It was my first glimpse of the little mining town,

which existed only to harvest the iridium -flecked bones of Patriliads
reptiles. Their current fad, or trend, or i as | thought of it fi godawful silly mania,

meant the Patrils had named the bone dust 06G
glimpse the huge pits and sluicing equipment that dominated th e hills to the east

of Main Street before | was hustled off the ATV and into the courthouse.
| smacked my head, trying to clear the cobwebs and focus on my trial. The

judgeds tiny yellow eyes had just finished g
never did anything quickly.
oYour honor, | can prove it!dé | had his at
| 6d skipped al |l -idyour-ptafeevidd duringliong Sleep and just
cherry -picked the acclimatization suggestions, settling on watching the mos t
interesting of the old 2D, twe ntieth -cent ur y We st e Bythedimbygarad s . 6
travel, | 6d branched off into whodunits and
vids back then.
I had to spell it out <clearl y tdbodyhefora. I g
you has a hole in his chest, right?5¢6
The unfortunate deceased human, who worked in the mining office and went
by the even more unfortunate name of Flunky, lay before us in anill -fittin g black

suit. The | abel matuckaon dhisdoEekehnd, dormbinedAvih the
charred skin at his neck, did nothing to enhance his appearance.

oONo, sirrah, |1 do not see that. | see many
judge peered nearsight edl ysha, heedploemindybu, uwithy . 0
0 Ex hi bthetminBg@blaster. With  your f i nger prints on it!dé He
slowly, in sync with his brow ridge. He was about to render a verdict.

Patrils were an odd duck among the Alliance species. They latched on to a
human cultural theme every few decades and converted their own reality to reflect
ittt Terran exobi ol oRatriisHunsanIlc altleed lilty &Executed Gert
or PHLEGM f or short. When the Terran mining company, Goodas Gohld Ltd,
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negotiated rights, the Patrils had insisted on a clause that Terrans must abide by
the local laws, whatever they might currently be. My contract with Goodas to
investigate reported embezzlementhe | d me to that as well , whi
problem at the time. A huge fee went a long way to justifying eight years of my life
in Long Sleep.
Flunky must have found Wilmott cooking the books. Wilmott had shot him
with his own gun, one of very few on the planet, then burned him with a common

mining blaster. Framing me, a similar -featured Terran, had been Wilmott's final
step.

oOHumans are frailer than Patrils, 6 | said,
listen hasti |l y. oWe dallestptinctares, eveh & tinysbolet A6

0 S edegrecating criticism is not within the Code of the West, need | remind
the prisoner. 6 The judge curled a |lip. The C
of course.

oWhat a padkdditf Hlaings hi m! 6 s wicelramgoutf eGhoed by
his universal translator, and he jumped to his feet and waved his white hat. If this
were a real western, it would have been black.

Wil mottds | eather vest swung open, rtcehise a | |
waist. He started, quickly pulled his vest shut with both hands, and sat down.

O Thethedix-shooter he used!d | yelled in desp
see it? He shot Flunky! o

Wilmott looked panicked and leapt for the door. He must have more faith in
proper firearm forensics testing in this bac
reflexes. Most were still turning towards him, still in reaction to his shout.

| jumped out of the prisoner box and ran after him down the cou rthouse aisle,

shedding the overly -large handcuffs as | ran. Good thing Patril wrists are as big as
my thigh. | grabbed the mining blaster from the exhibit table as | dashed by and
shoved it in my pants.

We both erupted on the empty, dusty Main Stree t. The Patrils would be just
rising to their feet in the courthouse. Not the swiftest of folks, but they sure could

operate a mine. The supplies of Gohld had tr
had wanted a piece of it. | was certain of that, now.

oYou're the embezzler! 6 | yel l ed, as | f ol
dizzy. The sleep drugs should have left me by now. An odd double -shadow by the
general store caught my eye and | remembered that Patrilia was in a binary
system. Two suns,twosh adows . My brain couldndoét adjust.
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A flock of cravens, black birds with sheepish looks, fled behind the saloon
roof . My wuniversal transl ator picked up thei
Wilmott stopped, framing himself perfectly under the clo ck tower at the end of
the street. The c | overlandfover Mustamabd roskting d@r,®
duh, gotit i the Patrils want it to be permanently high noon.
Wilmott smiled, his face shaded twice by his pale, wide -brimmed hat. He drew
his gun, twirled it, and re -holstered it. The man must have watched almost as
many vids as | had.
| hitched up my belt, the blaster having d
my knees, and paused several dozen meters from Wilmott. Now what? Twirling the
heavy blaster might give me street cred but | didn't want to chance spraining a
wrist.
Dozens of Patrils lumbered out the courthouse door and hunkered on the
wooden sidewalks that bordered the street. | knew the Code of the West was about
to be played out. Fittingly, a tumbleweed rattled past me in a sudden gritty gust of
wind. A watching magenta -hued Patril, all leather coat and spurs, stepped to the
side, letting it swoosh past and lodge itself against the saloon wall.
0l need a hat t® ldocalhliedrighthe crowd. St
think to do.
The same violet -shaded Patril female who had winked at me in the courthouse
tossed me a white Stetson. At closer look, her checkered dress was not gingham
but some inappropriately -glossy fabric, borderline Taboo. | put the hat on and
canted it down over my eyes. Might as well go out in style.

OWi Il mott, you kil me and Alliance cops Wwi

o0Yeah, in eight years or so, ObehrennimgaGoddas gr i
Gohl d. ¢

0So you admit killing Flunky?o6

ol admit nothing. |l " m saying Flunky embezz

With your fingerprints on the blaster, it's pretty cut and dried. Face it, jocko,

you're screwed. 6

OPrper Ol d West I ingo, gent s, i f vy ofingeped e as e
hand from where he was perched on a horse tr
fines i f you don't.o

Wilmott twirled his gun twice more and grinned. He was enjoying this.

df the blaster can kill a human, then why

and pointed it at him. Darned thing was really heavy. It wavered wildly in my
hands and the crowd snickered.
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| braced it with both hands, aimed, and fired. A plume of dust arced out
sever al meters in front and to the | eft of W
too wide and too weak to actually kill anyone.
oYou couldndt hit a &dacwukleddoor , 6 he said
oThat's 6barndé door, 6 | <corrected. 18d bee
to the section on botany in the planetary welcome vid as well. | edged closer to the
tumbleweed and winked at the violet  -colored girl. She watched with in  terest.
Beside her, a wrinkled Patril in a flowered hat frowned and spat out through her
horny beak, OAnnabelle, you are pushing the
girl .o
Annabelle smiled and took a half  -step closer to me, swaying her massive hips
so hard her handbag knocked against the porch post. Thesresporgseer | vy
was garbled by the universal translator but | figured | knew curse words when |
heard them.
The Code of the West that the Patrils currently endorsed was all that remained
of a prehistoric survival trait. The extinct reptiles, whose bones were now in such
hot demand, had preyed on the ponderously -slow Patrils, hundreds of thousands
of years ago. In defence, they had developed a chameleon  -like mimicry of which
little remained except an urge to copy other cultures as if they were their own.
Since the famous incident a hundred years ago, when mimicking the sea slugs of
Gliese 581g had caused tho usands of Patrils to die in their bathtubs, they had
chosen to work their way through the safer human sub -cultures. At least, the Old
West scenaraso bwmads nadst t he | addbne:raveryonesportingblyge y 6
puffy hair and shoulder pads, chewing g um, and listeningtoatype o floud
di scordant musi c cdldlded eeql amnreavsk vd d of it
Sstuff.

*kk

oBe a gentl eman,.0 dGitwd dmeVNi d mfoit gh boing to gropc h a n «
the laser on the saloon porch and try again. Then i1toll be your
actions to my words, | stepped up on the boardwalk, smacked the cumbersome
barrel down on the railing, and positioned my feet near the tumbleweed. The

nearby Patrils nodded in agreement at my suggestion. They wou |d defend to the
death my right to apply the Code of the West. My death, that is.

oJust going to scratch my ankle, o6 | said,
Terransub -sub-sub-cul ture. 6 | reached a hand down, Kk

Wilmott. His ha nd twitched towards his gun but a rumble from the Patrils closest
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to him made him replace his hand on his hip.
rustle behind me and a piece of soft material touched my hand.
OUse this handkerchi efdeée s hlraswh. sp¥eoerd Ter
so delicate and all . o6
The elderly Patril fainted dead away and the other Patrils nearby stirred
dangerously. Their reptilian hind -brains were telling them Anr
the Code of the West endangered the m all. | knew that the Old West scenario had
been around long enough to be thoroughly entrenched in the watching Patrils,
especially the older generation. Some exobiologists, in fact, believed the Patrils
were overdue for a change to a different sub -cultur e.
| whispered my thanks. An ally in an unlikely place. How like a Western. |
grabbed the tumbleweed in my cloth -wrapped hand and lobbed it towards
Wilmott. It soared through the air and hit him in the chest. Just like the welcome
vid had warned, it spontaneously combusted on impact. Flames burst and he
smacked at his chest, dropped, and rolled frantically in the dust.

While the crowd cheered, the burly puce -colored Sheriff plodded over and
hauled the singed -but -unhurt Wilmott to his feet. He p onted at dWatl mott O
now appropriately blackened, and then called
justice is done, eh?6¢

The judge nodded sagely and began tramping back to the courthouse.

This must be the point where | ride off into the sunset. | looked around for an
ATV. As pseudo -horses, they were kept unlocked and keyed to anyone.

A scuffling noise behind me. oOLet me go, O
below middle C. Her arm was in the grip of a deputy with a fake waxed mu stache
a half -meter wide.

ol charge you with violating current mimic

he said through mustache hairs that trembled like twigs in a breeze. The crowd
gasped. The penalty, | knew from the welcome vid, was death.

The judge turned on a heel, which took several seconds, and lumbered closer.
OAiding and Abetting during a Shootout, éd he
OAnnabell e, dear , you've been walking a fine
the top. 6

This planet was over the top.

| dashed past the lumbering Patrils to the nearest ATV, hollering for Annabelle
to follow. | jumped in the driverds seat and
deputy and leaped in beside me. The vehicle rocked but didndt tip.
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| barrelled the ATV through the angry mob and out of town. After a few
kilometers, my heart rate slowed. One of the suns was just touching the horizon.
| 6d escaped into the setting sun. And a gir/|
vid s. | adjusted my Stetson and gave a happy sigh.
Annabelle leaned towards me as | muscled the wheel down the rutted track,
her buzzard breath hot on my earl obe. I trie
the rough ride. Dondt kbaroaM nasb ofuete |y osuh abkuet n !'nmdy
oShaken? Not stirred?06 She opened her hand
out an empty martini glass and a lethal -looking handgun: an anachronistic
Walther PPK from 1955 Terra.
She waved them at me and her laugh shook the ATV like a ball of thunder.

| joined in, chuckling and shaking my head
It was already here.
Annabelle snuggled closer, crushing me against the door and maki ng me
swerve all over the road.
oWel | | my dear, there's no 6bondd strong e

|l onger . o6 | spied the spaceport in the distan
it.

Where science

fiction fans get .-5;‘5‘
$. fogether. %

The Club House &sfanzinereview column, sometimes devoted to other SF&F topics, which
appears almost every Friday in Amazing Stories Magazine online. The editor of Polar Borealis has

written over 100 of the darn things since 2013. You can find them here:
http://amazingstoriesmag.com/authorigraemecameron/
And the even more prolific Amazing Stories columnist Steve Fahnestalk can be found here:
http://amazingstoriesmag.com/author/stevefah/
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GRIT

byMarcid.ynnTentchoff

(Previously unpublished)

They came back six months after,
their ships descending from the sky
in angry swarms. They ventured out,
their breath held fast against

the poisons of our atmosphere,
their weapons raised to deal

with any perceived threat.

They checked the herds, and
singled out their chosen few,

those folk with their distended guts,

i mbedded with tdsamel -strangers?o
they slashed and tore,

and claimed their pear s,

and then, still swarm like,

they were gone, and we were left
behind to weep, and mourn

for those they'd come toreap  --
then wait for the next crop to grow.



CONVERSATIONS WITH FOUR WALLS
bySylvia Son

(Previously unpublished)

The first thing that greeted the young woman every time she entered the foyer

of the mansion was a wall sized portrait painting of Sir  George Cashel looming

over his manor with an aristocratic indiffer ence. The artist had painted Cashel

sitting in th e library and dressed in his military uniform with his hand per ched on

his sworddés pommel. Underneath the portrait wa

OWhen there is no room in Heaven and in Hell, | will provide a place for the
lost souls here. 0

Daisy almost ruined the gravitas of the place by snorting at those words.

If he only knew how true that was, she thought miserably.

The afternoon shift supervisor looked down his watch just as the young
woman walked ov er to the visiting booth. Yep. 9:45 a m. Right on schedule. She
always showed up just as he started his first floor checks. If his watch broke he
could time his shift to her arrival.

oOMorning, Daisy.?o

oMorning, Andy. 6 She walked up to the desk

0Going to see your parents again?d

oUh huh. ¢

oOWhelp, 6 he pushed himself off his chair.
t hem | sai d, Ohi 6. 60

owil | d wayvedl ansl Watked to the stairs to the second floor of the west
wing of the mansion.

Daisy jogged up the stairs to the second floor. Sh e walked past each room,
noting their doors were wide open. She barely glanced at the room that had
streaks of bloo dy handprints on the wall , or the room that was lined from floor to
ceiling with small irregularly shaped hol es on the walls and if you stood  too close
small fingers would poke out and wiggle at you. After the fifth visit she barely
reacted to them anymore . These rooms did not have what she was looking for.

Daisy had no problem finding where her parents were. It was the last one
down the hall. Not a lot liked going to this section because of how crowded and

noisy it was. But tenants like her parents d i dndét have much choice.
The day af tparentsvare fimallydbsried in the ground, she thought
she was free of them. Free of thei r judging and controlling. Totally free. | nstead
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she received a call.
oHel l 0?6 she said.
OHel | o,onYydu kadhow me, but your parents want
oVery fmynmyarents are dead. 6
ol know. Theyodore waiting for you at Cashel
|l ong pause. oOlnvitation from Cashel Hoghewe i s
up. But if you know whatoés good for you, you
Dai sy hung up andtothinkdbou t thdécallt dnd tried to forget.
They coul dndt make her. She caved in after t
At first she walked briskly and purposefully but as she got closer she slowed
down and then stopped a few feet  from the door.
This was never easy for her. Every time she came she immediately regretted
the experience because no matter what she did, they made her feel five again and
her ability to spe ak for herself slipped away and she lost the battle before she
could start.
Maybe it was for the best to turn around and leave and never come back. It
would save herself a lot of heartache and pain.
No. She wasndét goi ng theraghirandwinhShewadan t hat t
adult now and free from their hold. She was owed one last conversation, some
closure, even though they seemed to want  to drag this out longer than necessary.

Taking a deep breath, she exhaled and lightly smacked herself i n the face to focus
her mind for the ordeal. They couldn 0t hurt her anymor e.

| can leave, she kept telling herself. | can leave and neve r come back. They
canot sthistpne.me

She poked her head past the edge of the doorway. The room was exactly the
way she remembered it. Empty. The eggshell white room was denuded of furniture
and curt ains. Any items that could be used to hit or strangle visitors  had been
taken away .

In spite of the emptiness a low hissing whisper filled the room in swirls and
spirals. Daisy cleared her throat.

oUh, hell o there. 6

The hissing s topped as soon as Daisy spoke,t hen mad e one last choke and
sucked itself back into the walls and the room became completely soun dless.

She dragged her feet through the door but her hand still clung to the frame
with the tips of her fingers.

Keep moving, she thought. You can do this.

Even though the walls were painted all the same colour, they were different
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from each other. The wall on the left, the west wall , was warm , almost hot , to the
touch.

The wall on the right, the east wall , was smooth and slick,  was like touching
glass. And the wall of the south where the door was had a low vibration  to the
touch.

She moved to the north wall, no matter what time of day or season it was cold
to the fingers , like touching a wall of pure ice covered in paint. She stood in front
of the north wall. A small scratch blemishe d the pristine white. She spoke to the
scratch.

oHel |l o, Mo m. Dad. | tds me. | dondét know wh

The procedure usually took a few minutes to get going but these were her
parents, unpredictable as always. This time they came straight to the point.

A tap and then a scratch and a pause from the other side of the wall.

Tap tap tap.

Tap.

Tap scratch tap tap.
Tap scratch tap tap
Scratch scratch scratch.
Scratch tap tap.

Daisy flipped open her book and quickly copied the taps and scratches and
timed each pause that designated a new sequence. Then fifteen seconds of no new
taps or scratches which indicated the oOperso

turned to the first page and matc hed the sequence to the secret language.
Tap tap tap. (H)
Tap. (E)
Tap scratch tap tap. (L)
Tap scratch tap tap (L)
Scratch scratch scratch. (O)
Scratch tap tap. (D)

H-E-L-L-O-D.

Hellod?

What 6s hell od? Oh. Hel | o, Dai sy. Ok ay, t ha

oHel | o, back to you. |l dm here just | ike yo
coming here every day for the | ast six month
So, what is it thistime  ? What do you want? Areyouevenal Iri ght i n there

Scratch tap scratch scratch.

Y.
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Yes.

0Yes? Considering youdre dead. Il s that Dad
Scratch scratch.

M.

Mother.

0Okay, how about Dad?5d¢

Scratch scratch tap.

G.

0G? Good?6

Scratch tap scratch scratch.

0Okay, thatdos fgbbod | guess. I
She was interrupted by another sequence of taps and scratches.
A pause then the sequence started all over again. And a gain. Then again.

Scratch tap tap.

Tap scratch.

Scratch tap.

Tap scratch.

D-A-N-A.

Dai sy reread the words. oO0ODana? Whods Dana?
you talking about?6

Scratch tap tap.

Tap scratch.

Scratch tap.

Tap scratch.

It was repeated a couple more times and then another sequence.

Scratch tap.

Tap tap.

Scratch tap.

Tap scratch.

Nina.

oWho is Nina?é

This time it was faster and sharper then punctuated with three taps and three
scratches and then three more taps.

Daisy scanned the code and her  eyes widened. S -O-S. She notice d all the walls
seemed to reverberate with soft slappings.

oWat , Dana. Il s something wrong with my par

The slow slaps of multiple fingers on hollow wood on every wall in the room
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started to speed up until  they became heavy strikes by clenched fists, the

pounding getting louder and louder till the walls rattled and shook . She jammed
her fingers into her ears but still she could feel the noise pounding against her
chest and skull.

The vibrations grew more intense. J  ust when the banging seemed to dominate
her senses to the point  she was afraid her brai ns would dissolve into scrambled
eggs, the pounding stopped.

Daisy opened one eye and slowly pulled her fingers from he r ears. They were
still ringing from blast and it took a couple of minute s for her hearing to
normalize . Then all she could hear wa s a whisper of air in the room and the low
hum of the fluorescent lights above her. She knocked on the wall.

0 Mom? Dad? Are you still there?6

A series of soft tappings and scratches started up again, then became softer
and fainter un til Daisy had to press her ear against  the wall to hearit anything at
all.

One whole minute of silence and then , WHAM! Daisy was so startled she
jump ed away and fell to her knees. A silhouette of a hand had materialized on the
wall and burned a permanent mark

From the left. Tap tap tap.

From the right. Scratch scratch scratch.

From behind her. Tap tap tap.

They kept repeating the sequence over and over again.

Tap tap tap. Scratch scratch scratch. Tap tap tap.

Over and over again. She got up ran to the doors. She turned the handle and

pulled the doorknob as hard as she could. It was stuck. The beings on the other

side of the walls kept  tapping and scratching.
0Stop it!6 She screamed at the four wall s
The scratching and tappings were  getting louder and louder.
0oStop it!é6 She ran to the East wall and ki

0Stop it!o6 She r athenthe Souttveall, Mokex themabotd as
hard as she could. Then she kicked at the North wall and kicked it again. The wall
squealed. She didnot pay attention. Il n bet we
it! Stop itl!é

oWhat are you doing?¢6

Daisy stopped in mid -kick, and turned to see the door  wide open . Andy stood
on the sill, ho Iding a small cudgel, caressing it.

ol said, what are you doing? Why are you b
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ol was T h isdardmaexplain. She pointed at the wa lls which had fallen

silentt 0 Oh come on! 6 She smacked at the wall in
oOoHey! 6 Andy firmly but gently pulled her a
the tenants here. You knowthe r ul es. You come in. You talk.
halfway out of the room.
0 |  vadkiag to my parents, and then they stopped speaking . | was having a
perfectly normal conversation until they went away. o

Andy stopped dragging her to glance back at the room. ondthat ? T
possible. All the tenants a re accounted for. 0

He left the room and returned with a clipboard. He ran his  right hand along
the wall . oAl I right now, h epprdpriateovibratibn 6 He wa
response. Two minutes later  he shrugged.

0Al |l tsxearctcyounted for.o6 He took his pen and
clipboard.

oOoLet me see that.o

oOoHey! o

D a i s lyaddsshot out and ripped the clipboard from his hands and she

scanned down the registry and searched for t
OWho are you t al kameshava beenche@keddff |. Everyone

present. 6 He g r hebclpeodrd back.
0Then whereds Dana?é

0 Wh?200

OANnNi na?d

Andyds clipboard al most slipped from his f
become pale. 0Thereds no Dana or Nina.©6

0That ds not what they told me. o

0They? Thtelyeisraimlames were Nina and Dana?aé

oYes, I &6m not stwupid. | was talking to my
and then those two tappedt heir names then sent an SOS. | think something is

wrong with my parents. 0
Dai sy didndét notoimc &dntdlye @rAo &n \fhat? Maybe ywu ab o u

di dndt hecaorr rtehcetnh y. 6 He moved to the doors. ¢
out side. 6 He stepped out without waiting for
Somehow being left alone in the room with ot hem6é and ofiheir sound
clicking s and scratches creeped herout somuch she didnét waste a ¢
ran after him. o0l know what S. 0O.S sounds | ik
taps. |l &m not that stupid. And you didnodét an
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Nina? They seem to think my parents are in troub

0OTheydre nobody, 6 he said. oWell, nobody i
and call you when itds fixed. O

0 B uitd

He jabbed his finger 1in the direoMasraugherof t
than he intended. Which was unfortunate because he liked her bu t he didnot
her to learn the truth

OFine, 6 She held her hands up in mock surrtr
oBut 106l I be back in coupl ewiotf h darysexamar tl. @I

Andy pull ed out his cell phone and tapped
you dondot | i ke Ibawenhgve d DANA situatioa liere. Also a NINA . 0

The yelling began. Andy yanked the phone from his ear. When the noise finally
lessoned he resumed the conversation. oONo, Il @m n
DANA i s . |l &m not jumping to conclusions. 0

DANA. Dead and not available.
OAnd also a NINA. nr,édm aoNl NXerBeacting. o
He peeked back into the room. The sounds of knuckles tapping and nails
clawing against the walls were still there.
othink the room has reached peak capacity
cannibalize each other and any unsuspecting visitors. We might need to build
another room ASAP. I 61 | meet you at the offi
He walked down the hall as quickly as he could to escape the sounds of the
taps and scratches in the room . Above all he tried to block  the mental image of
Ot hem6é huddl ed and c oehipdahewalsl Hedajeslt her b
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Thus begins mgoFundMe Campaigmessage. Still need to raise money to cover the
next couple of issues. If you like and enjoy this zine, please donate at:
< https://www.gofundme.com/jwj3dzg¢e

Cheers! The Graeme
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THE OLD NEIGHBOURHOODS ON MARS
byJ.J. Steinfeld

(Originally published in  Wicked Words Quarterly , UK,
and included in  Mars, Poetry and Fiction from the  Red Planet, UK)

Mars -Monitoring Station on Earth, August 21, 2120

oLife imitating art € life imitating art € life imitatingart ¢é 6

oWhat in the universe is the commander t al
monitors, listening to the latest transmission from the Bradbury [l expedition,
asked his supervisor.

oYour guess is as good as mine, éshakihmge supe
bafflemen t and deep concern in his comment.

0l stopped counting at fifty times. He | u:
wor ds, over and overeéebd

The surface of Mars, August 21, 2120

While the first two human missions to Mars A the Bradbury expeditionin late
2115 and then the Bradbury Il expedition in early 2118 i had landed successfully
on that planet, communications from both expeditions were lost within a week
and never restored, the fate of both crews remaining a mystery. But success or
failure, communi cation or non -communication, was of secondary concern, the
desire to colonize Mars taking precedence over any exploratory impediments or
unforeseen setbacks.

The Bradbury lll, the most advanced spacecraft ever built on Earth, with its
forty -person, intern ational crew, landed on the surface of Mars on the last day of
July, 2120, and the population of Earth, numbering fewer than a billion for the
first time since early in the nineteenth century, celebrated for the third time in
less than five years as a worl  d holiday was declared even though the projections
for population decline and environment degradation were growing bleaker by the
day, had been since well before that momentous first human Mars mission. Most
scientific projections were that by the middle o f the twenty -second century the
population of Earth would be fewer than a quarter -billion, and that was without
factoring in even more deleterious conventional or nuclear warfare which only the
most optimistic believed would cease. Population decline, dras tic average life -
expectancy reduction, and adverse human -habitat conditions on Earth had been

deteriorating steadily since the end of the twenty -first century. The previous two
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Bradbury spacecraft, certainly full of hope and enveloped with the marvels of
technology, left too many questions about Mars colonization unanswered and
unrealized. The third Mars mission, two -and -a-half years after the second,
whether it was prayerful luck or mir aculous science, at least as far as
communications were concerned, which had gone on almost uninterrupted since
landing, confirmed the viable prospects of colonization. The plans for more

spacecraft and the colonization of Mars accelerated with the success ful landing
and preliminary favourable reports back to Earth, optimism fuelled with each

Mars -inspired descriptive word and mind -stimulating transmitted picture.

Unfortunately, there was no trace of the first two spacecratft or their crews,
not a single t race, even after three weeks of exploration using the most advanced
technology and exploratory equipment. The biggest advance over the previous two
Mars missions was in the portable breathing systems, now lighter and longer
lasting, as were the space suits  and fully -computerized helmets. A recent
transmission from Earth indicated that the next Mars mission could be ready in a
matter of weeks, with a crew of one hundred.

As celebrations on Earth continued and a new era of global cooperation
seemed to have begun, wild speculation getting wilder on how many humans Mars
could eventually accommodate and how many spaceships could be constructed
within the next crucial decade, estimates ranging from 500 to 1000 passengers
each, the crew of the third Mars expediti on carried on their exploratory work, each
day venturing farther from base, which had been named Green Town, in reference
to the fictitious town in the novel Dandelion Wine, based on Ray Bradbui
hometown of Waukegan and the  Bradbury I, like the first two Mars -destined
spacecraft, named in honour of the venerated and prophetic author. Even though
books were no longer printed on Earth, no books were more valuable or coveted
than the old print editions of Bradbury books, especially The Martian Chronicles,
Dandelion Wine, and Fahrenheit 451, regarded by many as literary bibles from a
distant and strangely idealized time.

It was on the twenty -first day of exploration, when a fully -equipped
seventeen-persongrouple d by the expeditionds distiouitander
structures, something no one had anticipated, science fiction stories and
speculative Mars films notwithstanding. Nothing in the initial reports from the
first two Mars expeditions had indicated any form of life or construction other
than Eart h-originated rockets and equipment from earlier robotic or human Mars
missions.
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OWe have all read The Martian Chronicles ,6the commander said, immediately
thinking of the sixth story in that coll ecti
no one to go near any structure, which were organized in clusters he thought of as
strange neighbourhoods. How many times had he read or heard read that
magnificent story, and felt he knew the characters Captain John Black, David
Lustig the navigator, and Samuel Hinkst on the archaeologist as friends. His
parents, both agronomists who dedicated their lives in attempting to protect the
Earthos food supply from atmospheric cont ami

precocious child to Bradburyds twarbk, sdfotrdre su
bedtime reading. The last thing he remembered his father talking to him about
before he died in a horrible house fire was The Martian Chronicles

oExactly like the house | grew up in, 6 youngest crew member said, and the
other crew members voiced similar observations, but pointed at different houses.
The common thread of their comments wasTheef e
Martian Chronicles , which all the crew members had read at on e point of their
lives and often enjoyed discussing at various times, having heard read on audio -
systems or watched on video during their lengthy and intensive training for the
Mars mission and during their long flight. In fact, the crew had brought along an
old first edition of The Martian Chronicles in a capsule and had buried it not far
from where the Bradbury [l landed. It had been one of their first acts after
disembarking, full of solemnity and reverence, as if placing any offering to the
deities o f interplanetary travel. All  the crew members had spent time during the
voyage reading and rereading on their electr
different languages depending on the crew member & language of choice, as if
Bradburyos st mipicteres warenndcessary to making this Mars mission
a success. Each crew member had her or his favourite story from The Martian
Chronicles , and even during the most recent exploration the names and plots of
stories were mentioned as spirit  -warming or ps yche -stimulating. The story titles

ORocket Summer ¢é Ylla é The Summer Night ¢é T
€ The Third Expedition é And the Moon Be St
Gr een Mo r msounding lkedfragments of a potent mantra. Until this s ighting,

despite a few minor problems with malfunctioning ground equipment, the mission
and its initial over fifty tasks and scientific experiments were going smoothly, too
smoothly the crew physician said with a punc
more problems on Earth, 6 she joked.
The chief technical officer, seeing his childhood home where as a boy of
twelve declared to his parents that he was going to be an astronaut and visit Mars,
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pointed out that tomorrow, August 22, 2120, was the two -hundre dth anniversary
of Ray Bradburyds birth, yet others disputed
This turned into a contest as to who knew th
work, the commander acting as the quizmaster, ever attentive to the psychological
states and needs of his crew members, repeatedly cautioning his crew members
not to go any closer to the structures regardless of what they thought they
represented.
OWe don @ want life imitating art, 6 he said, pausing at the sound oft  he odd
old -fashioned expression, attempting to sound calm and even jovial, knowing all
too well the tragic outcome of that story. The second in command, whose twin
brother had been on the first Mars expedition and he desperately hoped to find,
pointed out that he  was married on the hundredth anniversary of Bradbury &
death, on June 5, 2112. His wife, also an astronaut, was back on the spacecratft,
monitoring atmospheric and weather conditions on the planet. Another astronaut
was born in lllinois, not far from Bradb ury & Waukegan birthplace, and another in
California, close to where Bradbury is buried, noting that the author & gravestone
had the words OGAUTHOR OF FAHRENHEIT 451 ¢on it in capital letters. A Swedish
crew member was pleased to make a connection to Bradbu ry & mother, who had
come from Sweden to the United States. A Russian astronaut claimed that an
ancestor of his in what used to be known as the USSR had worked on film
adaptations of several Bradbury short stories for television. The communications
officer from the United Kingdom, the oldest crew member at forty, went on about a
cousin who had not only a successful line of clothing based on characters from
Bradbury stories, but also a popular drinking -and -eating establishment called  The
Dandelion Wine Pub. One of the five crew members from an African country, was
especially proud that his great  -grandmother had written and illustrated a black
graphic -novel version of Dandelion Wine , transforming 1928 small  -town America
into a 1998 African village. Notto be 0 utdone, a Canadian astronaut boasted that
his great -grandfather had translated into French both The Martian Chronicles and
Dandelion Wine , winning literary prizes for the translations. The connections to
Bradbury & life and work and death went on full thro ttle, even as all the crew
members slowly moved toward the structures.
The commander repeated hisadweagdamdt wamini
several times, each time more ominous and serious. Despite their commander
ordering them back to the Green Town ba se, each crew member recklessly
removed space suits and life  -sustaining helmets, calling out that the air was like
Eart hos, or at | east how they remembered the
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from their childhoods, and entered a structure. The commander thought he saw
the house where his father had died in a fire but his mother and he as a teenager
had somehow escaped, a house he hated. He heard his parents reading to him,
from The Martian Chro nicles, but he fought getting any closer to any of the built
structures, his childhood house or any of the others.

Then the commander saw three men standing on the porch of a house,
thinking they might be crew members from the Bradbury or the Bradbury Il
expeditions, but as he stepped closer, he heard them talking to each other, the
names Black, Hinkston, and Lustig occurring prominently in the conversation.
These men seemed as real as any of his crew members and he yelled at them that
they were characters i n a story, creations of Ray Bradt
i magi nat The hhirdiErpedition . 0

A few hours later, still unable to locate the missing crew members, or offer a
rational explanation for their disappearance A going over and over the theories and
possi bl e e x pl arhearhind Bxpesditonn, @ t he commander r ema
as to what had occurred 1 he confined the rest of the crew to the spacecraft. The
commander filed a report that sixtee n crew members had disappeared, and
emphasizing the need for r eplacements from Earth as soon as the Bradbury IV
was completed, neglected to mention that the loss of his crew was the same
number as had phefhirdBxmediton n 60 hi s fTaevMadiani t e
Chroniclesd st or y.

In the midst of making his next rep ort, the commander suddenly

reme mber e dhefThirdExpediton 6 was originally publ i she
t he tMatsiskleaeen! 6 Hi s mot her had told him that,
wasnodét certain, but it felt i mporhatafhee t o pur

returned to the site of the built structures he could find out the answer. He

instructed the crew to monitor activity, especially at the coordinates of the built

structures, and left the spacecraft alone, wanting to talk to his parents one last

time, continuing to transmit to the Mars -monitoring station on Earth as he walked

toward the site of the built structures, his voice increasing in desperation and

urgency witheachword -accompanying step on t hfeimiMéngt i an
art & life imi tating art é life imitatingart € 0
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THE GHOST LOVER

byKirsten Emmott

(Previously unpublished)

She took him by the hand and she made him lie down
She saw he was as cold as the clay

She said my dear love

If I only had my wish

This long night would never turn to day.

0 Child Ballad 248

You left me long, long ago

Before this world changed

Under an expanding sun;

Oceans spread over the forests

Where once we walked,

Now coral groves of bright flitting life;

But the sun still grew, and the oceans rose up
Into the clouds, and what life could not flee

To the next circling planet

Fell into the red giant,

Then the fire took

Even the bedrock, born in lava

Till stone turned white  -hot again

joined the halo of fire;

Then | knew, my dear,

That we would soon be together

Dancingatoms i n f osfeawreae f i el

When will | see you again, sweetheart?
When will | see you again?

When little fishes fly

And the seas they do run dry

And the hard rocks do melt in the sun.

d
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FIZZ

by Joe Mahoney

(Previously unpublished)

They came in the night, dressed in black, just as Archie was reaching into

his fridge for a bottle of Fizz. He planned to bring the bottle and two glasses
upstairs for himself and his wife, Rachel.

They got to him before he got the Fizz, airborne dispensers drugging him well
before the intruders even entered the house. They carried Archie out in a sedative
induced haze. Archie returned to his senses in an unfamiliar hover car,
nonplussed athisnews urroundings. The worst of 1t was
drink any of his Fizz.

He sure had craved a sip.

oWhat do you want ?0 he aseknedd ntgh enitmwad nmetrh eb

backseat. o0l dondét have any money.guy.tdhink m
One of Archieds abduc tasetafgleamiig vlatelteethr ewletad € d
not your fortune we want, Archi e. Just a few

The mands blue eyes sparkled beneath a hea
tan at odds wit h the snowflakes dappling the moonlight outside the hover. He

looked like a walking advertisement for a product Archie had been hearing a lot
about recently fi something called The Vibe # some kind of genetic makeover
promising eternal youth, or the next best t hing.

Archie couldnot afford The Vibe and didnot
couldndt turn around without hearing or read
deregulation, the advertising industry had been getting way out of hand, the very
aryoubreat hed was thick with advertising, you ¢c
fresh new ads popping up in your toilet bowl. Archie blamed deregulation for that,
and for the greatest problem he faced in life (his current abduction
notwithstanding): A dearth of h is favourite soft drink, Fizz.

The makers of Fizz were people of integrity. They marketed their product with
restraint, believing that Fizz stood on its own merits, that blaring its name from
the rooftops (which several more unscrupulous products did ) was unnecessary.

Their integrity did them in. Shops no longer sold it, because no one bought it,
except for Archie and his wife. Archie at least had had the foresight to see the end
in store. He bought as much Fizz as he could afford and manage to warehouse. He
figured he had enough for about eleven more weeks, if he rationed it properly.
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He had trouble rationing it properly.
oWhat do you want?déd Archie asked Beach Boy
Suddenly he had an irrational fear: they were after his Fizz. Il t wasnot
inconceivable. He himself envisioned a time when a lack of the bubbly stuff might
drive him round the bend, but then, a kidnapping seemed a mite extreme just to
obtain a recently obsolete soft drink.

oUnderstand you | i keadFi zz, 6 Beach Boy

A chill ran up and down Archieds spine. O0OW

Beach Boy | eaned forward. OFizzzzz, 0 he sa
that stuf f, anyway?o

oYou can6t have it,é6 Archie said.

Beach Boy | aughed. 0 We pidFzn Babodyweantd Fizg. our st u
Havendt you noticed? They dondt sell it anym

Archie waited.

Beach Boy | eaned back. 0So. What are ya go
shelves and all . o

This was a subject Archie had been giving a lot of thought. He had discussed

it with Rachel ad nauseum, until she had to tell him that if he uttered another

word on the matter she would divorce him. Archie had continued to ponder in

private. There were only two soft drinks left on the market, and it had b eena
tough decision. But Archie had decided to go with the number two brand, Buzz,
because he had a thing for underdogs. If Buzz ever became number one, maybe
hedd switch.

But he wasnodot about to tell Beach Boy that

oDonot hurt Rachel , 6 he sai

OAh yes, 06 Beach Boy said. oMarri ed, t hree
Pastor in a large church, popular preacher, lots of friends. Fifty -nine years old,
arendt ya, Archie? Like to golf. Like to dri
worry, Arc hi e, your wifeds not the probl em.

oYou, Archie, are the problem. o

Archie felt the vehicle decelerate and lurch to a halt. His abductors led him
through a parking garage into a small nondescript room with several chairs
around a wooden table. B each Boy took one of the chairs; he indicated for Archie
to sit iIin the other. Beach Boyds fellow kidn
squarish man entered, carrying three different coloured bottles and two glasses,
which he placed on the table. The bottl es were red, blue, and green.
0Go ahead, Archie, 6 Beach Boy said. oOoPour
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oWhat i's 1 t? Poison?5¢6

Beach Boy | aughed. ONo, Archie, we need yo
To illustrate his sincerity, Beach Boy sampled each of the three bottles using

one of the glasses.
He wiped his mouth afterward and said, o0Yo

0l dm not thirsty, 6 Archie said.
Beach Boy pointed to the red bottle. O0This
Archie drank. There was no turni ng down Fizz. When Archie finished, the

short man produced a small handgun from an inside pocket and pointed it at

Archieds |l eft knee.
ONow sample the rest, 6 Beach Boy said.
0l thought you wanted me alive. 6
OA bullet in eagybub&Bdebeamoandng but alive.
Archie sampled the rest. He recognized the generic taste of the other two soft
drink brands, but coul dnot t el | whi ch was wh
oWhatta ya think?5¢
OAre you trying to tell me thaestyd2a kidnap
ONot just any taste test, Archie boy. The
your | ife. Now. What did you think?5¢6
oWell, that Fizz sure was good. Coul d | h a
OSure you can, Archie. You c aneriBatVirst, waad mu c
did you think of the other two?56
Everyone in the room | eaned forward to hea

one was flat, insipid. Tasteless, really. Yet su gary, with a bitter aftertaste A "

0That much we knowaladute atdlye Whaaoand one?6

Archie made a face. OEven worse.o

Beach Boy shook hishead. 0 Ar chi e, Ar cWrieng Aarcshwer.. 6

Archie tried not to look at the short man with the handgun.

oDrink the Fizz, then, 6 nBedchk hBey odifd,t hau
really want. o

Somet hing about Beach Boyods tone made Arch
really want any Fizz. Ah, but who was he kidding, he pretty much wanted Fizz all

the time. He took hold of the entire bottle, di dnot even bother to po
Drank a big, wet slug of the stuff. Afterward he burped, and felt e il
Nauseous.

Beach Boy held the bottle forth. 0Go ahead
you | i ke. 6
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Archie waved him away, weakly. O No, thank you. 6
oStrap him in, boys. 6 Beach Boy smiled. O0OE

*kk

The following morning Archie remembered nothing, of course. He even felt
quite spry. His wife Rachel was the first to notice something amiss.

OArchie! What are you doing with all that

oHad my fill of it, 6 he said. o0Just canot
mor e. o0

OHuh! 6 said Rachel. OWhoo6d a thunk?$¢

Archie shrugged. ONo point cl unotgemadnink up t
it, right? Thought 1 6d try out the number on
be number one for a reason, right?2?6

I f it i nvolved cleaning out the basement R
the whole thing got her thinking. Th e basement really needed a good, thorough
cleaning. Shedd been hearing an awful |l ot ab

little something called Glo & Shine; perhaps it was time to give it a try. She added
the name to the shopping list on the fridge.

*kk

They came in the night, dressed in black.

Il n the back seat of the hover car , the st a
Rachel . o
Rachel could smell mint toothpaste off the

brand; once, it had been he r favourite. Now the mere thought of it made her want
to retch.

oHeard you were thinking of doing some cl e
revealing a row of impossibly white teeth. 0
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EQUATIONS
byMary E Choo

(Originally published in  The Magazine of Speculative Poetry , Spring 2001
and was a finalist in the 2002 Aurora Award Best Short Form Work in English)

The light

is a lean and persimmon fire,

a crack that lingers on the backs of trees
and slants their shapes like organ sounds
along the street.

These brilliant notes diffuse,
run lost among the crowds,
the smells of cars, old wool
and deep -fried fat;

their ghost soon haunts
the winter roof tops,
speaks in half -light,
scores the patterns

of the stars.

Beneath this glare

the road ignites,

resounds with ancient chords;
| stumble, stretch my arms
invent exquisite flight ...

| am the sum of a thousand suns,
and in my blo od all light persists;
the night pulls free

and music rises.



THE HOCKEY GAME

byKellee Kranendonk

(Originally published in ~ Voluted Tales, J une 2013)

Jayson Roland butterflies, catching the puck with his pads. Dropping it to the
ice, he pulls his mask off and sets it on top of the net. He pushes his longish, wet
hair away from his face, letting the cool rink air caress his skin. Practice is over
and Ty Williams, team captain, skatedeupPst di
showers. ¢

Squirting water from his water bottle over his face, Jayson nods. Good save,
yes. But it could have been better. Il f only
follows his captain to the dressing rooms.

*kk

ORumdamola, 6 says Jason to the bartender,

oUh, no, forget t he rum. Just the col a. 6
o0Just the cola?6 asks a female voice besid
Startled, Jayson turns toward her. He hadn

ago. Wondering f or a moment i f heds |l osing his grip

guys had come along with him. The pretty red head smiles. Her brown eyes

sparkle in the dim bar I ight. He stares into

his soul. Finally, heshake s hi s head and grunts, oYeah. J

game tomorrow night. o
oWel | | thatdos tomorrow, dar |l i no. This i1 s t
The bartender hands him his pop. Jayson takes a |l ong,ldrink

dondét want the buttetfHdHraeskitd my gut to ge
The woman | aughs. OFirst time in the playo
Jayson nods. oO0Yeah, my r oo Kkhegamg,gaknow?d o. To

dondt want to do anything to mess it up. Ma n
OA goal i e, hnahdlides HErlupperwooso along the bar toward him,

bringing a slight scent of cherries. o0You kn

The only thing | ask in return is that you give yourself completely to your true

|l ove. 0
Jayson chuckles and glances a t her. Once again he looks into her eyes. She

tilts her head. For a moment Jayson feels as

inside his thoughts and he imagines himself standing in front of the net, stopping
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puck after puck. He sees himself holding the Sta nley Cup high in the air
triumphantly.
Snapping back to reality, he pulls away from the woman and looks down into
his gl ass. Did the bartender add the rum aft
on to him?

Whatever might be in the drinks, the woman beside him probably had too

much. Setting the glass down, Jayson gets up from his stool.
oYeah, 108611 be sure to do that, right away
Giving her a thumbs up, he walks away from the stranger at the bar. H e hears

her laugh.

*kk

Skating back and forth in front of the net, Jayson roughs up the smooth ice
surface.
The roaring crowd and the smell of ice invigorate him. At the other end of the
rink, the opposing goalie stretches. For a brief moment, the face of the strange
woman hedd met the other night flashes into
He shake s his head to dispel the i mage, concentrating on centre ice and the
beginning face -off.
Players on both teams skate hard and shoot often. P enalties are called but the
puc k never enters either net. When the buzzer goes, Jayson follows his team
mates into the dressing room.
0Great game, Roloan dkebé ysoauydsr eT yu,mode rs psed me Ok i n

*k*

Second period. Jayson dives, catches, stretches himself from one side of the
net to the other, stopp ing shot after shot. When hist eam moves into the
oppositionds zone, he gets a break. He spray
team scores. The crowd roars, the players high five and toss their arms around
each otherds shoul der s.

The second goal his team gets isndt as pre
over the goalieds shoulder, of f twbmahingleaal.l pos
If they can keep it up for the next twenty -five minutes Lord Stanle
theirs.

*k*

Neither team scores by the halfway mark of the third period. But Jayson
knows that ten minutes is more than enough time to get scored on. Asifin
correspondence with his thoughts, an opposing player breaks away, racing toward
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Jason. The crowd begins to chant: ORol and, R
player. Which way will he go?
The player dekes left, shoots right. Jayson reaches up with his glove hand.
The puck slams into his catcher. Cheers thunder inside the arena. Sweat pours
down his face as the referee blows the whistle.
In the final seconds, the opposing coach pulls the goalie. Six attackers on the

ice. They forcethepla v i nto the | eading teamds zone. J.
care I f they score now, -duttisnctlo mgconparedroatiet er . A
cup.But t hey dondét score. He makes the save and

goes wild. The players rejoice. They  crowd around Jayson, shouting, laughing, and
knocking him down.

When everyone finally composes themselves, they line up to shake hands with
the | osing team. Many of them congratul ate h
shut -out. Their goalie grabs his hand. oYou were great. Any ai
me for next year?60

Sure, thinks Jason. Look into the eyes of a strange woman. Startled at his own
t hought , he pushes It away and says, oPut ev
Dondot | et anywtthiemg 6el se m

*k*

After the picture taking, champagne drinking and interviews are over, the
celebrations spill out into the streets. In the clear, warm night air, Jayson
suddenly struggles for breath.

oWhat s wrong, Rol and?d6 asks Ty.

Jayson can only shake his head. He massages his throat, trying to pull more
air into his lungs. He slaps his chest.

OAre you having a heart attack?5¢d6

|l dm only twenty years old, thinks Jayson,
his head. He has noideawhat 6 s wrong, only an wuncontroll a
inside the arena. He turns and heads back.

OWhere are you going?6 Ty follows the goal

oBack in, 0 gasps Jayson.

*k%k

Back inside, Jaysonds breathing ret oMhattdis
going on?o

Jayson shakes his head. o0l dondt know. Il n

oWhat ?6 Ty strides alongside Jayson as he
drink too much champagne?o
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Al t hough Ty continues to chatter as they ¢
only his captainds v oli cdark.rifimaithey regchthence.t he sem

oDondt you want to be with the team? Are y
clear.

Jayson turns to him, momentarily confused.
| augh, hears her voice. Welcome home, sweet.i

Unseen arms embrace him. The smell of cherries surrounds him. Invisible lips
kiss his.

OHey, Rol and. Wheredthi gousgeommahk? ndf of a

funny. Jay, where are you?6é6 Tyds voice sound
Jayson has never heard in his captainds voic
woman. Ol &dm here. o

OHe candt hear youdbanymore, sweetie.

OAm | dead?5d

0Oh no, darlind, youdve only just begun to

As Ty turns and hurries away from the rink, Jayson feels himself being
pulled i sucked fi backwards. The silence of the darkened rink comes to life once
more with frenzied fans.  Amid the roar, he hears himself speaking.

OPut everything youdve got into the game.
yourself completely to the game. 6

That i sndét what | said. Jayson tries to sa
suckedfur t her back in ti me. Now heds back in his

glances up at the scoreboard.

Score: 2 -0
Period: 3
Time Rem: 9:17

Heds back in the game.

But this time i1itds different. The whistle
rink s tops. The referee has to go to the phone to get video replay confirmation.

The red -haired woman appears in front of Jayson. She wraps one arm around
his neck. With her free hand, she pulls his mask off, drops it, then wipes his
sweaty hairawayfrom hi s face. o0This is what you wishe
score on you, Jayson Roland. o

O0No, 0 s h o utasrealizatprsdawns on him. How many ways can the
game be played out, he wonders. The possibilities are infinite.
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olnfinite,as sihfe smagdi,ng his mind. o0Just thi

paths to victory, Jayson Roland. 6

He turns to | ook at the woman tfarvever eédsliookh e r
into his. She leans forward to kiss him. Jayson hears her voice inside his ea r,
inside his head. O0And wedl | experience them
her breath hot. o6Idm your true | ove. My name

Issue 26 $9.00 A magazine of art, opinion, fact, and fiction like

NEO_DPS|S y2UKAY3 22d2Q0S NBIR 06572\

: i . ) typical issue features 9 or 10 short stories, essays,
Science Fiction Ma-gazme and articles, a couple of poems, plus movie and TV

SRy reviews, convention reports, science newsd
bl Sl e Y other nifty stuff of interest to fans of the SF&F genre
8. : in general and SF&F literature in particular.

Brought to you by the excellent husband and
wife team of Editor Karl Johanson and Assistant
Editor/Art Director Stephanie Johansdoth of
whom wereGuestsof Honour at the recentCON
41 SF&F conventiom Surrey, B.C. (Sept-8ict 2,
2016).

\

71720

| IR
I 11
86210 3

06

Check it out at «www.neo-opsis.ca>

72


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

CAMERA DRONE CAMP
by S.Kay

(Previously unpublished)

Campers sing as a boat ferries them across a fjord. Ocean jellyfish rise to greet
them, along Pacific Northwest rainforest shoreline.

At camp, kids scamper among cedars, with camera drones chasing close.
Workshops teach video editing skills. Results go on line for parents.

Live dr one vi dawakemngs evenyaenorkingavised the cabin alarm
rings is streamed to social media. Commenters can be snarky.

Culturally diverse, they eat jam and bannock for breakfast, and curry poutine for
lunch. Half are g luten -free, 15% vegan.

Night rain during a summer heat wave bring S campers out tordhe m
not allowed to have fires, but the drones shine beams.

Two moons among stars confuse campers until they see a logo on t he second, a
hol ogr am. ({Thea iys can@em rhusic in the woods.

A trio of campers sings a pop song and they all join in the chorus. Not the one the
real concertgoers can hear; this one is better.

The song is repeated for days, an earworm embedded for a lifetime in the young
brains . A popular camp singer makes great memories.

Flying fried food, faux chicken tenders and fish sticks, delights diners until a food
fight distracts. Drones break it up with sirens.

Their last hike is with brightly hand -painted nanodrones they made themse  Ives,
which they take home to show off to their families.
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